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PREFACE. 


It appears hardly necessary to state tluit the 
Letters comprised in this volume were uot 
written with the slightest intention of being 
brought before the public. A very cursory pe¬ 
rusal will show that they are the natural out¬ 
pourings of the heart: there was no purpose, 
on the part of the writer, that they should come 
liefore other eyes than those of the individuals' 
addressed; and there has been no attempt to 
alter or emend on the part of the Editor. '1%^ 
are sent forth as they were written, with Uie 
omission only of the parts which are of merely 
private interest. An apology is always necessary 
for taking such a liberty with the writings of 
one whose permission can no longer be asked—. 
whose wishes can no longer be consulted.; that 
apology is in the character the letters them- 
selvM. They appear calculated, hi an emnmat:: 



to promote tifd glbry of God, by being 
inade useful to the members of his church; and 
if BO, the voice of the writer may seem not indis¬ 
tinctly to be heard by those who knew her best, 
giving her unreserved consent that they should 
be published. 

The Letters are peculiarly characteristic. The 
divine proverb teaches, “/as a man thinketh in 
his heart, so is he^” and the Letters are but a 
transcript which a faithful and honest witness 
gives of the varied workings of nature and 
grace in her soul. For the more particular 
account of that great change, by the power of 
the Holy Ghost, whicli turned the current of 
her whole heart and life from the day in which 
it was made, of which she often speaks as her 
second birth-day, the reader is referred to the 
seventh Letter in the series of those addressed to 
her sisters E. S. P. and O. A. P. Her natural 
character was that which the world hjghly.com- 
mends, and which made her at once the orna¬ 
ment and delight of her family. Her elasticity 
of spirit, force of expression, and animated man¬ 
ners, would have secured her notice in any so¬ 
ciety ; but her Got| had designed for her some 
better thing than the admiration of the world— 
even “ that by the cross of Christ the world 



might be crucified to her, and she to the world,” 
Ileacefocth to her “to Hre was Christ, to die 
was gain.” 'The Letters will show faer Christian 
experience to have been,(“a very unusnally deep 
insight into the evil of her own heart.”/ jThe 
subtle and intricate workings of corrupt nature, 
suggested or fostered by the tempter, she deeply 
knew and unreservedly declared! But, at the 
same time, the finished work of Christ was ever 
the sweet resting-place of her faith, and the 
sul>ject of her praise. However deep the pit into 
which she had (alien, there was no question as to 
the power or the love of him who had delivered 
and would deliver. If, with the spouse, she ex¬ 
claimed, “ I am black” in iny own utter guilt 
and defilement, in the same breath she would 
add, “ but c<»mely,” " through his comeliness, 
which he hath put upon me.” Another peculiar 
feature of her Christian character was her “ in¬ 
tense deliglit in the Word of God.” None could 
know her by personal intercourse or correspon¬ 
dence, but this must have been su^csted; she 
enters into the spirit of the text, Thy words 
were found, and I did eat them; and thy word 
was unto me the joy and n^'t^cing of mine 
heart;”—and why? “For I am called hy thy 
name, 0 Lord God of Hosts.” It was the voice 
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of » Mmaty FatiMur apeaking unto her as his 
bc^ed <^d ; it vtm the good Shepherd caljiog 
bis ovn sheep by name, and the sheep bearing 
bis voice and following him. When in tolerable 
health—and she never was very strong—at least 
three hours each day were given to prayer and 
searching the Scriptures in her own room ; and 
^by early_j:gjug, and strict method and punctu- 
gality, she found time for this as well as her many 
other avocations. This she spoke of as “ God’s 
time,” and any interruption would hare been 
met with the observation, “ should a man rob 
God?” To those who stood round her on the 
day of her deatli slic said, “ 1 liope you will all 
love and value the word more, when you re¬ 
member what food, and joy, and comfort it has 
proved to me.” 

“ Thou mectest him that rcjoiceth and work- 
eth righteousness.” Truly God gave her joy in 
serving him, and met lier with the abundance of 
blessing in her soul, and in the work of her hands. 
She could set her seal to the words of her beloved 
Saviour, “ He that reapeth receiveth wages, and 
gatbereth fruit unto life eternal.” She felt, and 
liyed as if she felt, that heaven itself could not 
have the joy of winning souls to Christ, and 
highly did she prize every hour of that short day 
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in which alone this work eoald be' done. Hence . 
her anxious, care not to lose an Apportunity of 
saying a profitable word to those with whom she 
might be in company. The text, Lev. xix. 17, 
was very frequently quoted by her. Her’s was 
not the mistaken charity which confounds things 
that essentially difier. To be of Christ, and to j 
be of the world, was regarded by her as tie ffreati 
difference betw'een life and death. She dreaded 
the path tliat borders upon Egypt, and called 
u]H>ii Christians to arise and shake themselres. 
from the dust, that they might shine as the Lord’s 
peculiar people. Not slow to discover the pecu¬ 
liar dangers and temptations to which persons 
were exposed, she would with kindness, but 
plainly and forcibly, point out what she con¬ 
sidered the sin or the snare, aud faithfully advise 
what she believed to be a more excellent way. 

The Letters will show her peculiar talent of 
turning the ordinary events of life to spiritual 
; improvement; “ whoso is wise and will observe 
tliesi- things, even they shall understand the 
loving kindness of the Lord.” God gave this 
wisdom, and she had great enjoyment of life in 
marking his work, and seeing his hand, tracing 
his manifold designs of love and wisdom. She 
took delight in her garden aud her flowers, but 



thfy were the more sweet and loTely because 
a Father and' a Saviour’s love beamed .through 
them to her heart. It was very edifying to tliosc 
who lived with her to watch the mivutenets of 
her Christian conduct. “ Wliether yc e.'it or 
drink, or whatever ye do, do all to the glory 
of God,” might indeed have been her motto; 
her diet was very strictly by rule, and that rule 
was, “ what shall give me tlie best strength to 
labour for my Lord and Master.” She was sen¬ 
sible that God had bestowed u])on her many 
eminent gifts, which she jealously regarded as 
the talents to be accounted for; instead of being 
■lifted up with the pride of their possession, she 
seemed mnch more to be hniuhled under the 
view of her rcsponsiliility for their improve¬ 
ment. She was very jealous of praise, and on 
one occasion said, “Few things tend more to 
hnmbic the soul which is under divine teach¬ 
ing, than the unmerited approbation of ]iartiul 
friends.” Lest the Editor should be thought 
deserving of this censure, he must only direct 
attention to the letters unreservedly given to the 
public eye; in many of them, she describes in 
such dark colours the vileness of her heart, that 
it seemed only just to make it known in what 
estimation her Christian character was held by 
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those who enjoyed her'society, while she reck* 
oned herself “ the chief of sinners,” and “ less 
than the least of all saints!” 

Her end, after thirty years service of her Lord, 
from the time of her conversion, was quite in 
accordiiHce with her life, it was not till withii^ 
a few hours of her death that she was fully 
aware of its near ajiproach. Upon some de^ 
eided syu«])toni of increased debility, she o6». 
served, making use of her favourite figure of 
Elijah’s translation, as descriptive of the be¬ 
liever's death, “This must be the chariot! 
On, HOW EAsv JT IS 1” She immediately added, 
‘^Ihit I have left undone what I ought to have 
done.” Tills was in reference to her s)>eaking 
to the children and servants. She had them all j 
brought .separately into her room, to the num-/ 
ber of seventeen, and spoke to each with peculiar! 
earncstiies.s and appropriateness as to their souls’ 
welfare. She seemed to have a perfect and vivid 
remembrance of their peculiar need, and was di¬ 
rected to sjieak the word in season to each of 
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them. Energy and strength w'cre given to her 
sinking frame for this her last work : she live<| 
to work for her Lord, and the work which hei 
had given her to do being now finished, she fell! 
asleep in Jesus. 
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I Swcef, sweet is the remembrance of her life 
! and death! “ The memory of the just is blessed 
; and if the readers of the Letters find as much 
: pleasure and edification from their perusal, as 
they have proved delightful and edifying to those 
who have prepared them for publication, they 
will not have been sent forth in vain. 

n. WESTERN PLUMPTUE 


Saitwood Rtetmj, XoHingham, 
Mtttf 1ft, 



PREFACE 


TO 


THE SECOND EDITION. 


1n' publishing a Second Edition the Editor can 
but speak with thankfulness of the gratifying 
testimonies which he has received of the jdeasure 
and profit derived by many Cliristians from the 
publication of the Letters. In compliance with 
a wish conveyed to him from more than one 
quarter, a few notes are given in this edition, 
explanatory as to persons anti circumstances re¬ 
ferred to: some obscurity may be removed, and 
additional interest given by the information. The 
same letters, with one c.\ccption, are given as in 
the former edition: it was thought better to re¬ 
serve for another small volume some valuable 
letters which conld not be included in the pre¬ 
sent publication; if, perhaps, at some future 
period, it might seem advisable to commit them 
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to {mat. Mav the grades Lortl, in whose name 
and for whose glory this work is desired to be 
senHj|rth, give tlic seal of his blessing to it. ’ 

The following extract from one of tUc letters 
will show something of the writer’s wind re¬ 
specting her letters. 

“ I desire to be tlmiikful, if indeed my letters are 
blessed to you; 1 desire to give God the whole glory; 
hut it is Um) hanl for me : therefore never again sp(«k 
to me on tli* subject, but speak to my Teacher, niys 
(’mmsellor, Jitr me. Pray that 1 may remember my¬ 
self to be a uteirard; that I may remember it is 
required of a steward tliat he 1>e found faithful. Pray 
that whilst I studiously endeavour to emj)Ioy every 
talent eommitted to my tru.st, I may as studiously, 
as carefully, oscribe all tlie prai.se to him who is the 
Author and i’iuisher of every good word and work. . . . 

I do <lare to plead that precious promise, ‘ I wull give 
you the tongue of the learned,' and for the uuexpccteil, 
unsought for words, which sometimes flow from my 
^len, I could hope that I liave not pleaded in vain.” 

JSatlwooi Reetory, 

20//< A'er. J84C. 



LETTERS 


TO 

R. H. AKD F. M. R., 

HER BRuTHER-lR-LAW ASO SISTER, WHOSE HOC8E, 
FROM THE TIME OP TBEIB UARRtAGE, WAS HER 
rSFAE RESIOESCE. 


LETTER I. 

To F. M. R. 

F - e^ January IdlA, 1817. 

r HAD beun loolishly hoping for a letter from jou, 
tliou^h, bkhWHl Ih* God, he had gircn me much ear¬ 
nestness in prayer that day, that I might meet with 
nothing to dissipate my thoughts, or draw off my affec¬ 
tion from him. He sees luy weakness, and I feel 
assured orders all things well. I idmost think, if it 
would make me cling closer to Jesus, I would be con¬ 
tent that my beloved sister should even forget me. 
There will be no snares around our love iu heaven: 
there we may loiw with pure hearts fevently; and 
there the remembrance of that love only will be dear, 
which was centred in Jesus, and existed only for 
him. If such, O Lord, is our love, do thou bless and 
strengthen h; may it flourish here, in the courts of 
the house of our God, and hereafter, in the garden 
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where the lledeenier walks -Tor erer. Such, I humbly 
ho|K;, has been, aiul crer will be, our iimtuai iifi'ectioD ; 
but if the Seaivher of hearts sties it fowiiled on aug'ht 
besides—if the p»or creature lias beemue an idol—^if 
it usurps the abode of the Spirit in our hearts, be this 
love fur from us. Lord. Oh, rout it out, wliatever it 
may cost us, and make us content to lose what is dearer 
to us than life itself, so as we lose not thy love and 
favour, which is hotter than life itself. 

You will think me, {lerhtips, t<K> glnomilg serious 
my dearest F.; and a^ain I must remind you that few, 
I hope 1 may say nnm, have such u heart to deal With 
as yuui' pour sister. You ran form no idea of its in¬ 
tricacies its deeeiviiij|r imajrcs its unsoundisl depths. 
One, and only Onc>, dear preeion.s Physieiaii, has prolied 
and examined the worst bruises, the most putrifyiiifs 
sores: and, what is the rejKirt of Oiiuiiiiotenec ? 
“ There is nothintr too hard for the Lord.” Now will 
I rather glory in my infirmities, that the wonder-work¬ 
ing jiower of my blessed Saviour may shine eminently 
in me, before tlie principalities and powers in heavenly 
places. 


LETTER II. 


To THE Same. 


January 1817* 


.I FEEI. very ba]v{)y in nursing your precious 

flock here; I trust there are some w'hu will be cherished 
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under a Saviour’s wings. * I desire very much to fee) 
my woaJcnoss, to Ik* able to glory in my infirmities; 
now,.] too often glory in the flesh. Never grieve 
at the want of flifl *; I find the few In-slowed upon 
me, the heaviest weigh! in my race,—the gates oftenest 
ojien fur tlie entrances of the enemy: tlic gift of a 
broken and contrite heart is better than the tongues 
of angchs,—the faith that can remove niountain-s. To 
whom is it .leliovah looks? to the eloquent, the 
brilliant, the man who understands all mysteries, all 
knowItHige ? No, to the poor in spirit, to him who 
trewh/rlh at his word; and I wot that they whom 
Jtesus hH>ks upon are well looked after; that they with 
whinn the Holy One delights to dwell, possess the 
pearl above all price,—possess bi-tter thnn ten thousand 
gifts. Give me your heart, and you shall gladly have 
my head. No—^you shall not; I think I have many a 
hot furnace to pa.ss through, a fumiu-c that mast be 
beat(>d seven times hotter than in general, eiv these 
bands are burnt, this sin-bound soul kmsed: but not 
the smell of fire shall pass on the new man: not one 
particle of real gold shall be Inst. .Icsiis shall walk 
witli me; his oath has hound him to me for ever; 
in all my afflictions ho must b«! afflicted, for the angel 
of his presence is with me. But why tjike thought 
for the morrow,—that morrow, which may find me 
brfore the throne of the I.amk; yea, seated with him 
Oil his thnmc of glory! Do yon know, this has been 
a fiery dart, which I have found some difficulty in 
quenching—indulging apprehensions for the future. 
My soul has been harassed with fear of crueifymg 

B 2 
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Jesus afresh, thus forfid»ly*wea]cening itself for tJio 
(irescDt moment; and whi^ contemplating an ima¬ 
gined attack of the enemy, has been off its. .guard fw 
present danger. I have felt what the Psalmist meant 
when he said, “ Preserve my life, from the enemy, 
but) from the fmr of the enemy.’*—I believe this to 
be one of Satan’s deviees; when he cannot make us 
distrust present help, he carries ns to some pinnacle, 
shows us the hosts of enemies around, and causes us to 
cry out in the bitterness of our souls, “ I slntll iK'rish 
one day by the hand of Saulami coming to ns in the 
garb of humility, we could imagine him an nngei of 
light, and ourselves justified in listening to hi.s sur¬ 
mises. But, bk‘ssed be God, I am cnublcil now to ftve 
the old serpent entwined beneath, I am ciialilcd to 
abhor the self-righteous, distrustful heart, wliich could 
for one moment give ear to such vile suggestions. It 
was not distrust of myself, but of my dearest Ix>rd ; 
for “ The liord is my kee]K‘rit was not doubts of 
my own watchfulness,—^then I imuUl have home it.— 
but it was of thee, my own blessed Friend, of thee, 
who neither slumberest nor steepestof thce^ who art 
engaged to keep me as the apple of thine eye! 


LETTER III. 

To THE Same. 

F - e, February 26<A, 1817. 

.I AM SO glad that you are going to have a 

peep at the beauties of the country. If they eaidiilarate 
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you one half quarter ■»» much aa they do me, you 
will need a steady, diligent look-out after the inner 
maUf You cannot think how often I am supposing 
tiuit to be a holy rejoicing in my Lordf which, when 
duly analyaed, u nothing more than animal spirits. 
Yet would I not be ungrateful: I am happy, most 
lutppy. I humbly trust and pray 1 may not deceive 
myself^ but each week, each day seems happier tiuui 
tlie past. 1 have not a care, not a fear. The day is 
not long enough to servo and praise my dearest Lord: 
and then how glorious at the close of it to think I am 
one day nearer the dawn of my eternal Sabbath; one 
step advanced in my journey towards that blessed 
temple, where I sludl serve my God day and night, 
without this cumbrous load of sin, this wearying body 
of death. I cannot but think this long season of re¬ 
freshing which I have enjoyed must be preparatory to 
some rough part of niy pilgriinagt!, wliich would other¬ 
wise be too much for me, and surely in the strength of 
tliis meat I may go on my way rejoicing; 1 have 
sandals of iron and brass, and I see inscribed over the 
most trying day, "so shall thy strength be.” All 
things are ours. Storms, under the guidance of our 
infalUI/le Pilot, will but waft us more s})eedily into 
port; he who coUeth those things which be uot as 
though they were,—he to whom are known all things 
before tl»e fouiuhition of the world, foresees every r«ick, 
every quicksand, and the still 'more dangerous calm, 
and says, things to come are ours. Thus does the 
believer rejoice when in the ligitt of the Lord's coun¬ 
tenance, and is inclined to say with David, “ I shall 
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never be moved: tkou, O Lord, oS thy goodness hast 
made my hill so strong.” The Lord does bat hide his 
face, and we are troubled; our eyes no longer behold 
the horses aM chariots of fire encamping muitd about; 
nothuig but hosts of enemies appear on every side: we 
see more strength in the armies of the fallen oik>, than 
in those of the Lord of Uoatu, and cry out in fear and 
trembUng, “ Alas! my master, what shall we do ?” or 
so miserably low are we brought, that we hardly 
discern a master to complain to; or if we approach 
him, like a crane or a swallow, so'do we cliatter, and 
arc mtable to ask for assistance in the time of greatest 
need. But with him is no variableness, neither sha¬ 
dow of turning. Though we believe mit, yet ho 
abideth faithful: he cannot deny himself; and assu¬ 
redly there is a needs be for these manifold temp¬ 
tations. Self is painfully taught its weakness, and 
the unwilling heart brought to acknowledge the pni- 
eiousuess of Jesus. 


LETTER IV. 


To R. R. 


F -e, March 3n/, 1817. 

.TnASK you, my dearest R—-, for your kind 

invitation, but above all, thank you for the wohI of 
admonition. This is being indeed a brother in Christ, 
a follower of him who pleased not himself, but bore 
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the infirmities of the veaV. I know not an^ thing in 
which there is more self-picasing than in our want of 
faithfulness to our friends; perhaps nothing in which 
we more evidently show our love to the creature 
exceeding what we ft«l towards the Creator, in that 
we would rather have his glorious work tarnished, 
than our friends mode to feel uucunifortahle. I pray 
for a heart willing to suffer the word of exhortation 
from man, and the eliasteuuig rod of love from iny 
all-wise, all-tender jiureut. It is diffieult*t<j separate 
between a holy selt-distrust, and a base, ungrateful 
unbelief; between a working out our salvation with 
fear and trembling, and a h!q)py assurance tliat God 
will work in us to will and to e/o of his good plea¬ 
sure ; between a salutary fear of the rucks and 
quicksands around us, and aii infallible promise of 
reaching the port in safety. Indeed these are 
tilings which should not be separated, but truly they 
are a Scyila and Charybdis to stiier between, and too 
often are our barks shattered by them. I hope I am 
in some slight degree taught my danger, though, 
indued, when I find myself slumbering over the most 
important duties, and letting (he watchmen, tliat should 
stand upon the tower, and tcU me of the enemy’s 
approach, while he is yet a greafi way off, sleep on 
their posts, I could ahiiost think a cai'ual security vi^is 
overpowering mo, and tliat my whole soul was fallen 
into a deep sleep. But he will not leave me. He 
who sweat drops of blood for me will come and seek 
his slumbering disciple, and that gentle voice of love 
and compassion, " Wht sleep ye ? arise and pray, that 
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je enter itrto' temptation,” aball make me arise 
frim tile' ]beid of dotib, uid iny bands sbal! dn^ with 
myrrli t^n the handies of the loek. Alas, alas! t^t 
we dioold ever suffer our beloved to stand without 
till his head is filled with dew, and his locks with the 
drops of night! Was it not enough that we once 
made his temples stream with blood for us ? Was it 
not enough that we once covered his bodj with a won¬ 
drous sweat, whilst his soul laboured under heavier 
tortures r i^luili we again damp that sacred brow with 
the Cold dews of neglect r Behold, I abhor mjself— 
but oh too little, much too little. 


LETTEK V. 

To THE Same. 

March St/i, 1817. 

.... Yoti have often kind]; forewarned me, my beloved 
brother, of the day of trial, the storm that ever follows 
a long calm. I believe the cloud, which first a[ipcared 
as a Hum’s hand, is spreading, and a furnace is pre- 
jmring. But this I know, my Jesus will not absent 
bi^pself one moment from the proof-hole, nor keep me 
in one instant longer tlum the counsels of his love 
uppomted as absolutely needful.—Blessed, thrice 
M^sed, every furnace that can in any degree purge 
away dross, or make me a vessel fitted for my 
beloved Master’s use. 
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. I nniiit own «ij flelb is very even while, 
through grace, I can keep an eye fixed on those ways, 
which are'higher than our poor, ways, and U)ORe dear 
and precious thoughts, which have been upon us ere 
the foundation of the earth. I find I hare not suffi¬ 
ciently kept myself from idols—grey hairs were here 
and there upon me, yet I knew it not. I do humbly 
trust that my most tender and faithful friend does not 
find a murmuring thought or wish, f do tnist I de- 
light iu the law of God, and in the will of God after 
the inner man,'and T hare a sweet hope that He, who 
was once comjiassed with infirmities, liHiks only with an 
eye of sympathy and jiity on a heart struggling to kiss 
the rod. Can I call it a rttd f Truly the staff is so 
blended with it, I can seareely perceive there is a rod. 
I'kimestly bare 1 desired that I might find no rest for 
the sole of my foot any where short of the happy, 
glorious ark. My God, I trust, will fulfil all my 
des'ux*, and shall 1 find fault with the boisterous ele¬ 
ment, with the wind and storm with which he is 
accomplishing his Vord, on which he hath caused his 
servant to hope ? Gracious Saviour! only stretch out 
l^iue hand when thy unbelieving disciple is sinking, 
and bear me in safety to the haven where I would be. 
Thou, my father, my hu-sbaiid, the guide of my youth, 
thou wilt not forget me. Let me rejoice in the light 
of thy countenance, and then, poor world, yon may 
put on your most sable garbs, and thickest gloom. 
But why should I trouble you, my brother, with the 
effusions of an ill-ordered heart ? why, but to ask 
you to lay my case before the Lord—^not in com- 
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plaining*, my brother, God Wbid—^but thank him for 
the vrondrons love that he has already shown to the 
very chief of sinners. Ask bint only to cftrry on' his 
work in his own dear way, and to help us to ]traise the 
Lord and magnify his name together.... May we 
forget the gloom of the wUderness, in the tlazzling 
brightness of a throne of glory, which faith reveals 
to us. 

' May the Gt>d of all grace stablish, strengthen, 
settle you. and make you a workmau thoroughly 
fiumishcd unto every good word and work. 


April 18M, 1817. 

.WllAT would I have you feel for me, my 

beloved brother, but the most unbounded tbankful* 
ness, the most unlimited gratitude. Priiy that I may 
in every tiling pve thanks. 1 think much in* 
cense has been offered up; I do think it has been 
put In the golden censer of my tiaviour’s rigliteuigi;' 
ness; that tlio Lord has smelled a sweet smell, and 
the angel Gabriel has been eaused to fly swiftly to 
me and niy children, unworthy rebels in ourselves, 

but in Jesus, children grajily beloved. f look 

back in astonishment at this roughett part of my 
pilgrimage, and I would call uikui every thiug that 
hath breath to praise so gentle, so tender, so wise, 
so faithful a guide as our Emmanuel. Carefully 
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liad he surveyed the skilfuUj proportioned 

the strength, softened every stone with his own pre- 
cioou blood, blunted every thorn in his own lovely 
brow. Truly, when he putteth forth his sheep, he 
gocth before them. Never will he *j»are himself; in 
all our afflictions he delights to be afflicUid; it is his 
heart’s desire, yea, it is the rwpiest of his lips; never 
shall it he said this merciful anil faithful High Priest 
calls upon his jieople to go where he has not gone 
before; where he. has not tracked the way; where he 
has nut perfumed the (with. Never shall it be said 
this best of Captains places his soldiers at a post 
from which he has shruiili. No, he is foremost in the 
hottest battles; yea, he hath broken the bow, and cut 
the 8|iear in sunder, lie culls us on, indeed, to the 
combat, but it is only to share in the sjrails, to bear the 

palm, to be more than eumjnerors. Precious, 

precious Saviour! gratefully would I acknowledge 
that the government of all things i.s upon thy shoulders, 
who art good, and doest good continually. O that 
blessed time, when 1 shall come “oven to thy seat” 
to thank thee; when I shall tell to wuiulcriiig angels 
of the unsearchable love of Christ. Why tarry the 
wheels of tliy chariot ? Lord, accomplish the number 
of thy elect, and liostcn thy kingdom. 1 am weary of 
a heart that will not love thee, yea, most weary be¬ 
cause 1 am not more weary of it I O when shall I come 
and appear before God! 


n 4 
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LETTER VI. 

To F. M. R. 

F——e, March li»17- 

I CASMOT let this week pass without writing to my 
clearest F—, especially after receiving so sweet 
a letter as I did this morning; though, indeed, if your 
feelings are such as you descrilie, after the recseipt of 
my letters, I will write to you no more ; if the liberty 
which 1 enjoy, becomes a stumbling block to those 
who are weak, 1 would wish to enjoy no more liberty 
wlule the world stanileth. My beloved sister, let not 
the vain glorious boastings of u Peter, discjuiet the 
meek, but less sanguine, beloriMl disciple ; l(K>k to the 
issue, the former denies his Lord; the latter, from 
whom we have heard iiodprufessions, follows him to the 
hull of judgment, ascends the awful mount, stands at 
tl)e foot of the cross, ftiithful to the last. You must 
not judge of me by uiy letters. Good health, high 
spirits, freedom fron? eveu'y care, every anxiety, with 
every thing around to chcicr and delight me, often 
assume the appearance of rejoicing in the Lord. On 
the other hand, I am sure that bodily infirmities, 
and some cares make you look upon that as deodness 
of spirit, which is only weakness of flesh. These 
things ought not' so to be; they dislionoiur Jesus, 
and injure that tinffle eye whereby alone the whcdc 
body can be full -of light. Whateven* our ftwmes and 
feelings may be, whkher in our most lively or most 
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desponding bours, we are alike "cohpj^TE in Christ." 
You will not be asked, in the last great daj, whether 
you' had great enjoyment, and much enlargement of 
soul here. Speak to that multitude, which no man 
can number, now around the throne, ask them whether 
they came through much consolation and joy in the 
Lord. No, “through much tribnlatum.” Ask them 
whether they were saved by their warmth of love 
for their Saviour. No; but they had washed their 
robes and tnade them quite white in his blood. To 
this precious fountain, my dearest sister I know Is 
applying, and what will make her come more shnply, 
more eagerly to it, than the thorough knowledge of 
that most useful, but very painful and difScult lesson, 
“ I know tliat in me (that is, in my flesh,) dwelleth no 
good thing.” But I must charge you, as you would 
do honour to tiuit lioly name by 'which you are called, 
not to give way to these suggestions of your enemy. 
I would say to them, what have ye to do with peace ? 
turn ye behind me. 'SMiat! can a salvation wrought 
out by God: a solvation- which he Itaa pronounced 
to be finislted, depend upon our ever fluctuating feel- 
ings? Believe me, wp give ground to the adver¬ 
sary, and grieve our dearest Friend, by these doubts. 
Look unto Jesus. He who has been the Author, 
who has given you one spark of faith,.-must be the 
Finisher;- because his work is peffeet. Always re¬ 
member, Satan takes advantage of a weak body. 
He attacked .our beloved Champion when he had 
fasted forty days and forty nights; happy is tlus 
for us. You have a High Priert Untclted with the 
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feeling of gonr (a/irmiAM; tempted ia AI. 1 . pointo 
as you are. Soon will tbcse ffroans be changed 
fur songs of ecstacj; soon w’ill you roach that happy 
home where there is 00 hiort. In the moan time, 
remember it is no tiuirk that you are not among 
the wise virgins, because your soul seems slumbering 
and sleeping; blessed as it is to watch and be in 
readiness, they who have the oil of the Spirit will 
be ever admitted by their gracious Lord. This very 
aloud sbaU drop fatness on your soul, and when the 
sun bursts forth, as assuredly it will, you will see 
your valleys standing so thick with corn that tliey 
will laugh and sing. You will think tliat I have 
been giving you quite a lecture, I have prayed that 
I may sjwak a word in season to your precious soul. 
I trust I have looked to that strength, which ia made 
perfect in weakness. Kindest lore from all—may you 
feast on green pastures to-morrow, sweet day! God 
ever bless and keep you. 


LETTEK VII. 
To K. K. 


March, 1817. 

.... I i>u indeed rejoice, that the Lord is pleased 
so greatly to honour you, by giving you so much em¬ 
ployment in his happy vineyard. Ho that watereth 
shall be watered himself—he that is a means of con- 
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verting one soul shall pliuie • jewel in the crown of 
that Jesus for whom he once platted a crown of thorns. 
Ndr .am I a little pleased that you have received a 
commission from the good Shepherd to feed his lambs. 
How different do these occupations become to us under 
different frames of mind, at least their appearances 
alter most fearfully to mjf ever straymg, ever varying 
heart. There ore moments when the soul, weighing 
well tlie enormous price paid for its ransom, can lie 
down in n holy devotedness at the fec^t of its Deliverer, 
and exclaim, “ Lord, what wuuldest thou have me to 
do ?” “ S|>eak, for thy servant heareth”—here am I, 
send me.” These ore seasons when a heavenly visiter 
has opened the door of our iron bound hearts, and 
taken full possession of our souls; seasons, alas! too 
“ few and far betwiHjnfuid, in the sad interim, my 
poor soul knows what it is to account the service of the 
King of kings, my Lord and Husband, a drudgery; to 
ask self, or tho world, “ What would te have me to 
do ?” is secretly inclined to “ f.rart all its labours” of 
One, who gladly {mured out his soul unto death for 
me; whose heart’s desire, ere the foundations of the 
world were laid, was to take me, unworthy, thankless 
me, fimm a dunghill, and set me among the princes of 
his people. W ell may wc groan under such an incal¬ 
culable load of iniquity as tliis, and be hurthened; well 
may we desire to be clothed upon with our house from 
heaven, when we shall do him service as the angels do, 
yea, with more devoted zeal and love; for they have 
no such strong, constraining cords of lore as ransomed 
sinners have. How soon, my brother, may we be 
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there; perhaps a soul who was but yesterday groauing^ 
under our burthen, complaining of a cold, lifeless, 
slug^sh heart, is to-day in the presence of the Lamb, 
all joy, all life, serving him in his temple night and 
day, without a remembrance even of the sensation of 
weariness. Oh, that we hasted more unto the coming 
of the Lord Jesus! how would it raise and animate 
our grovelling souls, how many a happy walk might 
we take about Zion, even while our tents are pitched 
in the wilderness. 

I fee! for you, in your visits to the poor; but be¬ 
ware of writing too bitter things against yourself. 
A grgteftil heart will not look ordy to what is want¬ 
ing, hut to what is bestowed. Who hath given 
thee a desire to s|)cak for thy Lord? Who hath 
made thee mourn for thy c(ddness in sjieaking of 
him ? Tlint God who only nuikcs us hungry, to 
fill us, and desirous that he may suiijily all our need. 
Neither be disefmiaged—a cloud may hang over 
the seedsman, and obscure the sun from him, while 
it is shining brightly on many jmrts of the field 
wliere he hml before been labouring. You may 
now be going on your way even weeping, as you 
bear the precious seed ; but you shall donbtlesH come 
again with joy, and bring your sheaves with you. 
In labonring for our blessed Lorc^ we must remember, 
thAt our harvest is not reaped below. A Judas may 
say. Lord, even the very devils are subject unto us t 
while a St. Paul, as touching many of his hearers, 
may exclaim, that he has great heaviness, and con¬ 
tinual sorrow in his heart. I have great need to re- 
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member Judas, and I veryi rery often do with tears. 
I most own it is pleasant, and what we shoidd seek 
after earnestly, to have our hearts warmed with the 
lore of Jesus, and consequently with interest for souls 
for whom his precious blood was shed; but how very 
difficult it is, after an enlargement of heart, to place 
a gimple dependence on Christ, how next to impossible 
to feel our entire nothingness, and that the success of 
our w'ork rests solely with God. Believe me, the 
painful struggles thb ^las cost me, have made me 
sometimes almost desirous to have stammering Ups and 
a burthened heart, that I might have nothing but in¬ 
firmities to glory in, and migi^ more clearly discover 
the excellency of the jiower to be entirely of God. At 
other times, when 1 am cold and lifeless, Satan attacks 
me on this side;—the jiower of God I impiously con¬ 
fine to the instrument; I mourn over my want of 
success, as if it had depended on my might or power; 
and am ready to exclaim, Lo, I have sinned, and 
I have done wickedly; but these sheep, what have 
they done f” lltat awful text stares me in the face, 
« Jesus COULD there do no mighty work, because of 
their unbelief.” Truly unbelief ig the root of all 
bitterness, which springing up, troubleth us: this 
confines even the arm of Omnipotence, and Ihnits the 
Holy One of Israel. But it will not bo always so, my 
beloved brother. The good Physician knows when 
to administer the long-tried cordial to the fainting 
spirit, and when to supply the staff to the weary 
p{|grim. “ They go from stre/iffth to strmgtii; every 
one of them in Zion appeareth before God.” Not 



18 


one backward aerrant not one lagging gtepi not 

one fahering tongue, not one lukewarm heart. 

I have written a long letter, and yet have much to 

say that you wQl wish to bear. May we be 

enabled to give up those we love to our heavenly 
Father's guidance—may we see the hand, once pierced 
for us, administering the cup, however bitter, and feci 
assured that it is for their soul’s health. What! shall 
I confide in my God no farther than my short-sighted* 
ness can ^scern him ? Par«|pn me, gracious Lord! 
enable me to trust thee where I cannot trace thee—and 
though thy ways are in the sea, and thy paths in the 
deep waters, and thy fojptstcps are not known, yet give 
me the assurance that all thy paths are mercy and 
truth, and drop fatness fur thy children’s souls. Will 
you write to me soon? Scold me as much as you 
please—I wont quite heating down. 


LETTER VUI. 

To F. M. R. 

F—t, March 2JWA, 1817. 

A liUle bit indeed, but you have both of you been 
so very kind about writing to me, 1 must not com¬ 
plain. I do not hear that you are looking over well, 
my beloved sister; but I know you are en^ymg 
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that state of healtli -which tie mMt profitable for you. 
Our precious, tender Physician must -weigh our cor¬ 
dials ere he administers them, and he never keeps 
back one quarter of a grain that we could bear; 
blessed be his goodness that he does not give us all 
we desire. Those that I love, I rebuke and chasten. 
Oh, how very lung it is since I have received any 
thing like chastisement 1 Satan would fain whisper, 
thou art a bastard, and no son; but the blessed 
Spirit still makes me loathe ail hard thoughts of 
God. I shrink from the idea of again making Jesus 
sigh deeply with my unbelief and hardness of heart. 
1 feel assured that in his own good time he will 
try me as gold is tried in the fire. The Lord must 
“ keep his fire in Zion, and his fiinutce in Jerusalem 
but he will, he must walk with me; he must feel 
for one who is the apple of his eye; his own infal¬ 
lible Word iuis said, “ When thou walkest through 
the fire, I will be with thee." Fear not, then, thou 
warm Jacob; weak, grovelling, and exposed as thou 
art, fear not. 

As I have hoard no complaints &om you of late, 
I indulge the hope that yon are rejoicing in the 
Lord, and glorying in the God (if your salvation; or, 
what is qtute us desirable a iramo, waiting with con¬ 
fident hope on Him, who never said to the seed, of 
Jacob,^eek ye my fiicu in vain; joining these two 
difficult things, both hoping and patientig waiting 
on the Lord; yea, tltough he tarry long, waiting for 
him. Though the door seems shut, let us continue 
knock^Hl; though Jesus seem asleep, his ears are 
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open, «id in his own best time hft will arise, and 
give us whatsoever is needful for us. I feel for you, 
as labouring under many a weight iu your spiritual 
course. Bodily infirmity, worldly cares pressing in, 
and the want of quiet and retirement, 1 am aware, 
encumber one, who has a race to ruu up hill. Well 
might we sit down iu despair, and say. Who is suf* 
ficient for these things ? had we not the strength of 
Omnipotence on our side, had we not everlasting 
arms underneath us, and sandals proof against the 
roughest path. Sweet, too, is it to the still doubting 
and burdened heart, to remember that ours is not a 
hard Master, but one who remembers whereof we are 
nude, one who knows how to pity and syiii]>athizc in 
every weakness, every care; yea, who woos permis¬ 
sion to carry ail our infirmities, and bear all our 
sicknesses. Thus supported, we shall not stumble 
upon the dark mountains; and in the deefiest valleys 
of Achor that tender hand shall open a door of hope, 
and irradiate the gloom with the splendour of his own 
mansions. Fear not, trembling believer, it is your 
Father’s go<Kl pleasure to give you the kingdom; and 
shaU not the Almighty perform M his pleasure? In 
the mean time, in the way all things are your.s, yours 
either in possession or denial; each way mutt work 
for your good, and many things which now humble 
tliee mod prove thee arc to do thee good at thjr latter 
end. How perfectly happy that hour would be, even 
in the midst of the mo.st trying dispensations, in which 
we could unreterve^y trust the Lord, uufeignedly 
love him! Such an hour, yea, such an ctdliity of 
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bourfi, is hastening on! Stirely when we enter on the 
eternal rest in that teuderest of bosoms, could one 
grief Qnd an entrance there, we should grieve to think 
how often we have wounded it by our vile unbelief. 
How would angels wonder, to hear us tell of our 
distrust of One who died for us, of our doubts of his 
word, who is truth! Oh, it shall swell the grand 
hallelujahs to the worthiness of the Lamb, when they 
hear how, how unworthy were those for whom he 
was slain. Wliat wonders shall we be to ourselves 1 
and to prinei{>alitics and powers shall be mode known 
Ay the ehttrch, the muuifold wisdom of God. 

.... To the Shepherd and Bishop of our souls 1 
coumicnd you .... 


LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

F - e, April ^th, 1817. 

Thahk you much for your dear little note just re¬ 
ceived. I do trust the Lord has been with you of a 
truth this precious day, (Good Friday.) We have 
been wonderfully blessed, feasting in the banqueting- 
house this morning. How delightful are even the 
earthly courts of our God, though the leprosy of sin 
is deo^ in the walls ; how sweet to hear of Jesus only 
by the hearing of the car 1 what will it be when our 
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eyes see him, when we belfold the King in his beauty, 
when we no longer carry a loathsome body of sin to 
an impure temple; but when, with a K])iritual Imly, 
we awake up in his likeness, and serve him in tluit 
glorious temple, where no unclean thing eaii enter, 
where we shall no more go out. No weak body, no 
aching head there; the inhabitant shall no more siiy, I 
am sick; there are the leaves for the healing of the 
Tuitions, whose fruit cannot &il; there is the living 
stream, which makes glad the city of our God, which 
at this moment is irefresliing the rmce weary jiilgrim 
like you, and of which, in the twinkling of an eye, as 
it were, you shall drink for evermore. In the mean 
time, remember that to fool poor, and miserable, 
and wretched, and blind, and uaketL is to Ik- pos> 
sessed of unsoarcbable riches, and elotlied in white 
raiment, and to have your eyes anointed with eye- 
salve. \\'l)at a day is this! Methiuks those words, 
" It is finished,” should soimd as the unbarring of 
heaven’s gates to us,—as the rending of the vail, to 
open a passage into the holy of holies,—as our grant 
to a seat on the throne of glory. IIow magnificently 
free is our Sovereigu in his donations to men! but 
can we forget bow dearly he paid for them? Can 
we forget what depths he passed through, Wfore he 
ascended up on high, led captivity captive, and re¬ 
ceived gifts for men, yea, even for the rebellious? 
Can we, did I say ? Alas 1 we do, daily and hourly. 
Were we but kxdthig unto Jesus, how could our eyes 
be so continually gazing on those mountains, which 
would, in that case, be cast into the depths of tlie sea ? 
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An eye fixed on 11110 woulH make the crooked {daces 
straight, the rouph places plain. When you can really 
for pne inameiit believe sincerely that he actually suf¬ 
fered tliesr things, these astonishing things, for you 
indivldmilly; yea, that you vrere engraven on the 
palms of his hands, before ever tlie highest part of the 
dust of the earth was laid; when you can believe that 
he had an eye to yon, in particular. In his agony and 
bloody sweat, in his cross and jiassion;—how worse 
than absurd is it to supjiose, that any of his dispensa¬ 
tions are any thing but the fruits of love; how worse 
than ungrateful to think, that he who spared not his 
own Sou, but freely gave him up for us all, will nut 
with him freely give ns Aix things. Yes, fear not: 
nil things are yours ; God cannot be a covenant-keep¬ 
ing God, if he makes not every thing work together 
for your good. 


LETTER X. 

To Tins Same. 

F - e, Aprtt 26fA, 1817. 

..Yottb letter called uj^n me to look 

more and more into myself, and search diligently 
whether there was any real gold concealed under the 
sountfing brass which had so much attracted you. 
It is so easy to speak high sounding words g go easy 
to have liffht, that would make any one suppose 
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would convey warmth wi€h it; so easy to do many 
mighty works in the name of Cbrist* and after all 
not to be known by him! Truly, whpn my. un¬ 
willing, roving heart will descend into the cluuubers 
of imagery to make any search, I behold every form 
of creeping things, and all the idols of the house of 
Israel pourtrayed upon the wall round about. I am 
amazed to find that so foul witliin, which to human 
eyes is so fair without. For a little moment I can 
scorn the approbation of short-sighted man, and most 
earnestly desire my Gkid to scorch me, yea, to try 
the very ground of my heart; to bring his fan in his 
hand, and thoroughly purge his floor, though I feel 
assured this must be an operation most jtauiful to the 
flesh. The dear, the tender Physician, I know has 
given a gracious answer already to my pour prayers; 
not such as nature expected or wished for, but sueb 
as grace will rejoice in etenially. Wo ash him to 
heal some sore; he examines it, anxiously desiring to 
apply the balm of Gilead; but seeing it putrifying, 
he draws out his instrument—we shrink back; we dare 
not trust Omnipotence, we dare di^te with the 
All-wise. Sad, sad indeed, would be our ease, were 
he to allow us to heal our heart so slightly as we 
shotdd wish. Yes, he has been obliged to apply a 
sharp instrument to my poor heart of late ; I humbly 
trust I did not spurn the hand. He opened my eyes 
to recognize it for the same that was nailed to the 
accursed tree, for the same that prepared a mansion in 
heaven for me; for the same that has hod my worthless 
name engraven on it, ere the highest parts of the 
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dust of the earth'were lat<f; and truly, scarcely could 
I feel the wounds, before he gently bound them up widi 
cord* of loye, pouring in oil and wine—that wine which 
makcth glad tiie heart of man—^that oil which gives 
him a cheerful ctmntenance. 

.... Indeed, I can find no objection to the place you 
mention. We know it is not essential to travellers 
whether the country they, pass through is barren or 
lovely, so as it is in their way to a dear home; nay, 
when do they press on so fast, when have they so 
many thoughts for home as when the country around 

is bleak and dreary? •! only hope and pray tliat- 

may not have too many charms for me. T no dread 
Elim. The Lord preserve me from a loitering soul! 
How few press on as captive exiles hastening to Iw 
loused ; as long sejwrated children, to the tenderest of 
Fathers; as virgins, liaiting to meet the Bridegroom ! 
Whilst our Beloved is ever “devising mcaqs, that 
his banished be not expelled from him whilst he is 
taking every means to engage us to press homeward, 
oh, how we Unger by the way! how anxiously we 
strive to moke om* banishment pleasant to ourselves ! 


LETTER XI, 

To R. R. 

jF- m, August Ise, 1817. 

As this is one of those days in which my blessed 
Teacher seems decidedly to sa^ “ Write," yon shall 

c 
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not be forgotten, especially as I find you wished tue 
to write tO'day. Oh, that I conld follow up the 
stream to its source I I do feel your huuhicss to 
me very mveh. do feci the love of him who has 
put It into your heart to be kind to mo very little. 
Alas, when Jesus is holding out every thing to allure 
my heart unto himself, how often do 1 receive the gift 
into my soul os an idol; and, instead of increasing 
love to the Giver, I rob him of what he before had, 
to lavish it on the gift. Oh, my injured Lord, if 
kindness cannot draw my heart toward thee, drive it, 
compel it to come into the ark.* Only rebuke me not 
in thine anger ; correct mo in measure, and leave roe 
not wholly unpunished. If we believed God, how 
covetous should we be of aillictions! how earnestly 
should we desire that which conforms ns to our pre¬ 
cious Head, and makes us pmlakers of his holiness. 
I do not look upon outu'anl afflictions, however sanc¬ 
tified, as those which most purify tlie soul. We 
may walk through these, os the thr(*e young men 
through the burning fiery furnace, not even the 
smell of fire have passed upon us. I speak of the 
homing and fiicl of fire within, when the fiery darts 
are flying thick, when the refreshing dew* of grace 
to be withheld, and we are ready to say, « Our 
'”)£i>^*is lost: God hath forgotten to l>e gracious." 
This, to a child of God is the hottest fire; this 
is it which purifies the soul from dross, and nutkes 
it come forth as gold. This is that furnace, in which 
one tiiat is not a child of God never was placed; for 
Satan takes good ctfre not to disquiet his children, he 
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has uu fire for* their s&uls on this side everlasting 
burnings; his fatal teaching ever is, “ Peace, peace.” 
We have .a door, dear Teacher; but there is one lesson 
he gives us which we all very much dislike, and are a 
long, lung time learning, that in us dwelkth mi t/ood 
thiuy ; might we but find some warmth of heart, some 
seal, some ferv^cy of spirit, then we covdd learn (as 
we think) to trust him simply: but conld we then fix 
one foot on the rock, 1 believe the other would stick 
pretty close to th^ sand. ^ May we be content to let 
him teach us in his own best way. What will mag¬ 
nify the love of Jesus so much to your soul, os to find 
your backwardness, your unwillingness to love Him; 
what will give you so enlarged a view of his tender¬ 
ness and long-suffering, as to find it outstripping so 
much unkindness, unmoved by so much neglect, un¬ 
wearied by such continual provocations ? Yea, if yon 
can make no return here, even this shall swell your 
hallelujaJts when you sec Jesus face ti> face; when 
you look back on the way by which yon came, and see 
a mantle of lore spread over the thousand thousand 
steps of the way in which your liesb was w-eak, aud 
your spirit, perhaps, too unwilling. You want to trust 
him simply,—ah ! he ha.s a very painful way of teach¬ 
ing this lesson. He takes his pupils down into the 
horrid eliambers of imagery, will show us all the 
idols of the house of Israel, pourtrayed on the wall 
round about; there is hideoJil self-righteousness, then 
sclf-snfiicieiicy; hero an earthly heart, there a strong 
dislike to be saved in the way of God’s appointment. 
They are innumerable as they are hideous. We would 

c 2 
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fiun turn away and not see (hem; Mt we mutf gu.ic 
on tl)em, we must acknowledge that these things are 
soti rtally, feelingly, ere the dagon will be sh^iken, luid 
the Lord alone exalted; ere we shall renounce all cou- 
fidene'e in ourselves, and become as little childrcu, 
cleaving unto Jesus. 

.... May the Lord go before you in the way : may 
he direct every step! why do I say, “ May he f"’ He 
would not be a faithful God if he <lid not. He has 
engaged to guide you Jiere^ by his counsel; and, what 
a blessed end to all your wanderings ! to receive you 
unto glory. 


LETTER XII. 

To F. M. It. 

Octoher I3th, 1817. 

What a Jesus, what a Friend is ours! Every mo¬ 
ment brings some fresh token of love, tenderness, 
watchfulness, the lustre of which appears still more 
brilliant whilst it shines on a heart peculiarly black 
with ingratitude and unkind returns. If I loved the 
secret of his tabemi^l^ more, the pavilion of his 
love, how covetous should 1 be of times of trouble!' 
How tenderly he allur^ how anxiously he courts 
our love, as though he were the gainer, the favoured 
one! Poor nature did indeed shrink from the part¬ 
ing with those, who are so very dearly, so very 



jniitly lured; but when the too much cherished' 
friends left me, the too much slighted One came 
nigh, and proved himself better than ten thousand 
eartlily friends. * The long dreaded sound of the car¬ 
riage driving from the door was scarcely heard, whilst 
I was endeavouring to touch the tip of the golden 
sceptre, and put in my petition for the choicest 
Uessings on thoso who were leaving me. This day 
I did not sec dearest C -y - ■ h, but heard that she 
was worse. On Saturday morning, after breakfast, 

I was enjoying myself with C-, &c, &c.; while 

basking in this little sunshine, a precious cloud, big, 

1 trust, with drops from lliat river which maketh 

glad the city of our (J<h 1, was sent. M- came 

in, and said a material change liud taken place in 

our beloved C-; we hastened down; her disorder 

had turned to dropsy on the chest, which produced 
great difficulty of breathing; she could not bear many 
with hei', but expressed a wish that I should stay. 
And now my most precious Lord gave me support 
whieh I could not have dared to ask for. 1 sat by, 
watching a countenance on which death was making 
rapid advances; she had passed a night of extreme 
bodily suffering, but enjoyed groat composure of soul. 
“I have cast anchor on a'Rwk,” “He is a faithful 
Friend, a biassed Lord,” were the sweet testimonies 
borne by this departing pilgrim. I stayed with her till 
dinner-time, and was enabled to be in some measure 
engaged for her this night, while absent, praying that 
her Bridcgrftom would come and not tarry. Sunday 
morning 1 was with her again; she had ]>assod a better 
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f niglit, *1^ Oie poor tabernaSle appeared quieOj, but 
, qnioklj,'chimbling off her fii|ttering apirit., “Wbeti 
shall.I be delivered? Obi blessed moment!' I^td, 
give me Cju^S give mo patience," ** she repeatedly 
uttered. AliTjen Mrs. N——h dressed her jxior side, 
she said, “I hope you will not have this job tt» do 
agiun, I shall have better clothes soon.” I left her to 
attend a feast which seemed appointed with peculiar 
mercy fm- this day. I tlijpk you prayed for me. I 
will thank you when the golden censer is eniptie<l, 
and we see and know every breath of jwaycr that 
has been offered up for us. But oh! bow did niy 
righteous Advocate plead for me! Precious, precious 
Friend I On returning to her, we found her gradually 
weakening. She spoke to me, with some solicitude, 
about her jKior son ; I promised n'e would do what we 
could; but I found spirituals were those alone of 
moment to her, though they are distressed in tem¬ 
porals. She said, “ Pray that I uuiy die in ray sleep; I 
should like to slide out without any one knowing it.” 

After S- had been, she eagerly aske<l me, 

“ Mnbat '</pes he say r” “ That you will not now want 
m^h more here, niy d^jarest C——“ Oh, praise 
the lA>rd; bless the Lord. Gracious, tender Father, 
have mercy on me in this trying hour; diank the 
lAud: Lord Jesus, receive my spirit." Being obliged 
to go home to dinner, 1 left her, hoping, as for as I 
might hope, perhaps too much, that the spirit would 
not^ be there when I next viewed that poor prison. 
;.Thia night was more trying to me than the day; but I 
• oesire to speak of myself, only to incite you to praise 



imd love my blemed Keeper, vbo neither slumbm oor. 
sleepa, though pride, I know, creeps upon my pe^, and , 
mixes in with .every acknowledgment oi his niermes. 

I . pray that your feelings may be n>OTe nnmingled. 
This morning I heard she was still m the wilderness.. 
I am now sitting beside her, scarcely able to take my 
eyes off her, whilst every breath seems like the un¬ 
barring of her prison doors, every groan, like the 
chariot wheels, of her Beloved, to convey her hence. 
She stiU enjoys perfect tranquillity and* sure trurt$ 
thanks God for the comparative ease she enjoys; for, 
from the conqmsing medicine she takes, she now dozes 
a good deal, and 1 think her last prayer will be heard, 
that she nmy go off in her sleep. Thus have 1 en¬ 
deavoured to give you some little idea of the Lord’s 
dealings towards us. The thousandth [tart is not told 
you. Pray that I may ]k>s5css my soul in patience. 
Heaven is growing so rich in jewels. Ob, that I may 
love Jesus more, and I shall be content to stay and 
sufi'er for him; may we all live more devotedly to 
him! He never forgets us one little moment. If 
you love my C——h, you will rejoice, you do rejoice. 
In all probability she will never know a night again— 
happy creature! I really cannot look off her any loi^r. 
The Lord abundantly bless you ! 
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LETTER XIIL 
To THE Sams. 


Ocsf. lia, 1817. 

.... With Whitfield I could earnestly join when he 
so often desires to owe no man any thing, but love; 
hot truly I owe you that which mines of filthy lucre 
cannot repay. I must, I will make application to the 
treasury of fhe King of kings, I will endeavour to ap¬ 
proach the heavenly wardrobe in your bulutlf; I will 
entreat for my beloved sister the clothing of humility, 
the cloak of zeal, the robe of righteousness, the gar¬ 
ment of salvation. These are gartnents which wax 
not old, these shall protect you from every dulling 
blast, screen you in cvciy storm. Touched by these 
garments, Jordan shall divide before you; clothed in 
these robes, a holy God shall pronounce you faultless, 
without spot or wrinkle, shall rest in his love, and 
shall rejoice over you with joy and singing, while ad¬ 
miring angels shall gaze on tliat which was woven by 
the suffering^, dyed in the blood, and bestowed by the 
unknown love of their adored lAtrd. And will you 
pray that I may he clothed with humility ? The 
son is very scorching here, and I love too well to 
bask in its pernicious beams. T could sometimes im¬ 
patiently ask, why, why is this grace denied me ? but, 
blessed be God, I am enabled to stay myself upon 
him who doeth all tilings well. He knows me far 
better than I know myself; perhaps, could this, my 
almoit only desire be gratified, I should be too much 
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A ease in Zion. You most be anxious to hear of 
<w beloTed € • • • ;* my last letter might well lead 
you to suppose that a few hours would trauslate 
her from ^bed of languor, to the bosom of her Lord. 

Indeed, it was the opinion of Mr. S-, and every one 

who saw her; but the Ix>rd’s thoughts, truly, arc not 
our thoughts. The works which he had afore pre¬ 
pared for her were not completed. On Tuesday, she 
revived a little, but did not say much. On Wednesday, 
she was womlerfiilly better, and received me with re- 
{)eatcd cipressioiis of jov, as if she had inueh to say ; 
she licgan by saying that “during the hours of pain 
and extreme weakness, she could not hold close com¬ 
munion with her Lord, but /Aix moming^ I can say, 
‘ Return unto thy rest, oh niy soul I’—Oh! precious in 
■the sight of the Lord is the death of liis saints.” 
She asked me to read tlie burial service, whidi she 
enjoyed extremely; when I read those words, “ Blessed 
are the deivd that die in the Lord,” she interrupted 
me with great animation, saying, “Not, not for any 
works of mine. ‘ This is my beloyed Son, in whom I 
am well pleased,’ dutfs the sinner’s hope, ‘ beloved m 
Christ.’” She gave me many mbnonitions to deliver 

to W-, especially concerning bis ehild; some to 

Mrs. B-, to beg she would pray for grace to east 

off the bondage of Jiggpt, repeating several times, “ It 
Mwwf/ do—^we must be aU for Christspoke of the 
different graces of Christians, the different manner in 

* A liighly esteemed Christian uiirse, vrho hud lived many 
years la the family. 


c3 
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wluch nw ^diould deal urith* them; “ ttuat for tliera 
that are gtron;;', Ste^ but I never could bear it. Oh, 1 
was verj impatient; * If thou, Lord, wilt be estreiue 
to mark what is done amiss, O Lord, who, may abide 
it ?” She distributed several keepsaktts, begged mo ti> 

gt> and sec old Mrs. W .—, who is dying, put up a 

prayer for her; spoke much of you and R-- 

Thus she routinueil exhorting and rejoicing ; I sliould 
fill sheets were I to tell you all. At night, fatigued 
tbotqfh quite easy, she slept from ten till ten the next 
day, when she awrjke and said to me, “ I shall not 
want nni^ more now—blessed, blessed F.ord,” ex¬ 
pressed' hw thankfulness that site hod no debts, and 
with uplifted eyes, and liand ofUm raised, seemed in 
wonder to be contemplating the goodness of the Lord ; 
her lijts moved, but 1 could not hear her words; when 
I took leave of her this day, she appeared dozing, and 
not taking notice of any thing; but when 1 was going 
out, she looked most tenderly after me s I went and 
kissed ber, and she said quite strongly, “Good bye. 
God bless you, love.” I began this letter thinking to 
finish it by her bedside— .4h! I must wait till I sit 
on a throne of glory, ere 1 sit by ray beloved C- —— 
again. Bless the Lord, oh luy soul, and all that is 
within me, bless his holy name;” she ha-s entered 
into the joy of her Lord. A sun has risen on her 
soul this morning, which shall no more go ilown. 
J can almost foigi»t iny prison 'nails, whilst I follow 
her through the illuminated valley, see her stand with 
ber Bridegroom at the gates of heaven, whilst myriads 
of rejoicing kindred spirits, and welcoming angelic 



hosts, lift up the ererlastifig doors, to let another heir 
Of glory in. And now the Father rests in his lov^ 
no,w the Sdrionr sees of the travul of his soul, and is 
satisfied: now the last tear is wiped away from the 
enraptured saint, i»w she begins hy eternal .halle- 
lujaiis, now she does indeed find the day of he^ deaUr 
fur, for hotter than the day of her birth, now she 
bohulds the King in his beauty, enters into a qniot 
habitation, a tabernacle that shall not be taken down; 
not one of the stakes thereof sliall ever bo removed, 
neither shall any of the cords thereof be broken. 
Now tho glorious Lord is unto her a place of broad 
rivers, even rivers of pleasures; no gallant ship presses 
there to molest her, the sound of war is heard no 
more! Oh when shall 1 thus come to ap])ear before 
God ? yet a veiy very little while, and I shall realize 
what I now see through a glass so darkly. My 
wretched wilderness heart ton often makes my beloved 
like a strongitr in the land. In vain do I charge it by 
the roes, and by the hinds of the field, not to stir, or 
awoke my love. The inn is so fuU of filthy, earthly 
thoughts, that he who should have the best room, is 
forced to be as a wayfaring man, turning aside to 
taiTy for a night. But soon it shall not lie so; 1 shall 
rest in my love to him, wliile his desire is towards me, 
and he will ever rest in his love towards me, whom he 
has made all fair. So shall we be ever with the Lord; 
well may we comfort one another with these words. 
On Wednesday we are to commit the rein|ras of onr 

beloved C- to the dust, from whence they shall 

soon awake and sing I am enabled to build on that 

c 4 
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blessed assiirance« :** I can do'^all things through Christ 
-which strengtheneth m^” This word of the Lord has 
been tried is the fire^ and ever comes forth as gold.. I 
will trust, and not be afraid; his paths are meroj and 
truth: the supgprt, the tender love he has ever shown 
me, shtune me out of my fears. The Lord lift up tliu 
light of his countenance tt{K>n youi my beloved sister, 
and ail who love the I^rd Jesus Clmist. 


LETTER XIV. 

To THE Same. 

October 22nd, 1817. 

Ou, wliat oceans of love arc contained in this little 
cloud! At one o’clock wo followed the sleeping dust 
of our beloved C ——— h.*. Jt ix, it iej^ertf trying. I 
felt grateful that I might wec|i—that devout men made 
great lamentation over the* body of the triumphant 
Stephen—that St. Paul Sfirrowed at the bare appre¬ 
hension of the death of his beloved Epaphroditus— 
above all, that he who has left us an example, that we 
should walk in his steps, wept over his sleeping La¬ 
zarus i but if I was grateful that 1 might mourn, oh 
what gratitude ought 1 to feel that I am privileged to 
rejoice with joy unspeakable and full of glory, to 
commit that long-loved, dearly loved dust to the 
eardi, in ^ull and certain hope that it shall, cnc long, 
« awakoffld sing-^at it shall be raised in “ incor- 
ruptioiii?Jn jflorif, in jtower, a spiritu^ body that it 
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Bball shine as the brightn^ of the fiftiuunent, and as 
the stars for ever and ever. Thos hive I been in¬ 
vited to ^end xnj birtb-daj in the tabernacle of the 
Lord of Hosts; thus has he' made it a daj in which 
more especially to cover me with his feathers, even his 
downy feathers, of love and faithfulnelS. 


LETTER XV. 

To Till! Samk. 

OcUflmr .'list, 1»^I7. 

You ask for further jairticulars of <mr beloved C-li. 

M-assures me she 1ms given yon every particular, 

therefore let us leave what passed while she was com-’ 
passed with infirmities ; let us leave the sleeping dust, 
and endeavour to follow' her, whilst disencumbered of 
every thing that can in any way clog or defile, she 
enters the {udoce of him who is higher than the 
highest, dearer than the dearest, more tender than t^ 
tenderest; or let us trace her, while, peradventurc, on 
some embassy of love, she comes forth to minister unto 
us, or to join the efiariots of fire that are fighting for 
us m tiie mountain. Let us leave the words uttered 
by an earthly tongue, to listen to her heavenly notes. 
Let us leave her dying testimony, and give ear to 
that which she will proclaim through eternity. Oh, 
hear her speak of that King, whom now she sees in 
all his beauty. Methinks she 8|ys, Reserve i^l your 
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love, all your admiration, for this glorious Os^ for h« 
alone is worthy- Hear her tell of the inheriiantx; in> 
corruptible, undofiled, uu&ding; of the rivejrs of plea¬ 
sure, the streets paved' with gold; the banqueting. 
house, where she leans on her beloved, and eats abun- 
^ dantly, whilst Skrely she adds, Press <nt, press on. 
Here^alone are treasures; here let your whole heart 
be. Again, while she re[)oses in green pastures, finds 
uninterrupted rest for her weary soul, and perfect 
security from every enemy, how loudly does she pro¬ 
claim, Fear not. He is faithfol who has promised, 
who also will do it. Fight bravely—endure man¬ 
fully. Ten million luillion afflictions ore nut worthy to 
be compared with one moment of the rest and jicuce 
I now enjoy.” Then behold her taking a review of the 
way by which she climbed to Mount Zion. I see her 
' smile on every rough jiart; the windings and turnings 
which once so much perplexed her, and often made her 
tremblingly ask. If 1 am in the road Zionward, why is 
it thus ? She lifts an eye of fervent gratitude to her 
infollible Guide, while she says to us who follow after, 
^ Trust him where you cannot trace him.” Bo assured 
he will load you by a right way to the city of habita¬ 
tion. Not one uunecessary stone or bramble crosses 
your path ; yea, if you stumble, Re has but left you .for 
a moment, to try you, that he might know all that is in 
your heart. Be assured, “ He doeth dll things well.” 
But let us not pass over that tear which dimmed her 
eye, and says more than all that she has yet proclaimed. 
It would fain tell of a life too little devoted to her 
Lord; a hard heart^f unbelief which "fretted” her 
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graciooR Rodeemer} a tongue too dumb in speaking of 
one whom her soul loved; a step too loitering towards 
those luausionR so long prepared for her. Truly this 
is a tear, which none but tlw uiTcnded might, or could, 
wipe away; it is that which will dim every pilgrim’s 
eye; it is a tear which, eouM a tear rest on the eye of 
<me gazing on the Lamb, would fill mine through 
eternity^ Dearest F—, that sainted spirit does not 
whisper of an idle seclusion from the world. She tells 
us nut to skulk into a comer in the field of battle. 
Nay, but she bids us to endure hardness, as good 
soldiers of Christ Jesus, to be faithful -unto death; 
never to be ashamed to coniess him who was on earth 
her ho|ie and refuge, and is now her heaven and 
blmedness 1 


LETTER XVI. 

To R.R. 

F -e, Ocu 25«A, 1817. 

.Wkv is it that we meet with disappoints 

ments in our friends ? Has God deceived us ? Does 
he promise, and not perform ? Does he tell us that 
the purest things committed to earthen vessels can 
r emai n without some alloy? that there are cisterns 
so deep, so full, that we may drink thereat abun- 
duitly ? Oh no. Ho has taught us far otherwise; 
but, alas 1 it is one of those books in Christ's school, 
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which we do not much like to study. 1 have often 
opened it ut the title pa^et “ Cease ye from man,” 
but I did not feel much inclined to look farther. Our 
ignorance of this is the cause of much veintion to us; 
what we will not receive on the testimony of the only 
wise God, we must learn by painful experience, here a 
little, ami there a little. Still, still, we come with high'* 
wrought expectations t»» our broken cisterns—^^jaik with 
wonder ut the bieniishes—arc astonished at the sluU* 
lowness of the water—can get a little, and that with 
difSculty and pain, anil, in the secret chambers of our 
heart, we almost find fault with our faithful Instructor. 
In the mean time, there is an overllowiiig fountain of 
pure waters, at which we are invited to drink abun¬ 
dantly—there is an unfathomable well, from which we 
might ever draw water with joywe take but a small 
pitcher to this fountain, where God has iuscrilied, 
“ Drink abundantly, without money and without price.” 
Unbelief steps in—hides the glorious inscription, 
placing over it, “ Wherewith shall I eon»c before the 
Lord ? The invitation is not addressed to me.” Thus 
are we straitened in our own bowels; thus do we limit the 
Holy One of Israel. But it shall not always lie so; 
our eyes will not always be so dim, our hands so withered, 
our hearts so slow to believe. When we see the King 
in his beauty, our desire will be towards him, and him 
alone. Our invigorated hand shall lay hold on theJvl~ 
ness of our Beloved, which is already ours, though we 
cannot grasp it. Our hearts will be opened wide, and 
drink in rivers of pleasures for evermore. Then, every 
stream will be swallowed up in the fountain from 
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whence it issued. Christ Will be AU in All; then, 
we shall love all tn Christ, and Christ in all. * 

..... Ho.w little do we dwell on what our beloved 
I^rd endured, when he was wounded in the house of 
his frit>ud.s. It was this that weighed so heavily iqKin 
hini. Hod it been an open enemy he cotdd lisve home 
it. We can form some very faint idea of what he 
endurctl, when his own familiar friend lifted up hLs 
heel against him, at a time when the “ watchmen,” who 
should befriend us, “ smite us and wound us.” Jesus 
knows what it is. to have every action, every word sus¬ 
pected. He knows it, fur tliis very purpose, that he 
may succour those who are undergoing the some trial. 

I grieve for-; his eye is not on the great 

Shejdierd of the sheep, while be can treat, with any 
thing like harskn<^ one of the precious flock. “ To the 
weak became I lui weak, that I might gain the weak.” 
Hut while I speak of this dear man, my conscience is 
pricking me very sharply. It tells me of many, to 
whom I hare acted with much illiberality—of many, to 
whom my proud heart has (minted with great self-com- 
jilacency, whilst it has secretly whisjmi'cd, 1 thank God 
I am uot as these—of many, whose beauties I could 
almost wholly overlook, whilst I fancied myself justified 
in gazing on some prominent imperfection; or rather, 
of making tliat prominent, over which love would have 
thrown a cloak, walking backwards,” lest it should 
perceive it. I want spiritual qmclacles within. I 
keep them rubbed up very bright, to gaze on other 
hearts. 

-1 shall think much of you at ——. You must feel 
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pecuUarlj bound to the Fattier of all mercies at a place 
where hrhas so tenderly watched over you; where you 
are reminded of what liill calls, preserving grac^ on 
which I think we should very much dwell, as it'will be 
a Murce of much lore and comfort. Well may wc 
argue, ** He who has thus watched over me for good, 
whilst I was an alien and an enemy, will not be le.ss 
mindful of me, now that he has made me one of bis 
household. He who has loved me, when I hated him, 
will not cease to love me, now that he luis made me 
desirous to love him in return." Oh, my brother, me¬ 
ditate on that love, which enrolled your name on his 
breastplate, and placed it next his heart, ore the founda¬ 
tions of the world were laid—on those everlasting arms 
of tenderness, by which you have been holden up ever 
since you were born—on that grace,^whieh has formed 
a new heart within you, fashioned tlie wondrous mem¬ 
bers day by day, when as yet there was none of tliem— 
that unwearied constancy, which has home with all 
your unfaitlifnlness—^that luve, which not ail the waters 
of your neglect could quench—^that pstticnce, which 
not ail your provocations could exhaust. Think of 
it, tin you entirely renounce all right of possession 
to yourself, and gratefully, cordially, by word and life 
declare, that you are not your own—and pray that' 
one who has had ten mDlion millioh talents forgiven 
her—who has p^eu^rlg provoked, and met with //e- 
euliar love, may pectdiarlg feel the power of those 
arguments she urges on others. 

.... I am permitted to tell of g^atly restored 
health and strength. I trust I shall be enabled in 
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luttienco to possess my soul* whether it be to do, or 
what is more difficult, to hear my Lord’s will. If 
I livq OHLtr. for him, 1 trust I can paUently wait 
all the ^ys of my i^ipointed time iu the land of my 
pilgrimuj^c. It lias pleased God to humble me much, 
by showing me that some the seed I rejoiced over 
was sown only on stony ground, yet I need your faith* 
ful admonitions. I know my heart often says, ** my 
power, my teal, my skill, hath gotten me these vic¬ 
tories.” Will you very earnestly pray that I may be 
clothcil with hunuiity; don’t liate me when I tell you 
tliat I eaiiuot put up this prayer for myseli^ at least 
it is mixed with much hesitation, and half wishing 
it back again, from the vUe apprehension that 1 must 
suffer very very much ere this can take place; may 
the Lord ever bless and keep you, and give you all joy 
and peace in believing. 


LETTER XVII. 
To THE Same. 


Noe. lOtA, 1817. 

.Sdbxlt it is mough for us to have foes within 

and without to contend with, without having' snares 
for our feet laid by our fellow pilgrims. It is a 
cruel thing to jlatter. The soul is often more ex¬ 
hausted, weakened, injured, in disentangling itself from 
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these nets, than by the liottest contest with princi¬ 
palities and powers. Those who have once known 
the tortare the believer undergoes, whil^ this poison 
is pervading his soul, the bitter, lowering Tuedicincs 
he must take, as antidotes, the frightful oblivion of 
lessons of humility which he has lieen studying for 
years, will, 1 think, (unless inueli luidcr the iiifluenec 
of the enemy of souls,) not administer th(> noxious 
potion a second time. I speak strongly, perhaps yon 
will think, but my soul is very sore on this subject, 
liaviug too often smarted from it. 

Your prayers that my way might he nnulo quite 
plain before me Itave indeed been answered. Since 
my labours here have been straitened, 1 have thought 
that my too kind Employer would look me out some 
other work. I could hope that a great door and ef¬ 
fectual is now opened unto me; if so, I am sure 1 may 
add, there are many ailversaries; not outward adver¬ 
saries ; these are but as tlie hannless tempest to him 
who is safely and securely sheltered; but I dread the 
traitors within, pride, vain-glory, and hypocrisy. If 
you love me, if you priae the glory of your master, 
pray that I may be delivered from these. But why, 
why these fears ? «It is good that a man fear always," 
yes; but it is good to east all your care upon the 
l^rd. It is right .to work out your salvation with 
fear and trembling; but it is riglit to remember, that 
God worketh in us to will and to do of his good 
pleasure. I do believe that Satan, transformed into an 
angel of light, often makes use of these apparently 
holy fears to harass the believer, shake his trust in 
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One who has undertaken lua cause, and accomplish 
his ^raud end of rnhbing God of his i^lory, aud the 
hclicvpr of hi|^ comfort. Ck>uld wo unmask these doubts, 
the cree'd of the worshippers of Baal could not be 
more infamous. When we fear the siftings of Satan, 
wc must sup[iose that we hare a God who slecpeth, 
or is gone on a journey, an Adv<icate who is weary 
of pleading our cause. Whilst we lw>k with dread 
on the rocks and quicksands, we tacitly charge our 
pilot with ignorance, weakness, carelessness, or un¬ 
faithfulness. Temjrtations, be they from without or 
Irotn within, storm, calm, sunshine, or cloud, arc not 
excluded from the Aix things which must work to¬ 
gether for our good. I like that word work Inyether, 
linM, as it were, dep«*ndant on each other, they an; 
fastened to the precious side of Jesus, and to that 
bosom they will infallibly lend us. 

Is it not remai'kuble that our tlioughts should so 
clash with so very many miles between ? I had been 
dwelling with peculiar pleasure on that Greek word 
which so much struck yon; in iny dreams, it was 
present with me. 'Well indeed may we ask boldly, 
when wc have the certuinty of being heard; “ we 
knmc that we have the petitions,” but often veiled 
in ao different a form, we are ready to disown them. 
How seldom I pray with the conviction that God 
is actually bowing down his ear to hoar me, with the 
certainty that I shall receive what 1 ask for—and 
wherefore ? because I so seldom ask according to his 
wHl, drawing nigh in holy confidence in him whom he 
hearcth always, and with a sin^e eye and desire to the 



glory of GhxL O when I look to the self-plcssing, 
self-seeking, self-will of most of my prayers, 1 believe 
I mig^ with truth, say all, I do glory in, I do .desire 
to love, that precious scapegoat, which bears away such 
heavy loads of the iniquity of my holiest things into the 
wilderness, and canses them to ascend to the Father, as 
pillars of smoke, perfumed with myrrh and fraukinreuse. 

I thank you truly for your interesting account of . - j 

well may angels rejoice over each returning prodigal; 
they will have another mystery of love to admire 
throughout eternity; much will then, no doubt, Ixt 
made known to us of their ministry upon us, which will 
mutually endear ns in a Mngdom whose light is love, 
whilst they shall again po'mt us, and we mure gladly 
turn to the Lamb in the mnlf( of the throne, the 
purchaser of every blessing, and behold him, who in ail 
our afflictions was afflicted, rejoicing in all our joy. O 
what employment! what a situation! what a heaven ! 
How little do we realize of it! .... &c. 


LETTER XVIII. 

To F. M. R. 

-e, iVor. I3ti, 1817. 

.... At present a very thick veil is drawn over 
futurity. May we be enabled to trust our gracious 
Lord as well when ho is working beWnd die scenes, 
as when we see idl that is going on. He cannot tnm 
away from us to do us (food. He knows how to refuse 
the evil and choose the ffood for his people; blessed. 
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blessed be his lore, that he ’does not leave vs to choose 
for ourselves. I lately expressed a fear of being too 
much et case in Zion; my fear, was heard and noticed 
in the courts above. I have been far from easy lie 
last few days; not from any doubts of the faithfulness 
of God;—the gin'Ue of his reins, I am well assured, 
can never be broken; not from any blasphemous sug¬ 
gestions that the work of tlie Lord is not perfect, that 
he has begun to build and is not able to finish; no, nor 
from that fear of bringing reproach upon his holy 
name, by backsliding, which is a fiery dart which 
oftenest rankles in my heart. But 1 have felt such a 
miserable coldness and distance towards my Beloved; 
I have not been able to realize that lively interest he 
takes in all my eoncerus; I have approached him more 
as a stranger, than ns tliat Friend with whom I have 
so long taken sweet counsel, who has known my soul 
in adversity, made all my bed in my sickness, and 
carried me so tenderly in his bosom. Dearest F——y, 
have you ever experienced this ? Mine eyes run down 
with tears, when 1 think of my ingratitude, my vile¬ 
ness. There is no shadow of turning in him; ’tis 1 
who have turned away; the earth, the earth, 1 fear, 
lias got between me and my Sun, and caused this 
^mal eclipse. I must greatly attribute the cause to 
ray having been so much token up with worldly con¬ 
cerns, and being prevented taking my walk about 
Zion. I would pray and hope that the effects may be, 
a deeper abhorrence of myself, and a stronger attach¬ 
ment to One, who has patience and tenderness to bear 
with aU my vUeness, yea, in spite of ail, to love me 



with cm unchanging love* I trust H niaj teach me 
more forcibly the emptiness of every thing, when 
void of him who fiUeth all in all. I have felt such a 
chasm, as if parted from every thing I value.' 'When 
I awake in the night, all seems dreary and solitary; 
my Beloved has witiidrawn himself; my labour is toil 
when I perceive him not at niy side; my rest is weari¬ 
ness whOst I rejmse not hi him ; neither worlds appear 
^desirable, while I cannot recognize One who alutu' 
makes them lovely; life is wearisome; death has Inst 
its charms. 'When, when will the day break ? when 
will the shadows flee away ? Turn, turn, my Beloved; 
be thou like a roe or a hart, upon these wrotehed 
mountains of division. Yet hush, my soul, possess 
thyself in patience; why, indeed, should a living man 
complain ? Ah! I will endeavour to bear it. I have 
enjoyed a lung sunshine; should all the evening of niy 
days be clouded, I desire to bless that unsja-akahle 
grace which has not consigned me over to the black¬ 
ness of darkness for eternity ; which holds out the 
assurance that I shall xveb be with the Lord, see 
him _/««! to face, and never groan ^ain o\er a cold, 
ungrateful heart I have nearly filled my letter with 
old self; but my | dearest sister, I know, loves to 
participate in my sorrows, ns well as my joys; and 
1 am so wickedly inclined to dtsbeUevc that no temp¬ 
tation has Itefallen me but such as is common to my 
brethren, under mxry disease of my vilest of hearts, 
that I could like to ask you, who love the Lord indeed, 
whether it was ever thus with you? At the same 
time, I do not think there is any rent, or spot, or 



blemish in my robe of righteousness; blessed be Ghd, 
this is laid up in a wardrobe where man or devil can 
never injure it. Do not think I supjtose it wants the. 
embroidery of frames aud feelings; be this ever far 
from me; neither do I imagine the Lord will suffer 
me to be tempted above that 1 am able. But I woold 
urge you to intrt'ut for me, that this trial may be 
sanctified to me., and that in the valley, as well as in 
the mount, I may be enabled to shout aloud, My Jesus 
doeth all thiug.s well. 


LETTER XIX. 

To 11. R. 

F —«, Nov. na, 1817 . 

The alarming illness of dear old Mr. N-fills my 

heart with anguish; indeed, ere you receive tliis, as 
far as we can judge, he wiU have taken his place 
at that awful bar from which there is no appeal. 
I know not when my mind has been so exercised. 
It shows me how little prepared I am to love tlie 
will of God under circumstances of this nature. 
Where is the spirit that silenced Aaron and Eli, 
that animated the tribe of Levi? I trace the foot¬ 
steps of almost the whole flock over this roughest 
path, but I find not one who so shrunk from it as 1 do. 
It does cheer mo, as the clock strikes, to remember, 
that I am one hour nearer to that blessed time when 
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my mind and will will be one with Christ for. ever, 
when I shall hear the awful seiitencc pronounced, and 
exclaim, “ So let all thijie enemies perish, O Lord!” 
.... But I shall write you another doleful letter, if 1 
on thus, and indeed this would be very ungrateful 
of me. No, let me rather eall upon yon to praise, to 
thank, to lore the temlerest of Friends. He truly hatli 
not dealt witli iite after my sins, but aeeording to the 
riches of his mercy. I bad not long to mourn; though 
I have so forsaken and grieved him, his Imwels yearned 
over me; he could not forsake, he would not grieve 
me. I was enabled, while I walked in darkness and 
had no light, to trust in the name of the L(>r<l. and 
stay upon my God; I was enabled to say, “ 'J'hough 
he slay me, yet will I trust in him.” He encouraged 
me to feel after him, if haply I might find him: he 
was not indeed far from me. I took u]> Hall’s Works, 
and reatl “ Christ Mystical,” which was much blessed 
to me. I again had swe(‘t views of my very near, very 
dear, very indissoluble union with Christ. I eonid (»]1 
him, IsM; I could draw near with lH>ldiio$s, ami plead 
my title to all the ]XHscssions of my glorified Head. 
Surely this is the meaning of ) .Fohn iv. 17 ; it sciuns 
as if the beloved bride of Christ might speak boldly, 
and lay claim to those possessions inirchased for her at 
so great a price. How glorious, how wondrous is the 
idea! we cannot cultivate it too much ; we cannot too 
earnestly pray that all the chosen of God may be led 
into these views, as that which glorifies our God and 
beautifies our Zion. Wbat a glimpse, what a very 
little glimpse have 1 had of them! For this I shall 
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ever bless Mr- S——s as tht: instrumeot, and earnestly 
desire that 1 may see yet more and more, and live more 
as if 1 had seen it..... 

... ••! trust you are finding' plenty of employment, 
and the service of your Lord perfect freedom; the 
mor(> you do the more you -will wish to do, and the 
more you will love yoiur work. You do think of me, 1 
know, my dearest brother and sister; 1 need your best 
thouj^hts at your best times. Ofieii your mouths , wide 
for me. 


LETTER XX. 
To F. M. R. 


Nor. 21, IS17. 

.... PsKnArs you, my beloved sister, who have of late 
seen so many cracks in every cistern, will not be sur¬ 
prised to hear that we were much disappointed in —, 
and that the general conversation was veiy dead. Ah! 
what is man? How very wonderful that the most 
Holy One con take delight with the sons of men; that 
the request of his lips should be, that they should be 
made bone of his bone and flesh of his flesh; that he 
should not be satisfied until we arc with him where 
he is,—we who ore so backward in speaking of him, 
so little desirous to bo conformed to his dear image, so 
little anxious to be with him I 

.... I have not yet thanked you for your dear letter. 

D 2 
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Do you know, I gomotiinel think I oug^ht not to write 
to you. 1 fear I am iiijuiKcioiia, and make my liberty 
to become an occasion of stumbling unto yon.^ My 
letters always seem to depress you. I am eei^in the 
first tault lies in me. Did my soul only moke her 
boast in the Lord, that I.ord who is as fntirclg yours 

as he is mine, my F-, I know, would be encouraged 

to <lraw largely on a treasury, of which she has heard 
such wondrous things, on a Treasurer, who can oidy 
be grieved by the too limited demand. My soul makes 
its boast in itself j my sister hears thereof, anil forgets 
the exact resemblance of the hearts of all the ehildrt'ii 
of men, forms too high an estimate of one, while she 
underrates another in all points similar: then is my 
behoved sister made sad. I allow there may be wide 
differences in the natural constitution. He who holds 
all hearts in his liands is well aware of this, and it is a 
point which we should much study. That which a{i- 
pears more ardent love, xcal, fervour, animation, in me, 
duly sifted and analyzed, has so very mnch of nature 
in it, that what would bo left of grace would not ex- 
c«fed the share bestowed on some, who, to the eyes of 
man, appear to have obtained a very inferior portion. 
1 allow, also, that there are diversities of gifts. If the 
whole body were ui eye, where were the hearing ? &c. 
1 Cor. xii. 17, &c. But does one member belong less 
to the body than another ? Is there one that the head 
would bo content to part with, one tiiat it can crease as 
tenderly to cherish and protect? No, my beloved 
sister; whatever you may think of younelf, Jesus 
prizes you; Jesus paid dear for you; Jesus would 



count his fflorious body imperfect witbout you; Jesus 
will not suffer men or devils to touch you, till he has 
broiijrlit you to that place where we shall not have to 
leant to be therewith content, for we shall indllhd be 
fully satisfied, our cup of blessedness shall overflow. 
Stand not considering your own body, so dead; 
stagger not nt the proinisi's} listen not to the cavils 
of flesh and bbaxl, the subtle suggestions of Satan; 
be strong in faith, thus giving glory to God, and 
comfort to your own soul. I do indeed count it all 
joy, that niy soul has of late been in some measure 
tried. I do glory in this tribulation ; I trust the Lord 
has by it wrought in me a more <!liecrful patienee; a 
stronger e\perienee of bis faithfulness and lore, and 
of iny own peculiar \-ileness ; au ardent hope, even a 
hope n bieb .sbsdl never make me ashamed; a more 
fixed assurance that bis eovoiiant be will not break, nor 
alter the tiling that is gone out of his lips. And sorely 
absence d(H>K but make his presence more desirable, 
more precious. Oh, then, wlmt will heaven be, com- 
{mred to wiiich our nearest approaches have been 
frightful distances, our brightest day, night, our praises 
but mourning! To you, my dearest sister, how pe¬ 
culiarly precious! You have gone on steadily sowing 
in tears; your harvest is all to come. I have already 
put fortli my hand, and taken some of the finest of the 
wheat flour and honey from the land of Canaan. Y'ou 
have but now and then seen your Beloved looking 
through the lattice of ordinanc<»; irhat a hurst of joy 
awaits you, when you shall see him face to face, and 
evermore he with him! I am in danger of basking 
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in present sunshine: you, driven on by stonns, with 
clouds and tenipsts about yon, will press on through 
the waste howling wilderness, towards the pea'cefol 
land, %rhich to you appears so very far off. Oh, that 
my late trial uuiy bring forth the fhiits you so sweetly 
desire ! Oh, that I may be content to suffer all things 
for the elect’s sake, if it makes me mure tender over 
the weak of the ffock, if it leads ine to speak with 
more confidence of the. faithfnlncss of One, who hides 
his face but fi>r a little moment! Blessed, thrice blessed 
be the furnace! 

How beautyhlly the Lord is working to make your 
soul as a weaned child, to allure your affections from 
the waste howling wilderness, and fix your attention on 
the mansion prepared above! When this gracious end 
is answered—when he may give you a resting-place 
here, witliout dai]^r of your making it a rest—when 
he has extracted all poison (ram the cup of blessing- 
how will he de%ht to adpiinister it running over to 
his beloved children! how loud will your notes then 
be, “ He hath done all things well!" May God ever 
bless and keep you! I know you will pray that I may 
be disposed of as may most conduce to the glory of our 
dearest Lord. 
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LETTER XXL 
To R.R, 

F -p, Aof. 24<A, 1817. 

.... Defbivatiov does but beif^hten my relish fur 
those blessed, those precious truths, that "fat of the 
kidney of wheat,” of which I have been enabled to 
take with such tme delight wliilst with you, my be¬ 
loved ]>rutber and sister. I have more ardently desired 
that glorious hour, wiien the topstone shall be brought 
forth with the nnniingled shout of " grace, grace unto 
it.” 1 have hasted more unto that glorious assemblage 
if }>erfertcd spirits, who dare to survey mansions pre¬ 
pared for them before the highest part of the dust of 
the world was laid, and to speak of a Lamb slain for 
them before the foundation of the world. My heart 
burns within me to speak freely to astonished angels 
of One, who set his love upon me, wlien as yet there 
was none of mo—^who loved me, when I hated him— 
who wTOte my mune on hands which 1 was about to 
print with nails. When, when shall I come to appear 
before God 1 when shall I arrive at Mount Zion 1 when 
shall I be with an innumerable company of augcls— 
above all, when shall 1 be with Jesut, that alone heaven 
of heaven—walk with him, hear him, look upoit him 1 
What shall I hear from those precious lips which were 
once pale in death for me 7 “ Thou art all fair, my 
love." How shall I see liim employed, who was once 
toiluig up Calvary, burthened, peculiarly burtheued, 
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witb mj sun! I shall behold him resting in his loee of 
me, rejoicing over me with jnj and singing. But sure 
I am I cannot be so impatient to be with- lunt «diom 
my soul loreth, as He is desirous to have me with him. 
Could he so earnestly pray for it, when I was yet loath¬ 
some, hateful and hating, and shall he not much more 
desire it, now that he hath made me comely through 
his comeliness, thoroughly washed me, anointed me 
with oil, clothed roe with hroidered work, ami in his 
own beauty made me exceeding beautiful? Was his 
delight with me, when I saw no beauty in him^tlmt I 
should desire him, and will he not rejoice over me now 
that he hath made me so desiroiu of loving him in re¬ 
turn, while every other beauty appears as defonnity in 
comparison of him ? Ah, precious Lord! thou uanst 
nut be satisfied till thou hast set me, ii worm taken from 
the dunghill, among the princes of thy people; and can 
I rest satisfied, while absent from thee, who art fairer 
than the cliildreii of men i Give me in {laticuce to 
possess my soul—^to wait all the appointed days of my 
pilgrimagt' hert;. Make me content to bo absent from 
thee, while there is yet one work, which, in thy imnie- 
<)iatc jiresence, I could not perform ; make me willing 
to go through the hottest furnace, so as I may shine 
brighter, to the glory of thy g^aee, in the latter day. 

You will, I know, tremble for your poor sister, 
while 4ie ranges these celestial mountains. Do trem¬ 
ble for me, and pray that I may rejoice with trembling. 
My only unhappiness is the fear, that I am too happy. 
Yet Surely we may prise, we may drink abundantly of 
that cup of blessedness which Jesus put into our hands, 



whpti lie drank of tlic cup of bitterne**, even to the 
drcg«. Did he not desire that our joy should be 
FVhC ? • Does he not command us to love him with 
all our heart ? What a contracted thing is one heart; 
when we would love him, who is infinitely lovely, a 
thousand thousand would be too narrow. Don’t you 
think wc are apt to draw hard views of Christ; to 
fancy that he cannot love us, &c. Sce^ and then wonder 
why we do not mon; love him ? Unbelief is a bad 
jiainter. Would we but rfeceive and gase on the por¬ 
trait the blessed Spirit has drawn of our Ixird, we 
could not help but love him. In heaven we shall see 
him as he is, rmvE to F.tcc ; what love will this en¬ 
kindle, what joy unspeakable! 

I have just receivt*d your short, but sweet letter, for, 
which I much thank you, especially as it sjieaks of 
another on its way. I desire to 1ms thankful, if indeed 
my letters arc blessed to you, I desire to give God the 
wiiOLK glohy; but it is too hard for me; therefore, 
never again speak fo me on the subject, but speak to 
my Teacher, my Counsellor, for me. Pray tliat I may 
remember myself to be a steward; that I may re¬ 
member it is required of a steward that he be found 
faithful. Pray that whilst I studiously endeavour to 
employ crery talent committed tn trust, I may as 
studiously, os carefully, ascribe AU. the praise to him 
who is the Author and Finisher of every good word . 
and work. I do humbly hope that not much of my 
letters is my own. 1 pray that I may only be an 
amanuensis, as it were, of the mind- and will of God ; 
not that I would imagine them to be the words (f in- 
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gpiraiion; oh no; but I do dare to plead that precious 
promise,I -will give you the tongue of the learned 
and, from the unexpected, unsooght-frr words, which 
sometimes flow from my pen, I could hope that I have 
not pleaded in vain. I mention this, my beloved bro¬ 
ther, I hope only from a desire that, if you at all profit 
by my letters, you may thank Him who alone deserves 
your thanks—the only inspircr of one holy thought or 
desire—the former of man’s mouth. 

.... What could I have *said to you about visiting 
the poor ? Forgive me, if I spoke harshly. I know 
I am sadly i^t to forget the diflerent eoiistitutions, 
tempers, characters, of pet>ple. He who searches the 
heart, 1 doubt not, finds greater sacrifices of uatnral 
.timidity, more glorious conquests of natural reluctance; 
in the least thing some are enabled to do, than ir 
the greatest undertakings I can perform. I say this 
because I believe the forgetfulness of the diversitie 
of gifts ohm gives a bandlc to Satan, and makes th 
heart of those sad, whom the Lrtrd would not liave sw 
Moses, the beloved of the Lord, was slow of speed 
and must needs have a brother to act his part. S 
Paul, in bodily presence, was base among his disciple 
he was with them in weakness, and fear, and nine 
trembling. Wherefore? that the excellDucy of tl 
power migjit be of Go<l; that here he might ha 
room to perfect his strength. 1 mention these, not 
instances of those who gave up the wock, because i> 
pediments lay in their way, but to remind you, that t 
most favoured soldiers of Jesus have liad steep hi 
before them, and that tliat word has stood and sb 



stand fast for ever, that every great mountain shaO, 
before the children of God, become a plain. Believe 
me,' the «ny is mure difficult where there is the 
tongue of the learned, natural courage, and strength. 
—then, to look simply to Jesus—^then, to look out 
of »df, and with a single eye unto him from whom 
eometh every gift; titis makes the path, though mure 
<foion hill, mure slippery, more dangerous. Indeed, 
indeed, it is difficult to put off this weighty, cumber- 
8<ime armour of Saul, wherein we love to trust, and to 
go nut against our Goliaths only in the dame of 
the Lnnl of Hosts, the God of Israel. Go on, my 
beloved brother, and thougli your beginning was small, 
your latter end shall greatly increase. Indeed, I do 
not forget you in my {irayers, such as they arc; 
but I cannot put tbein into the hands of Jesus as I 
could wish, and where else shall they gather sweet¬ 
ness, or obtain power with God? Do yoji find this 
difficulty ? 


LETTER XXII. 

To F. M. 11. 

F -e, Nov. 26f/i, 1817. 

Is all probability I shall not-remove my tent from this 
spot for some little tune. Thanks be to God, I know 
not that I have half a care or wisli on the subject. My 
.otdy uneasiness has been lest I should have a wish 
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ehiier way > lest I should oiTer up anj thing of a seif* 
frilled prayer. Those are very awful words, “ He gave 
them their request, but sent leanness into 'their soul.” 
The Lord preserve us from a wishing frame of mind t 
are, indeed, in danger, when we venture to dic- 
ilSte'«to, our Physician; when, with our fevered brain, 
our dim eye, our palsied hami, we sit down to write a 
prescription for ourselves. 

I know not when I have heen so shocked, so grieved, 
as by one part of your lettiT. While yet we see 
through a glass so darkly, we cannot but mourn when 
our Zion is infested witli enemies from within j when 
the pour fbick is alanncd, not only by enemies without, 
hut discovers a wolf in sheep's clothing iu the midst of 
the fold. it our comfort, that he who has thus 
ordered it, cares far more tenderly for his Zion than 
we can do. Tliat all power iu heaven and in earth is 
given unto One, who laid its foundation in his own 
blood, and keeps it os the apple of his eye. Yes, " the 
deceiver and the deceived art> hisand if they are our 
Huslumd’s, they are ours—ours for our profit—for our 
eternal gvaid. Surely we may well now hold our sword 
in one hand, and our trowel in the otitcr, since they, 
who appeared to assist in builtlin^ the temple, are its 
secret foes. Sardy this most loudly calls upon us to 
search and try our ways; to pray tihat the very ground 
of our hearts may be searched i that the cantUe of the 
Lord may light up every dark comer. This calls upon 
us to “ keep the munition, watch the way* make onr 
loins strong, fortify [lowm* mightily.” Thus arc the. 
slumberers in Zion roused, the slothful made diligent, 



the careless made watchful, the active prayerful $ and 
thus God, in ali, things, shall be glorified, and tlie be- 
lievc'r in every thing nuule to give thanks. But whilst I 
'thus feri assured that he hath done all things well, I do 

1 * 17 / much feel for -. O, my sister, let us, who 

tbniugh sovereign grace alone can say we differ the 
very least, lift up- our hearts and voices to our great 
Preserver, and implore him, if he be willing, to save 
tltc soul of our poor brother in the day of the Lord 
Jesus. Hero may the most gifted look and learn hu¬ 
mility ; here may the most holy look and learn diauk- 
fulncss. 


LETTER XXIII. 

To THE Same. 

F -r. Dee. 2nd, 1817. 

. ... It is not now probable that I shall remain here 
at Christmas. My old heart could tell a long story on 
the subject, and self sometimes imagines he has a right 
to bo heard, and join his voice in every cogitation; 
but, blessed be God, it is my joy that I am not my 
own; that the Builder of Zion cannot err in the ap¬ 
pointment of the employment to every workman, or in 
the post assigned to each. This consideration must ever 
promote resignation; but we may step higher, and 
contemplate that which should fill us with joy unspeak¬ 
able, and full of glory—the whole earth is mine^ There 
is not a spot, a situation, which 1 could not occupy, if 
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mj Bridegroom mw it conducive to mj welfare; nay, 
it mutt be mine, by covenant engagements. They 
must first guide the eye of Omnipotent^, ere 'they 
can turn me, who am the apple of his eye, whither he 
would not. Yea, worms must pluck Jehovah from 
. his throne, and destroy him who liveth for ever, ere 
they can lay hold of a soul “ preserved in Clirist 
Jesus.” Let us not disparage our birthright, “ heirs tjf 
God, joint heirs with Christ.” I^t us not disparage 
our union. Our Maker Is our husband, betrothed 
unto us ill loving kindness, in mercies, in faitlifuhiess. 
And oh that we may walk as the children of lig||tl 
feel that we are “ captive eailes”—hasten to bo 
loosed.” As travellers, be unwilling to rest short of 
home; as “ chaste virgins,” keeping an undivided heart 
for our Lord; as racers, girding up the loins of onr 
minds; as heirs of glory, looking fiir the blessed hope 
and glorious a|ipearing of our Lord Jesus Qirigt; as 
fellow travellers, endeavouriug to guide each other in 
the way; as fellow soldiers, strengthemng one another's 
hands. Soon, very soon, shall we be with him whom 
we desire to love, and find it far more difficult to avoid 
loving him, than we now- at times find it to keep the 
flame alive in our hearts. No north winds, no chilling 
vapours there. Soon shall the weary travellers reach 
their home, that mansion whence they shall no mure 
come out; soon shall those, who with difificolty have 
kept the loins of their mind girt up, or mourned over 
the filth which they ever gather, if they toucli tJic 
miry path, walk at liberty in long white robes; tbm« 
their minds and affections will acquire but new lustre. 
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whilst they sweep the pavement of pure gold, and rest 
on every object around. There we sliall meet; there 
we fnay, without fear, love one another: no particle of 
earth, no earthly affection ; we shall love all in Christ, 
smd Christ in alL 

I find iny pa]}er filled, my time expired. 1 hope the 
little 1 have said has animated and cheered my heart. 
1 pray that a double portion may rest on yon. 


LETTER 


To TUE Same. 

r - e, Dec. Gtk, 1817. 

.... .Added to my regular employments, I have had 
on engagement, which I could hope not to have often 
repeated, for the sake of my fellow pilgrims, though I 
trust it has, in a slight measure, sthired roe up to mure 
pmyer, that the very ground of my heart may bo 
scorched, lest any enemy of my dearest Lord lurk 
Uiere, waiting only for the occasion when it may wound 
and grieve him. 

In our little day we have seen those who have 
mode shipwreck of faith and a good conscience; 
we have seen some awfully becalmed, others dashed 
on rocks, buried in quicksands, overwhdbmed in 
mighty waters—sufficient to make us go softly aU our 
days—sufficient to make every rippling wave a mo¬ 
nitor ; every breeze, subject to the strictest scrutiny. 
I say not that the.se barks ever had the infallible 
Pilot on board—I say not that they were ever 





guided bj th0 unei4uig conipus.of tbe Word ; bat I my 
they hud wluit so maeh resembled both, that it docs 
call for great searching^ of hcartt lest mir IHIot he 
not a (diild of our own forming; our compass, (!oni{io!>cd 
of die wisdom of the. world, aud framed by tbut foul 
■ fiend who is often triinsfonned into an angel of light. 

Yet let me not discourage iny precious F-, or 

make that heart sod, whicli, I feel happily conliileiit, 
the Lord would not hare sad. If you had not had the 
; best of Pilots with you, you would not have esi-aped ilie 
many dangers, steered clear of the many rocks, y<«i 
have hitherto done. It is easy for many to act out irc/t; 
but to keep on steadily long; to gatlier strength, 
instead of sufterii^ loss, by every tenijK-st, when <h-ep 
calleth unto dee]), and wares and storms go over the 
tossed vessel, serving only to drive it mon* s|H-edily into 
port; when an eye, that would fain be entirely single, 
studies diligently every mark of the com]>88s; when it 
is a constant struggle to lieat down sedf-wili from the 
helm, and hare the post oeeupied hy the heaveidy Pilot; 
this happy vessel is indeed under the care and direction 
of One, all-wise, all-powerfiil, all-merciful—One, who 
must forfeit every attribute of the Godhead, (with 
reverence be it spoken,) if he fail to bring the vessel to 
the haven of rest where it would lie. Thou^ at tiinea 
the impatient, faithless passengers may imagine him 
carelessly sleeping, yet assurc'iily. he will not allow 
himself even a ilumlier. He will take no rest until the 
beloved of his soul lias escaped every dangler, until she 
can fearlessly rest in him, and he, in sweet compla¬ 
cency, in her, for ever. 



I have iSdt aild do ImI much for you, whifo you pain . 
throu^ tbia little fomaee. Perhaps my predominaat 
foeliii]i|' iji gratitude, .Kdiile my heart’s desire and prayer 
to God is thus ansarered, and he thus in covenant love 
ia mnployed in purely purging away your dross, bar- 
niahing your gold, decking you with ornaments, and 
accomplishing tliat winch shall be the admiration of 
highest angels, the delight of his own soul, and the 
blessedness of yours, for ever and ever. May we re¬ 
member with submission and gratitude who it is that 
distrihuteth to every one severally as he will. What 
have we except sin and vileness, that we have not 
reeeived? We have not bn»ught ottrselres to the green • 
pastures we now feast u])OU. Let us remember the 
heart of the strangle, for we were strangers in the land 
of Egypt. And while wc view a |K>or brother or sister 
with difficulty elambt'ring up the first {sirt of Zion’s 
hill; and whilst they view, perhaps with secret pain and 
envy, the advance and advoneiug steps of their fellow 
pilgrims, blaming that which they cannot attain; while 
we behold them still too ignorant of tlieir own weakness, 
little anxious to lay hold of a helping hand; unconscious 
of their danger, ever slipping back into Egypt: whilst 
we behold these poor wearied souls yet a&r off from the 
pastures prepared for the refre^ing and strengthmiing 
of the flock; yea, shrinking back from them-as poison¬ 
ous and hurtful; what but the truest sympathy and 
pity otufht to pervade our souls; what but prayer and 
praise ought to escape our lips? But n-hy do /, 
who have scareel^ been tried in this way, pretend to 
teach one,.who is practically instructing me? There 
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is a voice in your life, louder than any oratory of the 
tongue—a voice that will be heard, when wonbi are 
lost in air. 

May God richly bless you, prays your very fond 
and grateful Sister. 


LETTER X.W. 

To R. K. 

F -c. Dee. ISM, 1817. 

As I wish to set you a good example, your kind and 
satisfactory letter shall not remain long unaiisxvcred. 
Your views of Genesis vi. :i. 1 much like, and iioW 
clearly see the expression in the same light as Acts 
vU. 51. 1 sometimes think of poor Asiol, who was 
so sore let and hindered in running the race set be* 
fore him, by a legal ministry. Pray for me, that I 
may not “ lose those things which I have gained.” 
There are some precious jewels which have been 
committed to me, 6iat I am in more danger of being 
robbed of by my follow pilgrims, than by an open 
enemy. Thanks be to him who watches over me by 
night and by day, and keeps me evety moment. I 
do not find that one blessed view has yet been clouded, 
nay, 1 could hope, tltat it had even been extended ^d 
beautified; bu^ indeed, my beloved brother, there are 
so few of the children of God to whom it is given 
to know what is the hope of their calling, and what 
the BJCBES of the fflory of his inheritance in the saints. 
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and what exceeding greatness of hU power towards 
those that believe; there are so few who dare to live up 
to their •privileges, to think of themselves as the sister, 
the s^iouse, the beloved, of the King of king^; who ven¬ 
ture to take possession of the all things freely given 
unto us of God ; yea, there arc so many who bring an 
evil report of these good things, and will not venture 
to fetch grB^ies from Canaan, for fear of the sons of 
Aiiak—so many fearful souls, who suspect poison in 
this feast of things, and will go lean and feeble all^ 
their days, because they cannot trust the maker of the 
feast; and when he kids them oat and drink abun¬ 
dantly, fancy they understand their constitutions better 
than he does, au<l shall act more wisely in taking of 
these rich things s[Miringly. And yet more; there are 
so many who, fcarbd themselves, would discourage the 
stronger among their brethren, and, ignorant of the 
untried pro[icrties of these nutritive provisions, would 
eaelaim to their bolder brethren, " there is death in the 
|K>tthat the more pnrichod pilgrim needs as much 
vigilance in watching against the (perhaps) well meant 
cautions of his own familiar, but distrustful friend, as 
in guarding against the more open attacks of Satan. I 
say more opeti, for though transformed into an angel of 
light, assuredly the former of these is his work and 
device, as that which tends to rob God of his glory, 
apd the child of God of his comfort. But while I thus 
speak of (perhaps) the greater part of the traveOem 
Zionwards, whilst I look on many half-fettered souls 
who are afraid of that liberty wherewith Jesus makes 
his captives free, who still, half under the wrorid’s 



bondage, find the yoke of Christ galling, and greatly 
eart}i*bound, fee! his burden heavy, njay I never for 
one moment forget who hath made me in any degree 
to differ; may I never cease deeply to fee! that by the 
grace of God, and that alone, I am what 1 am; I 
should of myself have heaped up nothing but wood, 
hay, and stubble, on the blessed foundation; if I have 
hud therefore gold, silver, and previous stones, they 
are brought from the treasury in heaven, which could 
only be t^iened to me by him who hath the keys of 
^avid, who openetli, and no man shutti^th; and shut- 
teth, and no man openeth. While this reflection ex¬ 
cites my gratitude, it should give rise to shame and 
deep self-abasement. If the Lord has caused all his 
goodness to (tass before me, bow is it titat at times 
I love him no more; nay, not so much as those who 
have but seen him pass in a strung wind, in an earth¬ 
quake or in fire. Can I boast of faring sumptuously 
every day, when I see those who gather up crumbs 
only from the master’s tabic, laiiqpring more diligtmtiy, 
fighting more manfully ? Shall I pride myself on Itcing 
taken so often to the top of Pisgah, and having such 
glorious views of the promised laiul, when I iR-hold 
some, who have scu’ce caught a glini])s« of it, liosieii- 
ing on more eagerly, running the race more swiftly ? 
Unto God, truly belongeth praise, but unto me, shame 
and confusion face. 
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LETTE& XXVI. 

To THE Same. 

1817. 

.Dos’t vou think I oug'lit to begin bj scold¬ 
ing you a little bit, for stealing my most- valu¬ 
able of earthly jewels ? No I believe me, I could hope 
you are a niciins of imparting a blessing toi my soul, 
for in this sejairiition from niy dearest sister, you are 
weaning me from a world still too dear, and driving 
me (tiMi liaekward in Iteiiig drawn) to the only over 
near, c-ver faiUiful Friend. We have need indeed 
to teaU-h unta prayer. I believe the neglect of this 
often leads us to find fault and munnur at those things 
Tor which we have been most eaniestly {wtitioning. I 
know not any prayer with which 1 have oftener assailed 
a mercy scat, than tlmt there may lie none upon earth I 
may desire in comparison of Jesus. In this separation 
from those with wlum I have walked so pleasantly 
Zionwards, I trust I read au answer to my jn-ayer; 
and there arc happy seasons, when I could rejoice to be 
separated from any thing, however dear, which pre¬ 
vents luy leaning simply and entirely on Jesus. Truly, 
when that blessed sun shines brightly on our souls, we 
do not, we cannot need poor, poor twinkling stars. 

I trust you are busy in your dear Lor^a vineyard. 
It is a favoured spot, the former and the latter rain 
rest upon it, and while we are employed in It, the 
great husbandman takes care that our souls should be 
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08 a watered ^rden. 0 that we did but feel the 
value of « soul, and more earnestly seek that they 
should be partakers of heavenly joys! 


LETTER XXVII. 

To r. M. K. 

F - 1 , Dec. 20M, 1^17. 

It seems a very lonjf time since I had a coze with 
you on paper, though truly, my heart seldom cea.ses 
talking to you, for you. and with you .... A too 
impatient spirit will scarcely brook delay, or sub¬ 
missively bear the |ieriod of exile from that home, 
where we shall all meet, aud all hearts will feel the 
same, all eyes behold the same, all tongues declare 
the some; wliere among the myriad notes from the 
myriad harps of our brethren and sisters, not one 
discordant sound shall be hoard, not one faltering 
accent. But to be a means of bringing one more voice 
to that glorious com{iany, of swelling that sweetest 
song of praise to the precious Ijunb, thould indeed 
more tlian reconcile us to this desert land, where dis¬ 
cord is carried in every breeze, yea, sometimes even 
within the walls of Zion ; and where sin and unbelief so 
ofteB oblige the poor pilgrim to hang his harp on the 
willow, or whilst he holds it, so tie his fingers, so damp 
the strings, tliat it produces li^le better than a mur¬ 
muring sound ere it reaches the courts above. But 
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where is now mj harp, wkiie I thus complain? Am 
I to join that perfect chorus ? Am I to praise my Be¬ 
loved for ever, miwearied by a body of sin, to serve him 
day nnd'iiight, uninterrupted by enemies from within, or 
from without, to sing tlio song of Moses, and of tlie 
Lamb, with increasing joy and gratitude? Come then, 
my soul, sit not down to weep, but sing one of the songs 
of Zion, though it be in a strange land. Look onward 
yet a few stejis, and surely thou wilt find enough 
to animate and warm thee; true, thou const at best 
but lisp it; but soon shalt thou put away childish 
things, and outdo cherubim and seraphim, while thou 
shoutest eternal praise unto him who loved thee, and 
w'ushed thee from thy sins in lus own blood. 

Thank you vei^ much for your letter: the ques¬ 
tions 1 proimsc to you are some which have been 
put to me by those arounil, for whom 1 desire to 
obtain answers from better authority than my own; 
I like very much wlmt you say on the parable, but 
I am asked, “ If on my first apprehension of Christ, 
I am meet and ripe for heaven, why is my state 
described as growing com? why am I not said to 
be rip(‘, and fit for tlie sickle, until the full com 
in the ear?” Well do we know, that it is an casy 
thing with him who spoke the world into being at 
a word, and created all things by the breath of his 
mouth, to create, in the twinkling of an'eye, a 
new heart within us, to prepare the little grain of 
mustard seed to flourish in his courts fw ever. But 
Satan makes use of pride aud unbelief to work iqion 
this parable and similar passages, and to cause the 
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dejected believer to exclaim, "I am not prepared, I 
am not ripe for glory,” &c. But sure I am, the 
seed of grace, however feeble, however little advanced, 
tf it be an ineorruptible seed, once transplanted 
into the garden of God, will not desire to return,' 
in order to ripen here. One little ray from the 
glorious sun there, will do more than the inter¬ 
rupted, clouded light and beat it rnuld receive in 
thousrads of years’ sejoum here. This blessed power 
shall enable the children of the promise, who have 
scarce opened their eyes on this world, to view the 
Lord ill idl his glory ; and the voices which here wcn‘ 
scarcely heard, to shout as loud the song of triumph, ns 
those who have sptmt years on earth in prayer and 
praise. “ The child shall die an hundred years old," 
as meet for glory as the oldest saint, as undeserving as 
the oldest sinner. 

.... May you distinctly hear a voice behind you, 
saying, “ This is the way, walk ye in it.’’ I know 
well the danger of those arguments -with which 
you are beset; because all that pleads for the world, 
has the flesh and the devil on its side. The Word 
of God is so very express, tliat I can scarcely ima¬ 
gine a sincere, praying, scripture-reading Christian 
errmg on this point, except it be a very young one, 
who has little knowledge of the heart of man, and 
the religion of Jesus. Could any further testimony be 
wanting, I tliink we have only to look to the experi¬ 
ence of those, who pursue that line of conduct. How 
seldom arc tliey gladdened ly the light of God’s 
countenance 1 how little heavenly mindedness 1 what 
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a checked, nipped, contracted growth I what gloomy 
doubts and fears! how little sweet commuuion with 
the grieved spirit! how unprofitable their conversation 
among the children of God! how little thirst for the 
courts of the Lord 1 how mtrcely are they saved! 
The motive may, on a slight survey, ap}iear right, but, 
when well evamined, prayed over, siiitcd, will show 
how much dross, ebaif, rubbish, it contains. It can 
only be when a Christian ceases to act and speak as a 
meuiW of Christ, that the carual mind, which is 
enmity, can tolerate him. “ Ik ye were of the world, 
the world would love his own.” 


LETTER XXVIII. 
To THE Same. 


1817. 

Tell me, and tell me truly, whether you think I 
ought to write so often to you. My old heart is 
ready enough to listen to your frequent assurances, 
that my letters are profitable to you; but, because 
this old deceiver hag so loud a voice on this side, 
I am incUned to suspect the whole party, and to give 
my vote against him. I do very much desire to re* 
member that I am not my own—that I must restore 
every talent with usury. When you have bemi too 
partially glorying in the gifts and graces committed 
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to mj trust, my soul has tremblinglj listened to an 
appalling voice within, “To whom men Imve «»m- 
mittvcl much, of him they will ask the more." _ Should 
my God reckon with me, I could not “answer him 
one of a thousand.” Yet, methinks, I would not eat 
or drink, sleep or wake, speak, think, move, or live, 
but for him who poured out his soul unto death for 
me; methinks this is all my desire, though, alas! it 
is not thus with me; though the law iu my members 
wages too successful a war agtunst the law of my 
mind. But oh 1 whence the conflict ? Satan is not 
divided against himself; why then am I thus, if there 
he not a Jaco^, os well as an Esau within ? eveit a 
Jacob tliat hath power with God, and os a prince, 
shall prevail. Could nature, or would nature, iu 
uppositloti to her own ♦case and advancement, have 
given birth to these desires? Oh, ixi, my beloved 
sister, however thwarted, however crushed, however 
weakened, and, at times, almost stifled, by the op¬ 
pressive atmosphere and the ungeuial soil, they do 
bear the marks of divine workmanship; tliey do dis¬ 
play the handiwork of Omnipotence; and, as they 
soar upwards to heaven and heaven’s King, they 
declare the source whence they proceeded, the trea¬ 
sury whence they were drawn. And whilst iu un¬ 
questionable characters is inscribed on them, “God 
has given grace,” inseparably linked with them is that 
unspef^ble gift, glory t while a train of blessings, 
linked by the bonds of on everlasting covenant, pro¬ 
claims, m ^od will the Lord withhold from you. 
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Blessed, blessed pledges of onr inheritance! By these 
we already take possession—by these we can prove our 
title ‘to^glovy; for what is grace, for what is all holy 
desire, but glory, fighting in the vale? and though, 
in cdin[>arisnn, it may be but us a piece of turf, or 
clod of ground, taken from an earthly possession os a 
pledge of right to the whole, yet, as such, surely it 
may %vell glodiicn the heart of man, cause him to 
triumph in Christ, and rejoice in hope of the glory 
of God. Yes, your desire to love is a pledge of the 
unbounded, increasing love, which shaD fill your whole 
soul through all eternity—your desire to serve, is a 
pleilgc that you shall soon excel in strength to do his 
commandments; that though here you have lain under 
a thousiind incumbrances, and your soiil fluttered in vain 
to get free from heaps of rubbish, yet, soon shall you 
be as the wings of a dove, which is covered with silver 
wings, and her feathers like gold; wltile desire, with 
yet swifter piuion, shall fly unimpeded to perform all 
his pleasure. Your wish to know no will but his, is 
a sweet earnest tluit ere long you shall be one with 
Oirist, and Christ one with you: so blended, that 
no possible shade of difference in will, wish, or desire, 
can then find a place. Your desire to praise and thank 
him more, is a dawn of that endless day of praise, 
which has long shone brightly on your purchased 
possession, your cloudless Canaan, whose meridian , is 
bounded only by eternity. Alas 1 alas 1 how little do 
we love, or act, or think, or speak, as heirs of such an' 
inheritance! How often do we give Jesus cause to be 
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grio'ed with us, while he marvels at our unlMilief; 
marvels how we can thus dishonour him, and roh 
ourselves of comfort, and cause him again and again 
to exclaim, “ How is it that ye do not heliove r”— 
" 'Where is your faith?” . 


LETTER XXIX. 
To XH£ Same. 


iKir. 

.TrcXiT, Jesus is a friend that lo^-eth at all 

times'; a brother bom for adversity. When I jiarted 
from you, my long loved, my dearest earthly prop and 
comfort; from you, who have been and are dear to 
me as my own soul, I felt, indeed, for a few minutes, 
as an unsupfmrted reed, shaken hy the wind; but 
blessed be God! I w'as enabled to flee to the serret 
of the pavilion of love, set apart for tlie day of trouble; 
everlasting arms were placed around me, and the sweet 
whisper of the Friend who sticketh closer tliau the 
most affectionate of sisters, “ I will not leave thee 
comfortless, I will come unto thee,” vras as tlie south 
wind breathing upon my garden, and causing tlie 
spices of praise and thanksgiving to flow forth. The 
spirit of heavmess was com[)aratively dispersed, and 
the garment of praise seemed to clothe all. 'When 
they talked of my returning ,^t» you very soon, I 
know not whether my spirit did not feel a sort of 
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jealousy for my beloved Lord, i.fear that I should 
nut be so wholly his. But the flesh lustctli ag'ainst 
the spirit, fuid I hardly dare to examine how much 
n>y heart is building; on the sweet hope. I begin to 
suspect every feeling of resignation and thankfulness, 
and tremblingly to question whether I should find 
them in ray heart, without the prospect of being so 
soon re-united to y<ra. Indeed, wore we never to 
meet again on this side Jordan, we ought not to 
complain or nmnuur. When I look upon the way. 
in which we have so long journeyed together, crowded 
with the most peculiar love and mercy; when I con¬ 
sider that tlistinguishing grace, which made us both 
to difler from the slaves of Satan around os, and to 
agree so sweetly with each other; when I contemplate 
that temleruess which cnnhled us to strengthen each 
other’s hands, and eutifirm the feeble knees, so that the 
crooked ways became straight, and the rough places 
plaiu to our feet, the desert rejoiced and blossomed 
as the rose, and the mutually supported yoke became 
easy and pleasant to our shoulders: when I remember 
these, and thousand thousand other mercies, mercies 
which wc shall never be aware of, till we know even 
as we are known, I dare not open my mouth again 
in repinings; and, methinks, if I heard a decree, 
“ These sisters meet not again, until they sit down 
with me on my throne of glory,” I could kiss the rod, 
and say, “ Even so. Father, if so it seem good in thy 
sight. Thou who hast led us so gently, so teudmrly, 
canst have nothing but purposes of love towards us: 
not as we will, but os thou wilt.” 



Bttt Miaethuig iij ii gper B to mo, “Ye know not 
whet loennor of apirit ye ere of.” Lord, pardon my 
vra houtingal let me feel no other stoeoRth. bat 
what I derive immediately from thee; and then 1 
have thy word for it, that no day can bring forth 
more than I can bear. I anticipate that you will 
■ay, “ Oh, if I were sure of meeting her in heaven, 
I should not gricrc at this separation.” Blessed be 
God, it is not necessary for you to be sure of it, in 
order for the tbbig to he sure. It is not said of the 
glorious company in heaven, from whose eyes the last 
tear has been wiped, that they came thrmigh murii joy 
and’peace in believing; through bright hojies and a 
cheerful sunshine ; but through much trihnhititm. My 

dearest F-has received a heart to mourn ; u heart 

which Jesus pronouuces blessed, and shall we say that 
Jesus does not know what u a blessing ? Be this far 
from us! Judging from myself, I know that .lesus 
never afflicts willingly; and when die Snn of righ¬ 
teousness is hidden from mine eyes, some sin or care¬ 
lessness has fonned the cloud which separates between 
me and my God. “ Ye are God's husbandry'tis he 
who causes the sun to shine on his garden, or waters 
it continually with the former. and latter rain, or 
causes the cloud to rest over it; in the latter case, 
we are a long time learning tiie lessmi to be “ there¬ 
with content;” but surely, St. Paul inriudes it in 
the 0 whatsoever state." Let us, however, diligeuttj 
try and examine our own hearts; H is a dUagreeahle 
book I have been attempting id study muidi of late, 
bat I scarcely read down one blotted page, ere I shut 
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it up, and retire from it in ‘diemaf. Wluit a won* 
droiu book wiU this be - to read in the great day! 
O how closdy must we cling to Jesus, how entirely 
must we‘ crouch and hide ourselves beneath his wing, 
when the hideous mystery of darkness is made numi- 
fost! What acclamations, what shouts of prmsc will 
burst forth to the Lamb, when mch souls arc pro¬ 
nounced without spot or blemish 

Dear-felt iimcb having lost the mebtnrhohf joyt 

of taking leave. But there aio no tears in heaven; 
and even tears of joy,*at the glorious meeting of the 
precious Head, and all the members, inasmuch as 
they are tears, shall be wif>ed away. Remember me 
to —, and believe me—nh, what can you believe me? 
never what I am, cither in coldness of heart towards 
my heavenly Friend, or in love towards yon, my pre¬ 
vious sister. 


LETTER XXX. 

To THE Same. 

1 COCLD grieve, in haring so unintentionally canned 
you grief, did I not know from esjierience that it is 
a wholesome sorrow, and grief that will not hereafter 
be grieved over. I must acknowledge with you, that 
few thing* tend more to humble the soul which is 
under djvine ^aching, titan the unmerited approbation 
of partial friends. A still, sinaJl roioe within echoes, 
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“ Hypocrite, deceiver!" See. to every note of pratte; 
reminds you more forcibly of wliat you ought to be, 
and of what you are not, and tells of the very dif¬ 
ferent account which miffhl be given by the Searcher 
of hearts. Yes, might, but is not, never will lie; 
nay, the most partial, most admiring friend, cannot 
say so much in your commendation, os docs tlmt G<h 1 
who is of purer eyes than to behold iuitjuify. We 
can but admire this and that grace in yem; he sees 
you now as we shall sec you, ere hmg, ai,L fair,' 
without one spot. When we arc ready to condemn, 
he justifies; where we could find some little defect, 
'he pronounces you to be without bleuiLsIi. What¬ 
ever the altogether lovely one is in the Father’s eyes, 
that you ore; he hath made you accepted in the 
beloved; he hath clothed you witli the garments of 
salvation; he hath covered you with the rolw of righ¬ 
teousness. In this not only your shame is covered, 
but you have ornaments, you are adorned;—^yca, to 
say all (oh, what a wondroms all!) in a few words, you 
are made “ the righteoasnes.s of God in him.” Yet, 
though already complete in Christ, we can but little 
enjoy that completeness. W'c have a home, but we are 
not at home; we have a perfection of hofineas, but we 
ha|c not yet entered into the eigoymeilt of it; we 
have a fulness of joy, but here we ^ bold but little 
sips of it; me are the sons and dmighten of God, but 
we are captive exiles; in a word, tmr burden is, that 
we are present in a body of sin and death, and .absent 
from the Lord. Wc are chained to an aceprsed nature, 
which hates what we would love;, wl grieves whom wi. 



81 


would serve. Here, 'Uicn, we must, we sia/l groan, 
being bunlened, but ob! let us not groan, lot us not 
sorrow as those wHliont hope. A prisoner may mourn 
over his prison walls, but he will rejoice in a free and 
full discharge from the sentence of death. Chains^ 
will bo galling to the man who would W up and 
doing, but he could anticipate with delight the fixed 
day and hour, when his chains are to be kiuK-ked off, 
and he is to fulfil the desires of his heart, without any 
incuinhrauce. Exile from a beloved [Mirent is very 
painful; hut joy and gladness are written on caich 
moment, as it tells of the nearer approach of the hour, 
when tliu «diild shall rest in its Fathers bosom, never, 
never to leave liim. Truly then, though sorrowful, we 
may be rilmaif rejui<4ng; tbongb bowed down, and 
oppressed with infirmities, we may lift up our heads 
witli joy, for our redemption draweth very uigli. 
And oh ! let ns bless our God, that he has given 
us to feel our corruptions. “ A dead man cannot feel 
the worms that are feeding upon him.” Why, why »a 
it not thus with us ? Oh ! precious struggles, precious 
groans, which bespeak os heirs of immortality, born 
for an etermd day. The shadows do flee away apace; 
ilie bright and morning star has arisen i soon shall 
our eyes behold an unclouded sun; a sun that slmll 
never set; aiad our dreary nights of sin, sorrow, 
desertion, conflict, shall he known no monn for ever. 
Then let the children of Zion rejoice in their King 1 
Is k'for stftdi children to go mourning? Yes, even 
fisr such there is a needs %e for heaviness, at times; 
they 'shhll fitel, they shall renmmbcr that though the 

B 3 
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night is far spent, it is net yet /ully spent; they 
shall bo made to stretch out ^eir net^a with eager 
longing for the GreiU; Deliverer. He shall have many 
an anxious, f How long. Lord i come quickly; make 
Jhaste, my beloved,” as ho comes over the mountunr 
of divisions. But look! how is he coming? like a 
yonng roe or a hart! When we forget thus to pan< 
after him, when we would lie down and slumber it 
this wretched night; welcome trials, w'ricome evci~ 
sore temptations, that bring us again to thirst for on 
God, even for the living God; to faint, to open ou 
months, and pant for our places before God. Weleom-- 
stormy wind and tempest, that fulfils only nis won- 
snd drives and keeps us very near hint. Yes, th 
spirit welcomes, but the flesh sftriuks, yea, cries out 
oh! cowardly, cowardly flesh! of vdiat would it in; 
rob us ? 

I have run away from and am “ indulj^ng 
you with one of my evening reveries. Foi^ve im 
perhaps I have written incoberently. If there is oug! 
of the inditing of luy blessed Teacher, nmy it be muc 
blessed to your preciohs soul! imd mi^ he take awr 
all that is not profitable. 
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LETTER XXXL 
To R. R. 

1817. 

How you make me long for a good coac with yon, my 
dear brother, when I look at your three intcreeting 
sheet!!, and think how briefly, or not at all, I must 
answer them. But thanks be to God, erery rising 
desire is quickly crushed by the dear remembranee, 
that if it were for the benefit of either of our souls,' a 
covenant God is even bound to accomplish it, and tiiat 
its not being tlms, is in subjection to tliat oath of 
.lehovoh, who has engaged to make all things work 
together for our good. How rich, how unsiteakably 
blessed is the believer! Alt things are yours, whether 
things present, or things to come. Of the foimer, how 
often do whis{iers prevail' mthin, “ this, or tha^ is 
againtt me whereas, would' we but tarry the Lord’s 
leisure, we should find it sent to bring our souls nearer 
to the spiritual Joseph, to make us feed more simply on 
him, and acknowledge the dearth that reigns wherever 
we tom elsewhere. How truly too are things to come 
ours, ours through the superintendence of our all* 
powmful Head, ours through the guardian tender care 
of that -watchful Shepherd, who neither slumhereth^or 
sleepeth; ours, perhaps, so completely, that when they 
arrive, we may be Seated on thrones of .glory, more 
than conquerors over the world and aQ things d^rein, 
through him who hath loved ut aa evet^dtHitff 
love. 

B 4 . 
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^ Yovt acoonnt of the .acibool grieved me much. O 
fsed the lambs, my beloved brother, with the sincere 
miUtof.the'word; and when the chief Sbe{>heihl shsdl 
appear, you sfaidl receive a crown of glory that &deth 
not away. It is indeed a precious charge, but I find it 
is one m ndiich I am especially apt to forget my 
weakness. I feel no olann among children, and there¬ 
fore, finding great energy awl tenderiwss in my heart, 
and giving freer vent to it, I too, too often find niysctf 
resting on this; miserable are my after feelings when 
this has been the ease; I seem to have shnt up the 
heavens, and preveiiU-d the dews from taUing on the 
dear children. 1 seem to have held back the only ai'm 
which could iuductl have blesseil them, and to hare 
robbed them of that glorious strimgth which is only 
made perfect in weakness. I pray that tliis may never 
be the case with you; I trust this is one among the 
■ many distresses in which I am almost a solitary mounter. 

.... Surely dear Mr- W-. could not suppose 

there were neparatr mansions in heaven. I would not 
havb even walls of “ precious stones," to srjiarate 
those who are so closely knit together in Christ Jesus. 
I love indeed to think that a maiisiun was pnpared for 
me, yes, even for me, before the foiindutions of the 
world were laid, that a place was appointed for me in 
the highest heavens ere f breathed on earth. I love 
to remember if an earthly home should become 
^wearisome, that Jesus has made (me rea.<^ for me, 
from which I should not be kept one moment, but tluit 
I might enjoy it more fully. 1 love to think that 
cherubim and seraphim cannot make a cntclfied Jesus 
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forget bU groveUing memiien, but that it is the 
emploTTnent of the Highest to prepare mansions for 
them. In anjr other sense, I know not that I have ever 
considered these words. 

' How sad is your account of poor Mr. B ■ ■■-; can 
he have ever rejoiced in the light of the Lord’s 
countenance, and not know how dismal a thing it is 
when sill separates between ns and our fJod, and hides 
his face from us? The I.ord, I know, does not 
punish in the way of mtisfactiou} fur I believe the 
I.amli without sfxit or blemish has [wid evei^ farthii^ 
of his redecniod’s debts. I know too tliat the Lord 
only ciiastens in love, and never afflicts willingly—but 
shall an affectionate child provoke a father’s anger? 
shall it re/oice in his frowns ? Should it nut rather be' 
its grief that love itself is forced reluctantly to raise 
the avenging arm; that bts who groaned on Calvary, 
has been again made to serve with his «ius, and been 
wearied with bis iniquities! Sure I am, from Scripture 
and experience, that the must aggravated and heinous 
sius, are those found in the heirs of glory; and that 
the peculiar visitations of the Lord for iniquities, will 
bo to those whom onlp he has known of all the families 
of . the earth. 1 should think little of that love which 
could willingly grieve Uie object it professed to love, or 
of that allegiance which could take part with rebels 
i^^ainst its King. 
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LETTER XXXII. 

To THE Same. 

1817. 

Thaeks are bat a meagre return for what you have 
sent me, my belorod brother. I must apply to some 
better store than my own; and, blessed be Gmi, 1 may 
to the unsearchable riehe.s of Christ, and draw a.s 
largely a.s I will on that inexhaustible fund. Ob 
that my hand of faith were stronger, my heart more 
enlarged, to obtaui blessings for you! F|uiiifully do 
I feel that I am not straitened in the Lord, but in 
myself I see him mourn «>ver me, ns he holds fortb 
precious promises, which it cost him very much to pur¬ 
chase for me, and my arm, paralyzed with unWlief, 
cannot stretch itself forth, and lay hold of them. 1 
see him look with compassion on me, when I have been 
with him many days, and hod nothing to eat, and am 
fainting by the way. I bear him say, “ ojien thy 
mouth wide, and I will fill itbut instead of listening 
to a call so suited to my ease, I give ear to a vile 
whisperer, “ this is not addressed to you, this table 
in the wilderness is not spread for you.” Ohhow 
I ahhinr and loathe myself, fur dealing thus unkin^y 
with my blessed Lord, whilst he against whom only 
1 have sinned, in whose sight alone I have done 
this evil, breathes nothing but tenderness and •'lure 
towards me. Though 1 often, alas, believe not, yet he 
^ahideth faitdiM j though my love waxes cold, his never 
changes: though I stray cominualiy, he is never weary 
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of geeking me out, and briugng tue back to his fold ; 
though I halt, as if I were journeying towards a * 
prison and an enemy, rather than towards the tcnderest 
of frictiils, ho assembleth again her that halteth; and 
when a soul, that alisolutely tdeavcth to the dust, drags 
on unwillingly towards a throne of glory, a crown of 
joy, do I hear one n^roachfiil word from tny guide ? 
do I see one impatient look ? Nay, but he takes me by 
the. hand, and gcutly leads me, or pitying my fidtering 
step, and remembering whereof I am made, he even 
takes me up in his anus, and earrics me in his bosom. 
If such is my Shepherd, surely I can lack nothing. O 
yes. hissed Lord, one thing lack I yet, a heart to love 
thee, n heart that feels thy love and tenderness, a heart 
to show forth thy wondrous dealings towards the very 
chief of sinners. Nor shall I want it long. God i* 
love —heaven is lighted by beams of love, for the 
Lamb is the light thereof; and can there be a cold 
keiurt under such beams? Tlie courts of heaven will 
re-echo with the song of Moses, and can there be 
one soul am^g the hmumerablo throng ahle to think 
with inditFerence or ingriititude on what God hath 
wrought ? No, every harp will become a golden 

harp, every breath a hallelujah. How could 

you sus])ect tl^t love was a powerful jM'inciple in a 
heart to which it k almost a stranger? One little 
spark I humbly trust is infused, or whence does the 
poor flax smoke with such fervent desires ibr it ? .0 
thou who hast given the desire, withhold not that for 
which thou liast put it into thy servant’s heart to pray— 
kindle the smoking embers with a live coal from thy 




ftitar, send down fire fh>at iheuTen, cansp it to drink up 
Hhe waters whick an evil world is pouriiif' abundantly 
* upon and around the altar, in trencht» which I am too 
diligent in making- O consume thy unworthy saerificc; 
may it be an offering entirely thine, and a suorifice of 
a sweet smeiling savour in the beloved! Thus do I 
pour out my heart, and is this lore f nay, it is hut the 
faint desire, but the err of a babe. I long to act love, 
to find it as a leaven in every thonght, word, and ac¬ 
tion, to know no law but the law of love. Deeply do 
I experience the want of this love in my converse with 
worldliugs. I know and am persua<1ed that tlic sons 
of Belial are all of them as thorns thrust away, whirh 
cannot be taken with hands, and tliat the man who shall 
. touch them must lie fenced with iron. As such I would 
ever wish to feel a holy awe when with them, and I 
most look on that man as blessisl, who hath not sat in 
the counsel of the ungodly, nor stood in the way of 
sinuers ; but still, when die all-wise God secs good to 
bring me within the rearh of this sword of his, how 
sad is my impatience, my want of teoderness and pity; 
how o&cn my opposition arises from no Atter motive 
than a ipirit of opposition, naturally engendering pride 
and self ennoeit, and a secret whisper of self applause, 
whilst I say, " God, I thank thee that I an) not os other 
men are.” How watchfully should we guard against 
so odious a spirit, how earnestly pray fur that mind 
which was in Christ, when he beheld the city and wejit 
over it. 
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LETTER XXXril. 

To THB Same. 

F '■ c , January 'id, ISIS. 

I HAVJ5 long relinquished the hope of cAtricAiing inyself 
from my debts to you, my beloved brother, for how can 
I repay all your kindness? I do endeavour, in the 
name of niy precious Saviour, to make large demands 
for you ujKui a heavenly treasury; I do desire that you 
nmy enjoy rich earnests of your purcltasod possession; 
that you may be filled with all the fulness of God; that 
you may embrace the exceeding great and precious 
promises, with the assurance that they are all yea and 
amen in Christ Jesus, and that he must first be de¬ 
stroyed, ere any one ran be, by any possible means, 
cireumstauce, or situation, touched or blemished. 

.I rejoice with joy unsjieukable whilst 1 

behold my glorious Anchor now fastened within the 
veil, where my little bark will so soou be moored. 
1 would that my life should become one unwearied 
theme of rapturous praise. May wo be more enabled 
to realize our privileges, and rest upon Jesus, as our 
sole anchor. How would this still the lagpng of the 
sea and the noise of the waves! What a sweet sense of 
security should we enjoy, in the most dark and bois¬ 
terous night; not over anxious for feir weather, nor 
over fearful of storms or calms I It would be, it should 
be, enough for us to say, “ I have an anchor, both sure 
and stedfast; the eternal God is my anchor, fixed in 
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Ml nnchangeable world; where he iS) there I muet 
also he. 

.... ^Vhet encouragement ha^’e yon had to trust 
your coTenant-keeiiing Gml! I have endeaTOuretl to 
thank him for this gracious answer to our prayers. I 
would now pray, that the habitation thus kindly kept in 
store for you, may have inscribed on the door-jaists, in 
every part of it, “ Holiness to tlie Lordthat it may 
become a palace v here the King of kings will delight to 
dwell; that you may never receive liim as a stranger 
there, or as a wayfaring man, who oidy tunis asiiie to 
tarry for a night; but ever welcome him as the giver, 
assign him the u[i{M‘rmost seat, make him Lord over 
all your house, rtder over all your substauee, that lu 
may be your King at your table, and chus<> your apike 
uard to send forth a sweet smell; your physieian tr 
heal all your diseases; your nnrsc to nmke all your bed 
in your sickness ;* your watrfaraan, who never sluin- 
bcrctli, to keeji you night and day; in a word, a wall of 
fire around you, and the glonr in the midst of you 
And oh! may you lie to him living sacrifices, accep¬ 
table to God by Jesus Christ. 

How delightful a gleam the prospect of a restoration 
of our much-loved frieud spreads over my mind, those 
only can imagine who have experienced any thing 
of the thick gloom with which the intelligence of his 
mysterious iliness clouded it. I could hope tny God 
has been pleased to make me learn a Ikde from this 
solemn lesson. I knew nut how for too much I had 
prized the broken cistern, Mid had forgotten how 
jealoiu a God we have to deal witii. Blessed, tiirice 



91 


blessed, everj ^spensation whidi assists tbe soul in 
arriving at that happy state, vrhen it can say, " My 
soul, wait thou only upon God, for my expectation Is 
from him*:”—a state nrhicli can admit of no disap¬ 
pointment; a state for the attainment of which we 
must pass over many a rugged path, and cmdure many, 
a cloudy day. That adversary who does indeed dili¬ 
gently and unremittingly take advantage of every 
little inlet to the soul, has liarassed me not a little of 
late on this subject. He has almost made me afraid 
to walk about Zion, to meditate on the mysteries of 
godliness, to drink abundantly of the cup of blessed¬ 
ness; and with his skiliul, plausible arguments, bade 
me be content to enjoy a little, rather than go too tar, 
and lose all. How truly such fears are the offspring of 
die frther of lies and hlasphemies 1 Blessed be God 
for eimbling me to {terceive this; yea, I have indeed 
much to bless him for ^ for whilst die roarings of the 
enemy were most apjialling, I could yet catch a glimpse 
of the eiain, I could see that bounds were set that he 
.'slionld not pass, I was assured that there was a needs-be 
for the trial. Speaking after tbe manner of men, I 
believe that I have very much to go through, ere I 
shall learn of my beloved Lord to be meek and lowly 
in heart. My spirit eamesdy desires a conformity to 
his dear image; my flesh shrinks from the furnace. 
Yet would 1 not limit the Holy One of Israel. I 
know it is an easy thing with him, who speaks and it is 
done, to command every grace into my soul. He who 
created every plant of the field before it was in the 
earth, and every hm'b of the field btfore it yrew, could 



cause an instantaneous production of every plant of 
grace in my soul; yea, were it fur my good, it must be 
so. But he better understands ray interest and ray 
safety, by keeping me waiting at the [atsts of his gates ; 
he has pronounced tiuit station a blessed one, and 1 wot 
that that which he blesses is blessed inik*ed. 

.... Do you pray for me ? The Lord is loading 
me with honours, assiguing me an iinpoi-tant post 
in his army; and suinetinies all the reply he gets from 
an idle, unbelieving soul is, “ Who is suiru-ient for 
these things ?” And yet rawer once has /«'* sufiieieney 
been dtmied me, never have I had <K-eiui>ou for these 
apprehensions. The Lord bless you and iiiuk' 
a blessing. 


LETTER X^^XIV. 


To F. M. R. 

F——e, Januaty Sth, 1S18. 

.... Yovr little book I am exceedingly pleased with ; 
you know 1 love Calvary’s sermons far better than 
Sinai’s; and, with very few exceptions, I do belietl' 
the alone theme of “ Christ, and him crucified,” to lie 
a clearer manifestation of the wisdom, holiness, and 
love of (}od, than any other that can be produced. 
Calvary! wondrous Calvary! what may we not learn 
from thee! My Saviour’s dying groans s^nd far louder 
than the thunders of Sinai; that eye dimmed with tears. 
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ia far more fearful than all the fiery flaahos and light¬ 
nings of the law} that agoniaed look of the mighty 
God. rao^ awfully shows me my deserts, than every 
niemorud I can find of the wrath of God revealed from 
heaven against all ungodliness and unrighteousness of 
men. And when I have read this solemn lesson, 
blessed Calvary whispers, nay, proclaims aloud, com¬ 
forts, blessings, of which no other tongue caji speak. 
Here the despairing debtor sees the last farthing of 
his tremendous del>t paid down; here, he who looks on 
es’erlusting burnings as his well deserved abode, sees 
heaven jturchased for him, and bound over to him 
by unalienolile rights. Here, the desolate find a hus¬ 
band, a brother, a saviour; here, the mourner finds a 
hand to wijie away all tears; here, the wounded find 
a balm and a good Physician; here, the weary may 
lay down their burden, and take rest to their souls; 
here are mines, whose unsearchable riches eternity 
will not exhaust, 

.... Dear Mr. S - occupies many of my thoughts, 

and I could hope has almost taught me more in this 
dispensation than in all that I have seen, known, or 
heard of him before. “ Cease ye from man,” is indeed 
very deeply describetl on this illness; and the heart 
which ran too eagerly to the cistern, learns to say, and 
in a larger degree to feel, “ my soul, wait thou only 
upon God, for my expectation is from ii/n” The 
physicians are still of the same opinion, that his re¬ 
covery is quite impossible; hut this is a word not 
known in the courts of heaven; it vanishes like smoke 
in the path of Omnipotenoe. May all his flock be 
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strong in faith, and not tie the hands of a wonder* 
woridng God by tQc unbelief; those arc fearful words, 
" He could do no mighty work there becanse of their 
unbelief.” 

.... My plans are not yet settled: yet all is .settled, 
and I am thankful to say 1 am little concerned cither 
way. I hare great reason to lore this vineyard in¬ 
deed; but 1 trust I eoiild work with e<{uai sati.sfartiini 
for luy beloved Mastt^r, in one where I did not meet 
with so much present harvest. 


LETTER XXXV. 

To THx Same. 

January 14M. 1S18. 

.I WAS beginning to wonder what I could 

have to talk about, till a greater astonishment, that 
there could be any demur on the subject, has usurped 
the place of the former wonder. “ They that feared 
the Lord spake oftkm one to amrther.” Tliey that 
love the Lord are at a loss what to say concerning 
him once in seven days! “ Is this thy kindness to thy 
Friend ?” Have I not, in this space of time, found 
one fresh charm in him, whose ever-growing loveliness 
eternity will not exhaust ? What, not one' token of 
tenderness, not one mark of faithfulness and truth I 
Hath he not once cast the mantle of forgiveness over 
my drowsy soul, and pleaded the cause of her who has 
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grieved him ? Hath he not onee proved himself mj 
shield, and warded off manj deadly blows from me ? 
Hath he,not-once tai^ht mj hands to war, and mj 
fingers to fight, so that even a bow of steel hath been 
broken by me ? Hath he not entertained me once at 
his banqueting house, and unfurled tlie banner of love 
over me ? When eartlUy friends all proved miserable 
comforters, hath ho not whispered ptNtcc, and given me 
rest on the very bo#nm I have pierced ? Tell me, if 
ye cun, ye wondering ministering spirits, what could 
Imre Imeii done for me, which my Jesus hath not done! 
Tell me, whether ye most wonder at his love, or at my 
ingratitude! Because he thus contincuixt loadeth 
me with benefits, shall I become insensible of the load ? 
Surely a cup of cold water would force hallolujaiis 
from the jiarched tougfues of accursed souls, and make 
the bottomless abyss ring with new sounds; and I, who 
richly deserve to be under those chains of darkness for 
ever, feel so little gratitude, not for a cup of cold 
water, but for a cup of blessing which runneth over 
with thb tenderest love of One who was slain for me. 
But how giorioiLsly attuned to the sweetest chorus of 
heaven sludl this cold, stammering tongue very, Tery 
soon be! And oh, when I shall realize these 
diings; when I shaU review that hole of the pit 
where we all by nature were ; when I shall look back 
upon the days m which I could hug my chains as fondly 
as any one of these poor souls, and was as greedy of 
destruction, surely heaven itself cannot produce a song 
that wonld speak all that I should fed; 1, who was 
more dosdy allied by nature and practice to.these 
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•... It a|i|>««rs M if it wore ueocMarv that { i.h>iuld 
stUl bo kojit ilk suiijioim* an to inr |tlaits. Oh, tnav inv 
own will lie beaten alMitit until it bo in nomo nioHsnre 
subdacil!...., What does not the Seurcher of hearts 
dist'over in me of all tiial is moat viiel Yet, blessed 
lie God, amidst those eoTitrarj winds, thew iKiisterniis 
wares, I am enabled luartilr and sineerelr to invite 
my precious Pilot to toko the rudder into bis own 
hands. I can ftM‘1 thankful that it is not in me to 
spread one sail, to steer one point, north or south, 
cast or west. I am thankfid tlmt however nature nuijr 
shrink, grace still loudly jiroelaims, and joyfully feels, 
that I am not, I mould not be, my own; that I desire 
to magnify my beloved Lord, whether it be by life or 
by death. 1 know you will think of me, and pray for 
me. If my God has prepared any work for me in that 
rich harvest field, pray that I may be clothetl with 
humility. I hope you will fear every thing and nothing 
for me; the first will lead you to pray; tho second 
will give you boldness in prayer; and according t<i 
your faith be it unto you, and to m«..... 
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LETTER XXXVr. 

To TBx Same. 

H . A January 1818. 

It is long since 1 talked to jou, and my poor 
naughty heart has been more full of you than ever; 
but blessed be God, I am so assured that it woidd 
not be vrcll for me to have always such fellow tra¬ 
vellers, that, while nature keenly feels the separation, 
my spirit rejoices and is thankful. With travellers 
whose views, pursuits, feelings, tempers, &e. so pe¬ 
culiarly are blended and in unison, the waste howling 
wilderness is made to smile, a lowering sky is for¬ 
gotten, the pilgrims linger by the way, and re&eahed 
with present enjoyment, press not on so eagerly to the 
pastures of rest and refresliing. 

.... I had a delightful journey, and may truly say 
of these, as of the many other miles I have passed 
over, “ Mercy embraced me on every side.” My visit 

at-was disarmed of its terrors 1. My predous 

Lord was with me, and I felt a protector, a husband, 
a teacher, and I think I may truly say, I felt but one 
fear, that of not being a faithful spouse unto him. 
He who creates the fruits of ihe lips enabled me to 
say a few words. 

.... Mfiiat poor thing s are the very chiefest of 
the Lamb'e followers! how astonishingly is the pre¬ 
dous spark of grace dimmed by the corruption of 
the atmosphere in whidi it exists, and often even 
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hid undw nature’s rubbish I What an every mo¬ 
ment miracle it is that keeps it alive! What a depth 
of love which can stoop so Itfw, and rest in sweet 
complacency in such an abode! And, oh, how glo¬ 
rious a change, how blessed an enianciiiution, when 
those who have laboured under the image of the 
earthy, shall bear the image of the heavenly! I 
could hoiie the defilement, the mixture of bitters I find in 
the purest streams, leads m<> more eagerly to the blessed 
Fountain. I could hope my dearest Lord is liecomiiig 
more lovely in mine eyes, more precious. When expec¬ 
tation returns disappointed, ho{)es blasted, desires frus¬ 
trated in the pursuit of earthly idols, iliey rest on One, 
whom to know more is to love more; of whom to ex|K!ct 
largely, is to be fully satisfied. What a mercy that he 
will allow so roving n heart, to rest upon him I a heart 
which has williiigly sidmiitted to have so many other 
lords, rulers over it, and would be content with their 
sway, could it but find peace under them. 

.... The schisms within the waUs of Zion seem to 
cry aloud, “ Cease yc from man disappointed of the 
peace I once expected to find within her walls, I 
pant for that blessed place where I shall know even 
as I am known, where every shadow shall flee away, 
and tiiere shall be no more night. My Jesus is the 
only one with whom I venture to bold full and free 
communion, the only Counsellor to whom I dare to 
apply. 1 could hope he is becoming more and more 
precious unto me. I no find a peace, a rest, in him 
which passes all understanding, all the powers of lan¬ 
guage to express. 
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.... “ The experience meeting'’ ■was very dull and 
dead on Tuesday, and almost sickened me of the sort 
of thing. They seemed to have been brooding over, 
and alniosf creating, some little trouble, to the exclu¬ 
sion of every thought of the mercy and loving-kind¬ 
ness hourly received. Were I to institute an experience 
meeting, it should bi> for raising Ebenosers. Soldiers 
should tell of the glorious exploits of their Captain: 
the tempted, of the sti-ength of their shield; the sick, 
of the tenderness' of their nurse; the afflicted, of the 
sweetness of their comforter; the fainting, of the 
strength of everlasting armsai.1., of the mercy of 
being out of everlasting burnings. Surely tliis would 
bring more glory to God, more strength and eneou- 
ragement to man ! surely this would b«> more of a fore¬ 
taste of heaven. 


LETTER XXXVn. 

To THE Same. 

ff - d, March Uth, 1818. 

.... I TEAK I begin to use you very ill, my dearast 

F-; but in this place there is so much to begone, 

I cannot find time for much ■writing..... Death has 
been very present to my mind of late; 1 have seen the 
dying and the dead; many whom I have visited have 
been removed to their lung homes; the mourners go 
about the streets. Some alas! who rejected fte mes¬ 
sage of God from his poor servant, to hear him speak 
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in a far, far more awful manner; and oh, that my 
poor words may not increase their condemnation! 
Others, 1 trust, have fallen aslee]) in ,Jesas, and will 
awake up fully satisfied in bis likeness. , Sonic happy 
ones I am now attending, whose tem[iest-tussed, shat¬ 
tered barks have nearly reached the haven where tliey 
would be, where the weary are at rest: otbcr.s, alas! 
"dying, to dik.” May I live as one who stands on 
the threshold of eternity, who is ilaily beholding her 
fellow pilgrims stepping in; who is seeing the doors 
of time close upon so many around her. And oh. 
may I lire as one who, in the twinkling of an eye, 
may be in the immediate presence of the holy Lord 
God, in company with tlie first-born and the spirits 
of just men made perfect,; may I live os oiu> who 
is already a fellow citizen with the saints and of 
the household of God. I do hojic that of late this 
world has been displayed to me more clearly than 
ever in its true colours. “I would not live alway;" 
in ittelf I see not, 1 feel not, one attraction. As a 
little stage, where I can perform n part fm* my dearest 
Lord, even a part which angels never had committed 
to them, 1 value it. As a field, where a battle is fought 
for the best, of Captains, 1 would not be impatient to 
leave*it. Lord, thou hnowest my weakness; I say I 
teould not, but my secret impatience is not hid from 
thee. Oh, enable me to tarry thyleisure, to wait all 
the days of my appointed time <m earth, until my un¬ 
speakably blessed change come. Yes, Lord, if I can 
glorify thee more on earth than in heaven, welcome 
life, welcome this absence from thee whom my soul 
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loveth. Blessed be thy name, that thou hast devised 
*ineanj8 that thy banished be not expelled from thee for 
ever: yet a little while, and I shall be with thee, 
shall be full of rest, yea, and find it sweeter for the 
toil and weariness of the days of the years of ray 
]>il^ima^. Pray for mo, that the Lord may be mag¬ 
nified by me, whether it be by life or by death. 


LETTER XXXViri. 

To THE Sands. 

n - d, March ilst, 1818. 

1 TOLD you, when last I wrote, that death was very 
present with me. Since that time, I have been called 
uiMin'to hold yet nearer communion with the har¬ 
binger of that bright, that perfect, that eternal day, 
fur which niy soul pants. I liavo been called upon 
more closely to examine that key, which, held in 
a Redeemer's pierced hand, gently unlocks the prison 
doors, and sets tlio captive free. 1 most, however, 
to set your heart at rest, begin by telling you that 

I am now almost quite well. On Sunday 1 was 

enabled to go up to the courts of the house of my God. 
Oh how did my feet then long to stand within thy 
gates, my better Jerusalem 1 how did my soul thirst for 
that eternal sabbatli, where no weakness of body, no 
{tollution of soul, shall damp my hallelnjuhs 1 I fear I 
was rather impatient, and yet, blessed be the God of all 
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grace, 1 was enabled to feel it a lieaven to twffer hia 
will here. I could ove a ]eng:theued pil^runage, wboa* 
^>p(Wted by that precious Lord, who .truly dooth all 
things wdl. That bed cannot be wearisome which is 
made by Emmanuel; no state can be uneasy when Us 
tenderness and power are revealed for our su])port; 
and truly liis left hand hath been under my head, his 
right hand hath embraced me. If he has honoured me, 
preparing one more work for me, assuredly this 
tabernacle cannot be taken down ere it be performed. 
If I have been wigaged about other vineyards, to the 
nc^cct of my own, this gently restraining hand will 
not be taken off, until he have discovered unto mu tlic 
lurking, loathsome weed, until the spicks flow forth 
more ahundantly, the drooping flowers be watered and 
tied up; (oh that some precious lilies might spring up!) 
and my Beloved can come down, and walk in hLs 
garden with yet greater delight. It is my joy’to be 
assured that God in all things shall be glorified ; 
it is my privilege to trust him, where, to human reason, 
his footsteps are not known, and I will lisp my U*stimony 
here, as I shall shout it hereafter, that nut one thing hath 
failed of all the good things which the Lord niy God 
spake concerning me j goodness and mercy bare fol¬ 
lowed me all die days of'my life. As to the struggle 
with natural feelings, in the contem{dation of death, 1 
most confess, my beloved sister, that you cost me most; 

1 grieved lest you should grieve, lest you should feel 
the want of your poor little nurse. Oh what a mercy 
did I feel it that I had not many stremg ties to break ; 
that I had but one home, into whkdi death would usher 



me! Circumstanced as 1 am, to live would indeed be 
only Christ, to die must be inconceivable gain. .... 

.... I was.able to get to church in a sedan yesterday; 
we had good, but not very auiuiated sermons ; in the 
morning, “ Behold the man!” in the ev«Mg, “ Christ 
our passover is sacrificed for us.” Dear H——y was 
so .peculiarly low, from a sense of the awful state of 
the unconverted, he could scarcely refrain from tears 
during the sermon. Ah, love, we shall not often keep 
tlko feast thus! no bitter herbs at that heavenly table; 
no need to gird up our loins on that golden pavement; 
no more occasion for shoes in Uiose green jiastures; 
no mure want of a stafif! 


LETTER XXXIX. 

To TUB Same. 

U - d, March 31s/, 1818. 

1 FEAB my beloved F- finds a decay of punc¬ 

tuality as to my weekly letters; but blessed be God! 
1 trust there is none as to my morning, noon-day, and 
evening remembrances of her, my belofed brother 
and their precious child. .... Here 1 have met with 
the sweetest encouragement, and almost find it difficult 
not to question my all-wise God as to Ins mode of 
proceeding with his vilest took My heart is ready to 
say,, Lord, why all this present harvest ? why no trial 
of my patienM, fiuth, and real love to thy service? why 



are not my motives, my seal, my forwufdnfiss, mow 
tried and sifted? bnt oh! I hate the hmnd siig;g^tlon } 
shall not the Lord do what he trill with his own? 
shall the axe reply to him who heweth therewith? 
If he chose to make bare his holy ann, to make knoirn 
the excellency of his power, shall I say him nay ? shall 
I dictate with what speed he shall work ? shall I com¬ 
mand the seasons and put off his appointed weeks of 
harvest? shall the wind blow when and where I list? 
Ah, F——y, vain man would be wise, lint, di blessed 
Lord 1 make me to become a fool, that I may be wise; 
make me to lie passive in thy hand, and know no will 
but thine. Use me as thou wilt, when thou wilt, 
where thou wilt; success may make my path slippery, 
but hold thou me up, oud I shall be safe; though on a 
pinnacle of the spiritual temple, place thine everlasting 
arms beneath me, and I shall not dash my foot against 
a stone; and as for the trial of my graces, thou who 
didst take me out of the hole of the pit, and mouldest 
me according to thy good pleasure; thou who art 
chuly and hourly psinting sneh graces and ornaments ■». 
on my soul as shall make me a vessel fitted for thy 
use, thou knowest when to put these graces in the 
furnace, and to make the gold dbino forth. Thanks 
be to GodI' 1 am enabled on this to dwell, my Jesus 
doeth all things welL O how much of heaven doea 
he give me here! I do sit under his shadow with 
great delight, and were thmre no other heaven than 
what I now enjoy, it would more, much more than 
repay me for the struggle through the narrow gate, 
for the seed time of bitter tea^ for etery battle 
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1 ani now oalled upon to fight. .... Thank yon 
ibr your letter. Ah, don’t call upon me to him 
your God, the angel who ban fed you, guided you, 
redeemed you: iiiy heart is pained within me that I 
cannot thaidk him as I would, no, not even for mytelf. 
I long for the wings of a dove, that I may go and ap¬ 
pear before him, and let him read in my soul more than 
eternal hallelujahs can cxpross. I long to tell all the 
angels what he has done for me, and to draw sweetmr, 
stronger notes of praise from them. But what do I say? 
Lord, thou knowrst all things, thou knowest T desire to 
love tht'T, I di‘sire to praise thee. Ye ministering spirits, 
ye know gomHhing of what he has done; ye ministered to 
a starving, tempted King of glory; ye ushered him unto 
a stable, ye saw him sweat great drops of blood; made 
a little lower titan yourselves, ye beheld the Lord of life, 
enclosed within the btirs of death; ye Itehold him now, 
reigning in our likeness; ye see him as a lamb slain 
for worms. Oh then, though the thousandth part is 
not yet told you, praise bint fur the glorious things 
which ye have looked into I O ye that excel in strength, 
praise the Lord for us. We shall soon join yon, we 
sliall soon have a nobler song to sing than you. .... 

.... If the good husbandman sees it necessary that 
1 should tend his plants once more, he can immediately 
supply me with strength; if he does not, well do I 
know his dear hand will better accomplish the work. 
I can entirely leave this part of the matter with him 

.... therefore arrange as you like, my beloved F-y, 

and the Lord be your guide, and counsellor, and wis¬ 
dom. Pray for me, that I may be passive in his hand, 
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and know no will but bis; praj, that in whatsoever 
state, place, or circumstances, die life that 1 live may 
be by the faith of the Son of God; that the Lord 
alone be esohed by me, his ransomed worm, that 
Christ may be all in all to me, and that friends, rela> 
tiotts, comforts, blessings, may be nothing to me with¬ 
out him..... I find from what you say, that that telf- 
exahing letter of mine was too much in miison with 
those vain-^oryings and proud boastings with which I 
hare, alas, often made that heart sad, which the Lord 
would not have sad. It was not that speaking of 
wliat the Lord had done, of which the humble hear, 
and are glad; it was speaking of what frames, feelings, 
&c. &C., had done, which robs God of his glory, and 
discourages and depresses the fellow pilgrim. 

1 am very much better, and 1 begin to bo{>e that 
my God is preparing more work for me. It is sweet 
to live, if it is to serve him. I do feel hapfiily recon¬ 
ciled, and I hope I may say nothing distresses me 
but the fear of grieving my beloved, A continued hot 
furnace, nay, if I know my own desires at aU, any thing 
and every thing I would prefer to this. O that the 
life he has so very often brought back from the gates 
of the grave may be wholly and solely consecrated to 
him ! I know I need not say to you, pray and praise 
for me. 
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LETTER XL. 


To R. R. ADD F. M. R. 


October 224 1818. 

Hithihto hath the Lord helped me; you will, I 
know, thank him far it. It is often my joy to know 
that there are sotnc souls to love and praise him, when 
I am forced to mourn over the coldness and ingrati* 
tude of iny own. Oh, what a heaven to «t on the 
threshold of Ids courts above, hearing myriads praising 
the Lamb that was slain, seeing thousand thousands 
flying on winpfs of love to serve him. Yet a few 
more rough roads, a few more of the ]K>or inns tlie 

wilderness can offer, and there I shall be. This 

has been a blessed birthday to me; a sweet remem¬ 
brancer that I am but a stranger and pil^tm upon 
earth. 1 could feel ashamed to say how much I felt 
at parting with you, my dearest brother and sister; 
but how wonderful is that love which builds up a pre¬ 
cious furnace of our very infirmities, and makes them 
the means of purifyipg the sons of Levi. Had nob my 
weakness been so great, 1 .should have escaped a little 
trial which 1 do hope has brought the Son of God 
to walk more closely with me, or I shotdd aay, has 
enabled me to realize his presence more, and which I 
trust has weakened, if not burnt off, some of the bonds 
wherewith my soul was fettered. When I look round 
my little room here, scarcely believing that neither of 
you nor any fellow-pilgrim is near B^, :iiliat is it 

f.4.’ 
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makw mj heart ache, and mjrteari'^w? Truly the 
parent id' every sorrow is sin. Had' I looked around 
as anxiously for ny beloved 'Lord, and desired hU 
company as much when enjoying that of my eorUiiy 
friends, I should not now feel alone; and in parting 
with you, what is it weighs so heavily on my mind ? 
It is sin —^time tmimproved, opportunities lost, privi* 
leges slighted; indeed, 1 cannot find that my God 
has placed real sorrow on any thing but that which 
has the stamp of sin. Oh, how I felt it this day last 
year, when following the dust of my beloved C— —■ 
to the ground. But there is a day comuig, wheu tlie 
tears even over pardoned sin shall be wiped away for 


ever..... But I shall write a sermon instead of a 
letter..... My poor unworthy lips have been enabled 


to proclaim my Master’s precious salvation to some 
poor souk to-day. 


LETTER XLI. 

To F. M. R. 

October 1818 . 

Oh, my beloved F——, when shall we come to appear 
beibre God, and sing as we would the song of Moses 
and the Lambl when will ten thousand times ten thou¬ 
sand join us in the blessed chorus without one jarring 
sound.; when will our poor hearts no more tire, our 
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stammering tongne* be loosed, ihe hands that too often 
hang down nuae their last, tlieir eternal Ebeneser, and 
the whole soiil and bo^ and spirit be consecrated a 
holy, Urely, and acceptable sacrifice! Can we but 
thirst and pant for tJds happy time, loaded as we are 
with benefits, bankrupts as arc are as to oar returns for 
them. 

Bat I must tell you of my proceedings. The change 

indeed was great from your happy house.but my 

Lord was not absent. Oh, that I could tell what he is 
to me. Truly, he keeps me under his feathers, draws 
me nearest to himself when every thing would combine 
to drive me from him, and inakes hours of trial my 
happiest hours. .... Sunday morning, set off early to 
the school; it appeared os thoc^h a wolf had got in 
and scattered my flock ; my flock, but not the Lord’s 
flock. But ftr a little while my flesh and my heart 
failed me, when I thought of the halting ones to be 
gathered in, the sick to be bomid up, the stragglers 
to be sttarched out who have wandered over the moun¬ 
tains in the cloudy and dark day. I could have said, 
who is suflivient for these things ? but my comforter 
did not leave. I scarcely knew where I was as Mr. 

B-u walked round and round die class, and then 

seated himself close behind me. But my God knew 
where 1 was, and what I hod to do; ho gave me in the 
same hour what I should speak, for truly it was not I 
who spoke. Oh, trust him ; he is a tried stone, wis¬ 
dom, a mouth, strong^ to his people- I was not equal 
to going to church again; but, indeed I think I en¬ 
joyed more at home over Jeremiah xxdii, than 1 have 
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done during^ the veiy iwppy Sundnv* under what 

appeared ao much richer meana of grace. l*at a 
table can our Beloved spread fur os iu the presence of 
all our enemies, food whiidi angels hare nut tasted! 


LETTER XLII. 

To TBE Same. 

Oetober 31*/, ISlf*. 

Being driven in by one of those rainy afternoons of 
which, my precious fellow-pilgrim, we used tu think so 
little, I caimut forbear begiouiiig a letter to you. 1 
most anxiously looked for tidings from you. Hony^m^ 
shall vile, distrustful thoughts tiud a lodpug in a'l^rt 
ao crowded with Ebenezers and memorials of uimried 
loving-kindneascs and tenderest mercies I T am not sur¬ 
prised at your being so much pleased with Mr. t.'——. 
There was a detachment from the world in his look 
and maimer, and an apparent forgetfulness of every 
tiling but bk God, that did very much strike me. It 
is rarely that you see the temples of the Holy Ghost 
idiining as they ought to do, aud refieeting the glory 
and beauty of their blessed inhabitant. I do love to 
see a coonteuance shine like one just come down from 
the moimt. 1 should like the world to be able to take 
knowledge of all the chihlron of God, that tUqr had 
been with Jesus. How much would the manner, air, 
and appearance of a poor beggar be altered, that bad 



fre<pient and familiar mtercourge with those in higher 
life, llow soon inajr that lidierer be discovered who 
has freqiK'iit' and close commuiuon with the Father of 
spirits, who often treads the courts of the Kli^ of 
kings, and holds converse with his fellow-citisens ui 
Zion. How would his garments smell of the perfume 
of that court, where the name of Jesus is os ointment 
poured forth. How dim would every earthly object 
i 4 )pear in those eyes which had been gazing on the 
King in his l>eau^. How would vain and trifling 
subjects languish on that tongue which had been ac¬ 
customed to such high and holy converse. Ah! while 
I write, every word condemns myself. Truly, it is far, 
far easier to say what a believer should be, than to be 
that believer. Oh, tluit I may in all tilings be formed 
fur tlie praise of the glory of that grace which hath 
mode me accepted in tlte Beloved! 

You will be wishing to know how we are going 
on here. Look which way I will, I have nothii^ to 
recount but mercies. In bodily health I am better 
than 1 ever exjiceted to be again, on tliis side Jordan. 
In soul, likewise, I trust I am a little invigorated. I 
could mourn to think what a poor dying creature I 
was, both in soul and body, whilst with you; but that 
I do feel Jesus has done all things so well. It will be 
a season*to be much remembered by me: it does yield 
peaceable frnits now, tbou^, indeed, at the time it was 
not joyous; What an every-moment miracle it is which 
keeps the little spark of grace alive amidst the oceans 
of corruption around; that preserves the new-born babe 
amidst the thousand various arrows of death which fly 
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by day and by night, amd threaten itt destruetion. 
How very much endeared (wo should imagine) must 
Jesns be to an old pilgrim, after having ^od. by him 
in so many difficulties, supported him in so many trials, 
soothed him in so many sorrows, brought him so often 
out of the mire and clay, led him through so many 
mysterious paths, and, above all, home with him in so 
many aggravated offences; how very, veiy precious 
ought Jesus to be to ntch a pilgrim! I would not veil 
a present want of love with the flattering hope what 
my heart would feel in such a case ; I doubt not I have 
met with more than many of the oldest pilgrims liavo 
met with, to knit my heart to the Lord, and it is my 
shame and grief that it is still so little his. V'et, though 
I mourn over the loss of that ardour, Uiat fervency, 
whicb marked the time of my first lore, 1 hope I may 
say, every step 1 take increases my cotifi^nce in my 
beloved Guide, and that quiet waiting upon him which 
I so much desire. Should he not see good to lead me 
through many more paths in this waste howling wil¬ 
derness, and greatly to increase my lore towards him 
here, he will lead me about Zion, and beside streams 
of living waters, and then 1 know my heart shall be 
full of love, and my mouth of praise. 



LETTER XLni. 


To TBZ Saks. 

November WA, 1818. 

.I rsAS you will be lookuig out for your* Snaday 

help: whea will you, my beloved sorter, consent to 
throw these crutches nway ? Why should you distrust 
your Almighty helper ? I do believe a peculiar blessing 
rested on your instructions, for you possess what is &r 
more valuable than eloquence, animation, or lively 
imagination, even that sense of weakness in which 
the power of Christ is glorified. Why will you not 
bo content to glory in that wherein the chiefest 
Apostle gloried, even your infirmities? Have you 
not had many sweet and encouraging proofs tbit 
when you are weak, then are you strong? I am aware 
that these truths arc pleasanter in theory thmi la 
practice. We are proud, independent creatures, and 
would fain have a storehouse of our own, and not 
live as beggars and bankrupts all our days; but he 
who knows what is in man, knows how necessary 
it is for him that he should be k^t daily waiting 
at the post of bis gates, and be made deeply sensible 
that in him are bid Aix. the treasures of wisdom and 
knowledge, and that from hi* fulness, and his only, 
can we all rewire graoe for gprace, favour heaped upon 
favour. Having ventured to give you these few bints, 

* She had been in the habit of sending a lew rematba nntbe 
iesiont repeated in the schoob. 
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yoa must tell me jrour opinion, and let me kuo«' if 1 
am still to coutinne my little weekly assistance. What 
true pleasure it pves me in any way to lend a helping 
hand, and thus to have the honour and privilege of 
being a fellow-labourer hi feeding the lambs of my* 
beloved Shepherd, I trust I need not tell you. My 
only question is, “Am I in God’s stead?* 1 cannot 
help fearing I have often stood in this place to you, 
and my poor, vain, weak heart has been plcaseil, aiid 
proud of being God’s rival. 


LETTER XLIV. 
To THE S.4ME. 


Novemberf 1818. 

.I AM, indeed, delighted to hear that your con¬ 
gregation increases. I believe there is no food more 
profitable for the aged poor than children’s food. Their 
minds, from not having been at all nourished or exer¬ 
cised, have not grown with them bodies, and their in- 
telleets are far better calculated to digest what we give 
to children, than the stronger meat which we ore too 
apt to administer. I pray that all who hear you may 
become little children in deed and in troth. It is a 
glorious door of usefulness, my beloved sister, and one 
for which 1 doubt not you will eternally rejoice and 
give thanks; and those who have hurd 'you speak in 
weakness, and in fear and in much tremUing, shall 
soon become your joy and crown of rejoicing. Though 




the treanire Is cominltte<i onto you in an earthen vegsel, 
whose weakness now causes you to mourn, yet ere long, 
you shall rqoice over it, and acknowledge that there 
was no mistake, no want of wisdom in the choice and 
structure of the vessel; that it was the one exactly 
suited to the great Potter’s work, and well calculated to 
be the veliicle of the oil and gladness into the vessels 
which he had afore prepared unto glory. 


LETTER XLV. 

To TKE SastE. 

1818. 

.How much of heaven does it bring into the 

soul when, with the rejoicing saints there, we can say, 
“ The Lord God Omnipotent reigiieth.” To know 
that erery event, even those which i^pcor most con¬ 
trary, form necessary and imjxirtant wheels in the 
grand and mysterious afiairs of his government; that 
he, whose counsels of old are &ithfulnes8 and truth, is 
King over senators, counsellors, and powers, and tarns 
their consultations which way soever he pleaseth; 
that the hearts of all are in his hand; he can say to 
one, go, and he gocth, and to another oome, and he 
cometh. Does die foe rage against the walls of Zion ? 
The Lord hath bidden him: it may be to arouse die 
slumberers, and call the soldiers to their watch-towmr. 
Bo schisms and divisions r8g|e within her ^tes? It 




u that it xoty b« made manifest who are the traitors 
that have crept in. Do her inhabitants faint in the 
streets? The Lord hath left them, that they naay 
Imow their weakness, and that the {tower of Christ 
may be the more glorified. If then, we have so wise, 
so tender a King, why are not continued hallelujahs 
heard in Zion; why go her crtiEens mourning all the 
day long; wherefore look they so dismayed, so cast 
down ? Is it not that the blessed truth is but little 
believed, “ The Lord God Omnipotent reigneth ?” The 
voice of dismal unbelief sounds through her streets. 
The enemy reigneth, false brethren reigi^ my cor¬ 
ruptions reign.” I do in my own experience find 
this the secret spring of all my disquietude. Suffer, 
my soul does, and must, from wounds and weakness ; 
but dejected and cast down it would not be, were 
that truth more deeply impressed, that those very things 
are but servants of my King, .commissioned by him, 
that they wiU perform all his {deasure, and that that 
pleasure is to nmke me a partaker of his joy and glory. 
Well theu may the children of Zion be called upon 
to rejoice in their King. 


LETTER XLVI. 
To R. R. 


F -e , November, 1818. 

As we have the prospect of a irtuik, I shall be aUe to 
write to- you. I have longed to assure you of my 



gratitude liw «U youi; Vmdness and patience towards 
me for so very long a time, a time in which I was a 
burden to i^yself, and therefore fdt that I -must be so 
to others; to all except that precious Friend, who 
loveth at au times, who has a place for us in his 
bosom at seasons when the bosom of hell appears 
too good for ns; he loves to hear and sympa¬ 
thise in sorrows whidi would weary and disgust 
the tendcrest of earthly friends; he dresses with ten¬ 
derness and care wounds which would be loathsome 
to any other physician, and pours oil and wine into 
many which are unseen and unpitied by any other 
eye. 

Though labouring under a depression of spirits, of 
which you, I dare say, can form no idea; though often 
only content to drag through the present day, fiom the 
hope that the next wotdd be spent in heaven; or in 
moments when ray mind was yet more worn, oidy 
wishing that the clods of tlie valley might receive 
body and soul too for ever; yet even then was I 
enabled to feel, and oh that it may be my dyuig 
testimony to the best of guardians, the tenderest of 
friends, " Jesus doeth all things well.” In this season 
and by this little trial, I trust more of his name was 
proclaimed to me, more of his goodness caused to pass 
before me; the strength and excellency of that power 
were displayed, by which alone I am kept unto sal¬ 
vation; the beauty of that patience and long-suffering 
was exhibited which no provocation can wear ont, no 
wdtthlessness exhaust; the strength of that love was 
manifested, which many waters of neglect and indif- 
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ference cannot qnench; t’ue glor'mu* majesty of that 
arm was more revealed to me, which could keep 
so bruised 'a reed from Iming utterly trampled under 
foot by the enemy, which could lift up roy head in the 
most overwhelming hour, and enable mo to say, “ Re- 
jmee not against me, O mine enemy; though 1 ftdl I 
shall arise, though I sit in darkness, the Ix)rd shall 
be a light unto me.” I knot* not that this my blessed 
confidence was overclonded for two minutes, for the 
Lord was my sun, as well as my sbielil. Say llicii, 
belovetl brother, how much ought Jesus to Iw endcaretl 
to me. No, you cannot say ; highest angels, tell if you 
can; no, this is love you have never known, never 
•tasted of; here are depths of unsearchable rich<*s which 
you cannot fathom. O that my heart did but more 
feel it! O that my life did but make more suitable 
returns! ‘ 

...... I do indeed rejoice, 1 desire to be thank¬ 
ful on your bdtalf, that the latrd hath enabled you 
to offer yourself, and all you hare, willingly, after 
this sort. May you feel yet more and more that all 
things, even this very wfilingncss, cometh of God, 
and that of his own alone have yon given him. To 
be fellow-workers with God in building up that Zion 
in which he will take his rest for ever, is no small 
honour; and truly, those who are engaged in so great 
and glorious a work, may well say to eveiy other call 
upon their time, thoughts and aflTectioos, "I cannot 
come down—why should the work cease, while I leave 
it, and come down to yon ?" and though they send to 
us again and again after this- sort, were we duly im- 
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]ircs8e(1 with the g'lory aiifl hlesse«lnm of the work in 
which we arc cn^i^d, we should answer them agtun 
and again, “ after the same manner.” May our daily 
and hotirfy concern be, what can I do more for the 
glory of Gml, and the good of Zion ? Were this 
c|uostiou ofteuer put to our great Employer, 1 believe 
he would find us many fresh employments, and we 
should fill up more usefully many {lortiuus of our time. 
1 .am too u|it to be my ouai chooser iind ap{Kiinter of 
work, nud having got into stated jobs, remain tolerably 
satisnc<], without inquiring what more etiuld he done, 
or what could he dime /tetter. To arouse myself from 
this fonimli^, this drowsiness iu the work, I have found 
it profitable to realise, nt the eloso of the day, the setting 
ill of that night when no man can work. 1 can then 
discover many neglected o]>portuAities, which before I 
hod not seen—^mauy calls upon my most vigilant exer¬ 
tions, which I had not before heard—much slorealhiets 
in the work I had accomplished, which had not before 
struck me. Such meditations are painfiil, but they are 
profitable; and oh, what a mercy to have those things 
discovered to us before the evening has indeed shut In 
—^before the workman is called Jto the bar, to pve an 
account of his labour! My manner of life has lately 
been very favourable for these inquiries—my departure 
frwn every place has been like the close of my day’s 
work for that spot,—^for those souls, for that part 4ft 
Zion t and how much have I found to grieve and pain 
me nt the close of these days! how much work left 
imdone! how much, yea, all, performed negligently! 
wlmt fruitless wishes to alter and amend!.... There 
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is something to me exceedingly awful in Eiek. iii. 18, 
19> &C. 1 was reading it a day or two since, and could 
scarcely have believed HOW guilty I was, and what an 
awM responsibility lay npon me, until I'had gone 
round again and again in my mind my large oircln of 
relations, friends, and neighbours. Pray for me, my 
dear brother, that 1 may be more faithful, and enabled 
to " Oliver my mul” from the awfiil guilt which my 
cowardice brings upon it. I am frightened when I look 
at the exj)ression, ddirtr my totti. Oh, if Uie least 
jot or tittle of the work were left to me! But “ iny 
Redeemer is slrony, tlie Lord of is his name; 

he shall thormiyhly^ plead my cause and my iniquity 
shall be sought for, and shall not lie found; and my 
sins, mad there shall be none. What words for a worm, - 
a heap of eius, like me, to take up! Yet these are, 
these must be, my song all tlie day, if I would go on in 
the work of my God. These nerve the arm, encourage 
the fainting soul; and every soldier who is enabled to 
war a good warfare, most confess that the JOT of the 
Lord is his strength. 

Thank you much for the brief account of the many 
things which have taken place since I left you. 1 fear 
something like half a desire has for a moment crept in, 
to have been a sharer in some of yonr privileges and 
honours; but, blessed be God, 1 am not muqh troubled 
^ith any thing in the shape of • w^ If ever confi¬ 
dence in a guide could he won by the most marked, un¬ 
varied wisdom, tenderness, smd love, what confidence 
does not my guide deserve; yet he iriio leads, must 
scatter this peaceful treasure in my path, or aU the 
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stock .-which I have supposed I hftve gathered, in my 
long waiUc with him, wiU ha a moment vanish. 

...«lam greatly distressed at yonr report of N- 

It is a co&fort to me to think that all you have jpven 
him wA as to the Lord, as to one of the household of 
faith i thus, though a|:^rentlj ill-bestowed on the iiuii'- 
vidual, it is laid out on usury, and shall he restored 
a hundred-fold. How 1 should spurn such a sentence 
as that, were it not my Lord’s. Do you not think, from 
the fear of pharisaical poison, we debar ourselves of 
honey that is wri 4 >ped up in words like these ? 


LETTER XLVII. 
To F. M. R. 


FAruary i{)/A, 1819. 

TnARK you for giving me matter of praise and prayer, 
by making me acquainted with the Lord’s dealii^ 
with you..... Indeed, I know not how to feel un¬ 
easy about you, whilst 1 hear One, in whom arc hid 
all the treasures of good and blessedness, saying, “ I 
will not turn away from her, from doing her good.” 
What can I ask for, what can 1 require more ? .. . . 
As to' the danger of infsction, should I hear the voice 
o^ my Shepherd calling me that way, the danger 
would be no danger to me, assured, that whi^ver 
were tim issue, he must lead me by a right way..... 
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When I see so niangr, oven of the chiMren of (Jod, 
shrinking from every thing which appeers like the 
key pf our prison, n.hat rich grace is tl\at which bus 
made us rid of oU our iuars, and given utf to trust 
and not be afraid. The first account you gav^ me of 

poor -'s alarm, made me fc*.-! something of a 

bitter spirit toward her* The chapter which came 
in turn was 2 Kings vi^ and it was much brought 
home to me; tlie conduct of Eli.slia towards his pmir, 
fearful servant—uo reproofs, no boastings, no iiiipt- 
tience—but prayer for him that he might sec what 
he saw, and rejoice in it. 


LETTER XLVni. 

To TRS $.tHS. 

P .y , March 16M, 

Do not be alarmed by my date, by foitcyii^ I am 
again dmen here for ehange of air: aot I 'yould 
csdl upon you to join with me in praising our God 
for all that he has done and is doing, for im. When 
1 lay down last night, without a ptun or ailnMiit in 
body, and free from any anxiety distress of mind, 
and recollected widi what a l^aiassed soul and suffering 
body 1 tossed to and fro on the same hed last year.^I 
did want every thmg that bath breath, to adore my 
precious Guide, Guardian, Comforter ;|. .Z did desire to 
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raise an altar to Oo3, aveii God my exceeding^ joy, 
and to sarrifire unto him my whole soul, body, and 
spirit: but .truly, when I would do good, evil is 
present with me. High and mlenm is the work on 
which he hath sent me hither; yet how much is there 
utterly liaithsome in my performance of it! self-seek¬ 
ing, vain-glory, anxiety to win souls to telf, as well as 
to my Master: instead of a bumble “ who hath made 
me to differ ?” a self-applauding “ God, I thank thee.”. 
Ah, well 1 it will but be the more to the praise of the 
glory of that'gracp, which ean effectually work iu tl» 
midst of sncli o»'atis of eorruption; and which shall 
make, yea, which /las made, more than conqueror.,,., 
We have lieen taking a long country walk this evening. 
These bursting buds, rejoicing birds. &e^ do bring my 
beloved F——y very much before me. Do you not 
find something very solemnizing in spring? I can 
meet with no one who can sympodiizc in these 
feelings; all declare it to bo exhilarating, animating, 
dissipating. I believe it is that I realize more tite 
presence of God; his glory is displayed in the resur- 
rectiou of nature, while every little bud and flower 
says, “ The finger of God is here." All bears testi¬ 
mony to his faithfoluess and long-suffering. Agmn 
the fitce of die world is to be renewed for the sake of 
his blood-bought people; again the earth is to yield 
her increase to Jdzreel, and the son in the firmament 
is commissioned to give more light to favour the 
dressme of ' his vineyaed. All seems to say, what 
manner of jparaona ought ye to be ? and reproachfully 
to luld, but doch ye are not. Fethaps, too, there is 
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0WB mumctinn; ■ 
vMtt iWMitwlKin Cbrikt in ipirit now, uid that 
MfWnl ftmmwUini in kit peHi*et ilkrnefif hi*r»«ftcr, 
wimi tkk weak awl Mimi|itibfe M'ei tholi b« raiiwd in 
awl ittciirruptiou. 


LETTEll XLIX. 

To TUX Saux. 

F - e, September 29tA, 

1 no feel ashamed and overwhelmed as I ait down 
to tell you of the Lord’s mercies towards me; and 
scarcely can I ladieve that such showers of them 
have been bestowed on a heart which remains so 
barren and unfruitful. Dear, precious I,ord! how 
does he labour, us it were, to draw me witl» cord* of 
strongest love, while I keep following after many 
lovers! When I was dictating to him that I deserved 
nothing but to be Irowned upon, rejectral, turned out 
of the vineyard, he has caus^ some of his most cheer¬ 
ing rays to break forth upon me, revived me, and given 
me to fallow ha^ after him, inquiring if he will 
once again employ me, whilst he makes me more wil¬ 
ling to sit still, if it be his pleasure. I hope I feel 
something of a return of life in my soul, something 
more than the mere pulse of natural feeling sad exci¬ 
tation, though, doubtless, it is much mixed. You will 
guess whom this season of refreshuig fmn the pre- 
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sence dT the Lord came, by oM who livea-in the secret 
of hu pavilion, who leans upon tiie bosom of his be¬ 
loved Lord, our dear friend, Mr. 8——*. When we 
meet, in whichever world it be, I may tel! you of the 

crowds of mercies manifested at this time. The 

blessing has, I hope, been much sweetened to me, while 
the hand which was pierced to^be filled with gifts for 
the rebellinas, was thus evidently displayed.... We 
found dear Mr. S——t with his mouth filled with 
praise, even the high praises of our God. -He gave us 
the whole account of the Lord’s dealings with him, 
bursting forth at every interval, “He’s very good: I 
used to think him very kind w'hen he afforded me help 
in the ministry, but 1 hare known » thousand Umes 
more of livi kindness since he laid me by: we don’t 
know what a good God we have till wc have tried 
him. How very sweet those trials, which bring us 
better acquainted wdth our dear Lord! how delig^tfiil 
to fee) we are nothing, can do nothing; to be brought 
to rest simply upon the finished work. I must say, to 
his praise, that he has given me a great deal of heaven 
upon earth; and when I was unable to read, write, or 
converse, and could but lie upon the Sbfa, he gave me a 
sweet peace, an unruffled state q£.sou1 ; in quietness and ' 
confidence is our strength. I -conceive the happiness 
of the Christian to consist much iu’mfeting the Lord 
in his providences, desiring that the Lord may make us 
perfect in every good work- to do hie vriU, and ttf work . 
in ns that which is well pleating in hi* tight; then we 
must love and admire every thing we meet with.” I 
asked him about his sermons;—the test, " To me to 
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live i« Christ,” &c. he tucmed to be once more in his 
pulpit as be told us a little about it. "To live is Christ! 
as if the apostle saw every thing; swalluwetl np in that; 
joy or g^rief, or whatever he met with, it was all Christ, 
and Christ in all: and oh with what' pleasure did 
1 look u|)on my people! The Lord has given me 
sueh great encouragement. I thought, he has done 
much for my children, and will he not take care of 
these, many of whom are his own ohildreu? Oh 
yes! it's a sweet life! He’s so good! 1 anr sure I 
have reason to speak well of him." He sjioke very 
earnestly on the privileges of the miuistry—^the glo¬ 
rious calling of being mouth to the Lord—standing 
ever near him to know his will, beginning tlmt lieatim 
upon earth, described in the emphatic words, " his ser¬ 
vants serrr him: many vessels useful and honour¬ 
able in a nohlcman’s house, some mure immediately fur 
Ins own use; so ministers are fitted for the Mastet^n 
use: we have need to take shame that we are so 
little what we oug^t to be, bat, indeed, it is a 
glorious office! others take prayer, praise, the Won^of 
God, &e. at stateil seasons; m %»• in these things, Stc. 
I took the other side of the question, spoke of magis¬ 
trates, &c. &c.; he said there was a use for every 
member of the body, and brought forward the sweet 
promises for dirlNrtiofl, &c. ftc.; he waited four years 
resting upon the promise, “ He shafi bring forth fruit 
M kifscatmi" 



LETTEU L. 


To THE Same. 

W - r, Oeu 21rf, 1819. 

» 

.... Dearest F- j, this is the last day of my twenty- 

third year 1 My heart seems to bleed in every part, when ' 
1 think what I have been, what I should ha ve Seen; 
a plant so wonderfully brought out of Egypt, so merei- 
fnlly hedged in, so tenderly watered! Alas! how often 
has niy Beloved heen dlsap{iuiuted of his pleasant fruit! 
Trvlf all is not pleasant fruit to him which appears 
fruit; wild grapes hear much resemblance to the true, 
but are jioisonous; aud whilst Ephraim brings forth 
fruitybr himself, he is considered n.s an empty vine. But 
I dare not tell you what I am, what I have bc-en, hfst 
yon should construe my confessions into humility. Only 
pray for me, that I may be deeply humbled before my 
God, aud lie in dust and ashes at tlie foot of Calvary. 
Sinai dues not move me; if ever I am lirought to 
mourn in sincerity, if ever to inquire earnestly what 
my Lord would have me to do^ it must be when 1 can . 
behold him as mt God, dying for me. What trea¬ 
sures ought years, days, and hours to be to us, when 
^e consider for what puff^se they are bestowed—^4hat' 
we may give a helping hand in buildiiig up that 
in which the Lord will delight to dwdl for. dver $ in 
growing in eonformify to the image of Idw altogether 
lovely Oue.s in becoming vessels meet for the great 
Master’s use; in treading in Uie blessed footsteps of 
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One whom angels cannbt follow. Oh, that it maj 
be- indeed a new year to me 1 To mH (thanks bo « 
to the ever blessed Spirit) is present with me. Bnt 
why do I speak of a year ? 1 would desire to enter 
on each day, each hour, as though I had but that day, 
that hour, ^remaining of my span. Yon who know 
not all the causes for mourning, and who see some of 
the^veiy many for praise and dianksgiving, will, I 
trust, endeavour to give my God some of tliat tribute 
of praise which he so very justly deserves, for what he 
has been to me for three and twenty years. 


LETTER LI. 

To TBB Same. 

W -r, Oc(.25t6, 18iy. • 

I DID not dare to flatter myself you would ^member 
the 22nd! I do thank you for your prayers and 
praises. I do bdiere ray God smelled a sweet savour, 
and emptied out the censer in blessings upon me. 
To live in him, to him, for him, seemed the upper¬ 
most desire of my soul, though there were and are 
many vilc^ rebellious desuts to keep under. Horn 
unspeakable a mercy, that the day which gave me 
birth it otm on which I, my beloved friends, yea, my 
God can ngoioe; when of such millions it will be 
said through eternity, " Good were it for that man if 
he Had iweer been homl” I have not been on such a 
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smooth tea on tins day for some years; but who can 
tell what rooks and quicksands may be near ? Who ? 
my Pilot can, and he has pledged bis all to convoy me 
safely into the haven where I would be. 


LETTER LII. 

To THE Same. 

TT-r, Noe. 29tft, 1819. 

I CANN'OT help fearing my too kind sister may be 
suffering something like tiheasiness about me, when 
there is indec<l cause for nothing but praise. I have 

got the hooping-cougli, but very favourably.And 

now what shall I say of my heavenly Physician^ my 
Nurse, my Friend ? Oh, how tenderly docs he sym- 
]|pthize in pains which others know not of; how gra¬ 
ciously docs he alleviate sufferings whose extent is 
little suspected by others! how unceasingly does he 
keep watch at ni^t, wheu others are weary of you 
and can watch no longer 1 How truly in this dispen¬ 
sation, as in every thing, does he do all things well! 
We had been saying but a day or two before the 
cough come on, that my patli did not appear quite 
plain, whether I ought to labour within doors or 
without. He has now been pleased to make it very 
plain; and how can I thank him as 1 oqght, <|hat he 
bas in both places prejMured work for mel What h 
privilege is it, that whilst I am Ctting within the 
narrow compass of the swatls of my little snug room, 

o3 
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vearj an4 b weftriueM, unaUe to lift up my voice for 
my dear Master, lie'will yet vouchsafe to employ me in 
a work* which he grives mo to hope shall speak for him 
when I am singing his praises above, and which shall 
call others into his service, when my day for labonr 
shall have shnt in. Ble.sscd he his name, I can at all 
'tiaieS feel this mercy and rejoice in this hope, though 
titere are seasons when I could almost say, I have spent 
my streu^h in vain and for nought; hot I know this 
is ungrateful, and a device of Satan..... 

.... I trust I dp feel more pleasantly weaned from 
every earthly tie,' more thirsting fur nearer and fuller 
communion with' iny infallible Counsellor, than ever I 
f>did before. I am almost afraid, that if it should please 
^’^od to allow inc.j to take a few more steps in this 
waste howling wilderness with you, I should again 
find that' there are streams of which I can drink 
. without any taste of bitter hobs. But my Jesus wjll 
do all things well; if it would be injurious to me, he 
wiU not nifier it. ' He cannot turn away from me from 
doing me good. Perhaps he will not suffer us to see 
each other agfain, until every infectious taint of sin be 
wiped away for ever. 

I do rejoice and give thanks for the pleasant pros¬ 
pects now before you. Oh, may yon love and serve 
more and more your gracious Guide $ may every gift, 
every blessing, serve only to constrain your hearts 
more unto him and his service. 

* to Seiiptttte StoriM, which tba was then preparing 

pnblication. " 
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LETTER LIU. 

To THE SaUE. 

IF——r, December %th, 1819. 
H.iFFn.Tj 1 bad not bean! of your little darling’s 
illness et« 1 received your letter, wbich, through 
the tender mercy of our Ciod, brought balm for the 
wound. 1 hope and think tlmt it ia^tidt my'partia* 
Kty which gives me to believe that yotff dear children 
ere the Lord’s peculiar treasure, and that whether 
he take them very, very early in the morning, or 
leave them in the vineyard until the “ even be come,” 
they shall he his servants, ami do his dear work. 
Ah 1 in what a moment might the precious little love 
have been enabled to do the will of her Father in 
heaven better than the most, holy, the most devoted 
saint mm do it here! Whilst we bind the Lord to 
his promises in that way in which he has- pledged 
himself that he wiU be bound, whilst, with a holy 
violence, wo constrain him to lay his bonds upon 
the dear little ones, bless-them, and make them his own 
for ever : when we have done this, may we be enabled 
to leave the rest to him, to let him choose in which 
world they shall serve him, to let him ^jfecide whether 
we shall keep the loon a day or a year, and he wil¬ 
ling that our loved ones shonhl rest in his boson at that 
moment.^hen it shall be meet for his glory.. ' Writing' 
thus on^^urii. a subject, how sweet is it to be able 
to add, ";Tho things which are is^ossfofo with men,. 
are possible with'God.” .' ■ 

. o 4 
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.... My cough i* now decided hoopiBgH^ough .... 
remember,- there is nothing of inflammation, nmr one 
alarming symptom. Only daily and hourly remem¬ 
brances of a &ct which we too oftm fmget, that 
there is but the breath in one’s nostrils between us 
imd eternal realities. 1 hope views of eternity have 
been brought nearer to me; I hope I hswe been If^ 
more clinging unto Jesns. Truly, truly he is all 
my salvation, and all my hope. We may plume our¬ 
selves upon our -seal, our gifts, our graces before 
men, but these , drop off and fade away, when we 
tealixe entering into , the immecUate presence of our 
<}bd. No. -covering bat the true wedding garment, 

" the Lord my r^Aieoutnest,'' can give the soul quiet 
or : joy in this anticipation. I do hope the Lord 
.will'give me to wish, not so much to get rid of the 
chastisement, as of that for which 1 have forced 
him unwillingly to chasten. I want to hear every word 
that the rod has to say; I hope I have heard a Uttlc; 
it tells me of a slumbering tout to bo awahened, 
of a loitering soul to be pressed on, of a straying 
soul to be brought back, of idols to be thrown down, 
of an earthly heart to be purified, and of a too des¬ 
potic, too powerful »e^ to be dethroned. Oh, when 
I hear whatsit has do say, 1 wonder not that it is 
raised against me, hot 1 wonder that its strokes are 
not millions of times heavies’, and 1 seem to say, ' 
Lord, surely thou must never again remove thy rod, 
if-thou wouldestmake thy child partaker of thy holi¬ 
ness. But indeed I can scarcely csdl it a rod; no, it is 
. a scourge made of the cords of love, tad while he uses 
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it, 1 do but cling more closdy to him, und see more' 
of the reconciled, the loving Father in him. It is 
so tweet to rest in him and on him, when every 
other prop' gives way. 


LETTER Liy. 

To R. R. AKD F. M. R. 

W - T, December litb, 1818- 

Ji’ooiNG from mysdf, I' cannot help thinking my too 
kind brother and sister will be wanting to hear how I 
am; and feeling, as I do, really better to-day, it is with 
pleasure I hasten to commauicate wlmt I know wiU 
give them pleasure. The worst certainly was not over 
when I wrote before; but whilst 1 found mapeahably 
much which needed purging from my soul, and Rut 
'Sphit which maketh intercession according to the will 
of God, crying out within me for a riddance from my 
burden, I own I did not expect that my precious Refiner 
could, in very faiU^ulntn, give me sd speedy a release 
from my little sufferings; nay, I could almost have dic¬ 
tated to ium to heat the furnlro one seven times hotter 
than before. Though neture dwunk, yet the blessed 
Spirit within me did make me open my mouth, and 
pant for a conformity to my dear, dear Lord, in what¬ 
ever way it might be brought about. Oh, £d we 
know our true blessedness, our true privileges, we 
should not seek ease, wo should not seek freedom from 
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sorrow; we shniild be covetous of any tiling lltd every 
thing whieli drew a veil over present tilings, and 
rent asauder that which conceals eternal glories and 
realities from our view. We should be ambitious of 
walking in the footsteps of our beloved husband, who 
was emphatically called, wan sorrows s” we 
should dread flowery meads, and pleasant resting* 
places, and hail the stormy wind and tempest which 
makes us hasten on our way Zionwards, and press to¬ 
wards our only true rest.I do assure you I 

think myself much better, and am beginning to say, 
“I shall not die, but. live to declare the works of 
' the Lord.” What an unmtnse privilege does this ap¬ 
pear, when the time seems to be expired in which one 
may do it! .... 


LETTER LV, 

To F. M. R. 

W -r, JMcembcr 21st, 1819, 

As I have intelligence to communicate which will, I 
know, be pleasing to my precious sister, I will not de¬ 
lay one post. I may tell yon, with thankfulness, that I 
am all but welL .... I bad the great delight of teach¬ 
ing a large class last Sunday, and am looking forward 
to a feast at the table my precious Healer on Smiday. 
I do hope his tenderest mercies arc vonchaafed in order 
to soften the hardest of hearts. 1 can say I do detest 




135 


and oUhor myself mor^dian ever} uul when I catch a 
little glimpse of what my God bos been and is to me, 
I am neatly overwhelmed with' the sight of the returns 
I hare made Uul am making. Ah, we shall indeed be 
changed, when we can Irnvo all the love of our God 
revealed to us, a clear view of -our jor^y through 
die wilderness, and yet sorrowing and sighing be for 
away 1 when we shall, in open vision, follow the Lamb 
we have slain, and have no teaf npon our eyes; nay, 
when we con look with joy and thanksgiving upon the 
immensity of our accounts in the Lord’s book, as that 
which magnifies the riches of his pardoning grace and 
love. Prom the battlements of heaven we may look 
with complacency upon the heaps of the slain, and see 
glory and honour ocenung to oar glorious Captain, in 
proportion as the enemy has been numerous and power¬ 
ful. Thus shall “ God in ali things be glorified through 
Jesus Christ” I read in a work of Brooks “that 
which we pay most dearly for, we generally set the 
highest value upon, and prize proportionably; may we 
not then conclude that the greateet sinners are die moHt 
precious of Christ’s jewels f" It is a very sweet thought 
ior poor me. Surely none can have cost him so much, 
for none can he have suffered such agoi^es of soul! 
Oh that out of the fulness of his love to me, he may 
sited abroad more and more love to him, in my heart, 
by the Holy Ghost! 
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LETTER LVL 
To THE SajKE. 

IT-r, Dte. 1819. 

Mt bdored*sister, 1 want you to be tbinking rightly 
of me next week, that you may know something of my 
wants, and be able to'^nr them to him who is able and 
willing to relieve..... I had no rest in my spirit till I 
had accepted the invitatioh t I felt as if 1 were turning 
aside from the cross^whcn there might be someUiiug to 
be done for Him who bore so heavy a one for me. Oh 
may my God forlnd' Uiat I should ever do this! May 
he hedge up every gap, and pierce me with thorns, 
when 1 would force my way through 1 But you will, I 
know, remember the vilest fdlow labourer in the vine¬ 
yard, under rather a hot sun, with a weidcly soul and 
body. I liad thought to i>artake, with a large comjmny 
of brothers and sisters, this day, of food which angels 
never tasted, at the King’s table. But how often have 
I found, to my unspeakable mercy, that my God’s 
thoughts are, not my thoughts, and 1 cannot question 
its being so in this instance. 1 have had a return of 
my severe attacks, but my precious Physician has 
again vouchsafed a peculiar blessing, to the means..... 
I know not when. T have ^t less alone than to-day. 
It ts a mercy to hefortxd, as k were, into the realities 
of another world, to be stripped of tire creature, and 
eompdled to live upon the Civator. Shut ent from the 
voitw of man, I catch the sound of the .angelic choir i 
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deprived of every brother and sifter^ I am enabled in a 
very imall degree to realize the value of that Friend 
who stlcl^cth closer than a brothert Yrt have I not 

that sensible comfort and cenunnnion with him which 

■* 

I have known in months that are past It is more of a 
feeling after .him, if haply I may find him such as I 
then found him. Blessed be he who seals assurance on 
the hearts of his people—I do know him to be mine; I 
can call him Immanuel, even when I feel not the 
comfort of it; yea, I would bless him that Ido not 
always feel it; he knows wbmi to administer, and when 
to withhold cordials; and I hope I desire to have that 
withl^pld, however pleiuant and exhilarating, which I 
might make my strength and support in the place of 
Jesus. The present state of my soul is a quiet con¬ 
fidence rather than a lively joy. Oh, my beloved 
sister, how wonderful, that one moment of quietness> 
one ray of confidence, should have forced its way into 
such a soul! The Ixxxvth Psalm, how wonderfully 
sweet! “ Thou kast forgiven, Bum katt covered, thou 
hatt, taken away," &c. &c. That work must be a finished, 
etmjdete worit, on which a trembling soul will venture, 
to rest. It would not satisfy me if any part of it re- 
muned to be done. I might fancy a thousand hin¬ 
drances, and be like the dove on the unsettled watebs. 
But the ark is finished, redemption’s woric u com¬ 
pleted! here I find rest to the sole of my foot. 
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LETTER LVII. 

To R. R. ANi> F. M, R. 

W - ir, February 9tb, 1820. 

TtiAm: you for your unreniitted end most peculiar 
forwardness ever to g^ve me pleasure and to gr<^tify 
me. May He. wlio stands ever ready to bless and g;ive 
peace unto his people, restore a hundred fold into your 
bosoms! Dr. H.—’s letter'is calcnlated to be a very 
proftable one; since, to my eyes at least, the Lord 
seems to have stamped upon it, in capital letters 
" Cease ye from man.” I may be wrcmg, but I do see 
in it an arrogancy and a weakness c^ argument, swec-tly 
calcmlated to remind us, that the treasure by which, 1 
trust, our God lias at times enriched us, is placed in an 
earthen vessel, and that a wetdc, polluted one; that the 
, ezc^ency of the power, the wisdom, and the grace 
cometh from above; and that the man is still a man in 
himsdl^ less than nothing, and vanity. If the Israel of 
.God are to be separated from nobelievers in those 
good tkingt in which unbelievers mil outwardly unite 
with them ; if the tares are to be palled up note, how 
many precious roots of wheat will be plucked up with 
them. Our churches our meetings, our public build¬ 
ings for diaritable purposes all, all must he forsaken, 
fled from, by us ; then must we needs go out of the 
world, and we must leave the unbeliever to boast, the 
world is (Mtrs But as far aa I can aeo, this is not the 
mind, wd will c^ our Ckid, “ I pray hot that thou 



sbouIdMt take U>om out of the world, but that thou 
skouldett keep them from the eviL” Wbm I see him 
choosiiip' a Cyrwt to fulfil all hit pleasure, yea, having 
a Cyrus who did not know him, as an instrument in 
rebuilding a city, where he would delight to dwdl; 
when I see him employing even a Juda» to cast out 
devils, and spread abroad the savour of his name; 1 
dare, not pretend to be more nice than my all-perfect 
Lord; I daro not cavil at nor reject any instrument of 
which he may see good t«) moke use, however vile it 
may be. I dare not say that is too defiled for my hands 
to touch, which I plainly {jerceive him to he holding in 
his, nay, rather would 1 triuniph in the wonder-working 
band of my Cod, who thus turns tJie heart of stone as 
rivers of water, whithersoerer he will, for the refresh¬ 
ment of his Zion; and will glorify himself in the base 
and refuse things of the world, that no flesh diould 
glory in his prosenoe. Gladly would I place the ark of 
my God on the very beast-s that perish; gladly would 
I see. it home by " milch kifie,” could 1 perceive his 
over-ruling hand upon them, guiding them to his 
Isi^aeL However defeeti%'o us a body the Bible Society 
may be, yet when I watch its. lovely psrogress, wh«n 
I see it bearing the choicest treasures, turning neither 
to the right hand nor to the left; when I hear the 
rejoicittg of the people, as the treasure draws nigh thmn, 
and behold the incense of paise ascen^ng to our God, 
as the treasures conveyed are unfolded to them; when I 
follow the enriched Bethshemites into a heavenly inheri¬ 
tance, and hear them swell the grand chorus above; when 
I behold this, and &r, far more, whh my whole heart 
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and Boal I murt lore the Bitde Society, and whoever 
meato me on Oiat gronlid it, on that ground, a fe^w 
lahdurer, a soul to whom in &is tmdertaklng I can from 
my heart say, I wish you good Inek in the nam? of the 
Lci^.* I would shah a Cerinthus in places pleasure 
ot amusement, but were* 1 to see a Censthus eudea- 
Touring to save the life of a fellow-creature, and greatly 
needing assistance in his benevolent design, may.God 
ever preserve me from that bigotry, that narrowness of 

heart, which would tempt me to fly from him. 

Strange also are his objections f^ainst collecting money, 
and to me they savour strongly of that temptation of 
Satan, "If thou be the Son of God, command diat 
these ttonef be made bread.” How missicms are to be 
carried on with " no vumey” in the present day, I see 
not, nor do I care to see, when I hear my God conde¬ 
scending to make tise of this means for the encourage¬ 
ment of his SSon, declaring that the silver and the gold 
are lus, diat the gain of the whole earth shall be con- 
eeerated to him; when I see him choosing the mendian- 
diae and the hire of the hairlot Tyre, to be " Aoltness 
unto lum, for them that dwell before him.” (Isaiah 
xziiL 16.) And though, when the Sun of righteonsness 
had scarcely risen above the horizon, the rays of Uglrt 
were partial, and the seed waa only to be sown whmw 
these rays rested to hbnrish and invigorate them ; yet 
now, blessed be his power and grace, he is beginning 
to riiine in fiill resplendence. I bear bhn say that Ids 
glorious beams shall ioOver the-euth. Not a country, 
ci^ or village is exrioded'i att the ends of the earth 
shall see the salvation of our. God. Well may the 
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labourer go forth in hope and joy,.for not one spot catf 
he be in 'ichere his Lord ‘wiU come, wlmrc he has 
not solemnly engaged to fblloir. As to waiting to know 
to whom to go, I should call him an idle, backward 
sen-ant, who stood loitering fra further directiana, after 
his master has said, “ Preach the gospel to every prea> 
ture." 


LETTER LVIIL . 

’ To F. M. R. 

W - r, February, 1820. 

1 KNOW, you must be very busy, my beloved F-y, 

and therefore 1 will try not to expect to hear from you, 
and wUl give my naughty hankering heart a little 
flagging everyday, as it sinks at the sight o( an empty- 
handed postman. . I have been thinking much of jou. 
in your new undertakings in the schools, and proudly 
and foolishly longing to bear some of your burdens 
fm* you, though 1 have him td aj^ly to on your behalf, 
«dio can and will sustain you under evmy one, and 
who knows, to half a g^in, what it is right, needful, 
and good for you to bear, and will not add thereto, 
nor diminish therefrom. Whilst I hear you complain¬ 
ing of weakness and inability, I feel as sure that you 
most hold on and hold out, as that there are strength 
and abili^ in the high and lofty One who inhabiteth 
eternity. When I seei h dear Rttle child attempting 
to carry a heavy weighs nnoonscii^ of its weakness. 
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onspUcitous of assiatauce, I treniMo for it; I foe] hurt 
for the dismtpointment, diould it Dot be able to move H; 
I tremble Tor the safety of the child, should it hare 
sufficient stren^rth to lift it up, lest it shonlcT injure the 
litUe self-sufficient, eroature. But urhcn I see a child 
■ansftile of its inability to l)ear a burden, ciilliti^ upon a 
most indulgent, tender |Kirent for help; when I se<> 
that parent hasteoing its relief, beuring all the weight 
and mcon-r^ieiioe, and only stift'ering liis liolnvod littli' 
one to THake a thme, 1 am satisfied, 1 am happy. In 

my F - . — y I sec the latter dear child, and I forget to 

fear and suffer for her. 

.... What a mercy is it tliat chance cauiiot find one 
eterice by which it nmy enter into our world. We 
purpose leaving this dear place about the lltb oi' 14tli, 
having been here four months'! and truly they arc 
'months to be much reniembored by me. Though ray body 
has undergone more actual suffering than it has often 
been called to bear, my soul has enjoyed a more-than 
proportionable peace and tnnquillity. llicse are the 
(duu'acteristics of my. late enjoyments; few outward 
means of grace, little fellowship and conwunion with 
feOow travellers, fow peenliarly lively, .frames and 
feelings; but a quiet enjoyment of my treasure, avweet 
liifing out of the world; and tndy I can witness that 
the Lord does cause his people to itdierit substtmeas 
it will bear leaning upon, searching into^ He has been 
•to me just what my wom-ont niind and Irndy seemed to 
'want, a rating and a Aufinp-plaoe;'Pessed he ids 
name, I trust both ore greatly' invigoirided i but he 
does not keep a ihow regiment ;• when h^g^ves strengfth. 



he will caQ npon us to endui<e bsrdness. I am expecting 
it i may I be kept leaning upon him, and the storm will 
sink into a calm. 

Ours R - remember dear Mr. S——t on “ In 

the year that King UuiahVtedi'’ I have so thought 
of it. It seems so to- magnify the privileges of the 
inhidiitants of Zion. Behold their King Uveth, and is 
alive for rvertniire! and how sweet is it at, such times 
as these to reinemWr, tliathe is in one sense, « Kii^ of 
«// the earth,” reigning and ruling for hk people; truly 
they may be glad thereof. The heart of oor earthly 
king is in his bauil, and he tmruetb it as shall be for his 
glory in the gtnid of Zion. Blessed are the people 
that are in such a case! 


LETTEE LIX. 

To THE SamX. 

21 «<, 18211 . 

.... BuESSish be that tender, loving hand, which hath 
drawnaimil over the next mmnent. I do rejoice to 
hear of oU your met^s, and could desire to feel as 
you do, so earnest.» longing to praise and love the 
Giver. What is dtia.very loi^ng, my beloved sister, 
bat a heart made so deeply sensible of mercies, that no 
retnnu con its sense of what it owes. I should 
'think little the gnttitude of that soul which would 
rest ooBteated ynth what it feels for mereks received; 






A** fold Awwre «f ii^ mni'^l^-TOnungs, i* 

BO* m4j to ttfl I^poa wary ding that ha^ >raith to 
fnuM liw l^wd j Bhidi finds tU too little, too poor, to 
fny the immento. debt, and eternity too short a span 
in i^ueh to declare it. Do not question the skfil aad 
knowledge of joiir good Physician, he knows well what 
eor^tds be may administer, and mtich as his heart tie* 
lights in blessing, he will not allow yon one comfort or 
merfy more than he sees will be safe. When the hitter 
draught is required, however imwiliiug, be assured ho 
wiil administer it. 


LETTER LX. 

To R. R. Aim F. M. R. 

itfaw* TM, 1820. 

Mr loved brother and sister! hail ye that are higUy 
favonred of the Lord, for of a truRi the Lord ^ with 
you, and is most abundantly blessing you. How care* 
fully does he watch over you, lest his mercies should 
become your snares and your miseries. My naughty 
heart is tembly tom, j^haps more to you, beloved 
F—y, than to yoiur sweet liRle girl, though I have 
been ptetoring to mys^ the bodjily aaffinin||^ of ^ 
latter till my eyes are very weidt. As .fiw her most 
precious happy soul, I do asfaTe yc^ without partudily ^ 
or fiatteiy, I have, not the tkadow It is - 

robbing our glmious Conqueror of his spinh^.if we tahe^,. 
from him the babes of his owu childmo.- iSienld th^ 




bo to deit toiiiber theso, his very faitkfuinea 
ttiok'Irad U9 to coDcIuik those. «hall be found amoi^ 
thdii^ for vrhoin he has put it into ^ liearts of lu« 
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people to make intercession. Yes, if y<mr little Fanny 
Helen is to he taken at this time, I feel astdred 
thjit there iii a place in the spiritnal ten^e, which she 
will fill now, better than she could at any fatnre 
moment. If she is to live, surely it »that she may 
declare the irorks of the I.ord. How sw^ .will it be 
to b'li her of the many times when there was appa* 
rentlv but a step between her and death! and' of'1^ 
wiindcr-working Physician! This momisg wo assemr 
hied around a mercy seat, and you and yours formed 
thu diuef subject of our supplicaUbns. What a ha]^y, 
what an alone happy 8{)ot is a mercy seat at swh 
seasons!' Nothing but a covenant of grace and love, a 
covenant well ordered in all things and sure, around it! 
I fear I too much loi^ to be with you, but all this is 
rightly ordered. I leave you only to go to my God on 
yotcr behalf. . ' 


LETTER LXL 
. ■ "■ To^lLR. 

I Af|' Dot sorry if I ever pjffit»ded you by my fears, since 
it has roused y^ once more to address . t can¬ 

not indeed say Rtat I am afi^i^ of yohr getting too hi^h 



iu tloetrina. clitcA irith jon to the thp 

of Mottnt 1 Me Mme Messed pilgrrims, who 

have advanced fat, far beyond me, on whom the Sun 
of,lltghtcougnes8 m shining more powerfully, and who 
are,''therefore, enabled to reflect more light and warmth 
on their follow pilg^ms, and who, (whilst too many 
seem to discern little beside the sons of Anak, lose 
sight of their aQ^nquering Cajitain, and are in their 
own sight hut as a comjwny of grasshopiMirs} keep their 
eye fixed on the Finislier of tlieir faith; on him in 
whom, even now, they are more than conquerors, mid 
boldly say, " we are tveU able to overcome.” I lung to 
. stand where they stand, and to hear the l.ord jiass by, 
and p^laiiii hu wondrous name; I lung to conipre* 
head wiA them the imiueusurable love of Immanuel. 1 
fael assured that those are they who give glory to God,' 
who build up the widis of Zion. If with such you 
associate 1 would say, “.1 wish you good luck in the 
name, of the Lurd^ I would pray that you may drink 
into ,^ir spirit, walk E their stejis. What I dread for 
‘myself for you, and all who are dear to me, ia, that 
qiirit of controversy, wiut^ seems at tins day to run 
E -many of the inhabitants of ZEn. What V - — ~. 
sp<dce E a letter to you of the fotetr of eontroversyf it 
appeared to me to savour sadly of E<gypt, and to have 
no part E a c»ty, of wEeh “ ^e Lord is.thq Eu^iver.” 

’ I find E my own heart so frightfal a tefldency to a 
. party spirit, such a wrMdied Eclinarion to ^tpUe one 
" of the little onesh-auch EbhEg ears for "{mluh ques>. 
fions, contentions, stri:ri|^ about the Ew, ^ fcc. &C., 
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which are unprofitable and i>ain,'*‘ishait;l do dmd everj 
tiuj^ for myself or others, which nay' tend to noarbh 
these poisonous weeds, these roots of bitterness, and 
beguile our minds from the simplicity whieb is in Christ. 
It is, indeed, sweet and blessed to walk with those pil¬ 
grims who cau make melody with us as wo sing the 
songs of Zion; it is sweet to he enabled to bear with 
meekness and patience any discordant notes from other 
pilgrims, whilst the subudnee of things hoped for, 
brings to us that day, when the harmony of hearts and 
Toicos slutll be as the sound of many waters, blending 
in one and the same precious song for ever and ever. 
The former blessedness I have indeed enjoyed- with 
you and my*l)eloved F——.y; the latter, I hope and , 
pray to enjoy dmlj more and more, in proportion ai> 
that love is shed abroad in my heart, " which sufiereth 
tong, and is kind; which caunteth not itself, is not 
ptifftxl np, doth not behave itself unseemly, sceketh 
not her own,” &c. &c> You would hardly feliere how 
awfully I staiul .in need of ^his; how what I have 
considered a| darkness or errtw' in any one, on some 
fisT<mrite point, has given me a sort of license to let my ' 
love wax cold, to slight their opinion on every other 
subject, and to say in my heart, stand by, for I aid - 
wiser than thou. I have often thought^ never were' 
three heoda more exactly in unison on earth than oars'; 
but yon nmst shut out your Helen vriien your hearts 
would make melody. Whilst you can truly say, worthy 
is the Lamlb to receive aU glory, and honour, and bless- 
ingi fvkilst yon can sincerely "By the grace of 
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-Gnd 1 ^ wliat 1 w;* my heart would make sonte 
reserve for its <«rn praise and glo^, and say, by my 
own wisdom, diligence. Sec. Sec., I am partig what I 
am. Bu£ cuttfossioiis nutde to nton gratify a heart that 
would foin be thought linznble; soon, very soon, heart 
and voice will indeed he in tune, and who then ought 
louder to sing than wc ? . .. I hope you do now believe 
that your jK»or sirter is in want of verg, very much« 
and that you do not forget me when you make 
petitions for the needy at a merry seat; neither you nor 
yours are forgmten by your most grateful ami attached 
jSister. 




LITTERS 


B. S. P. AND 0. A. P., 

HER TWO rOraOEST Stf<TER«, IN WHOSE EBUCATION 
AND SPIRirrAl. WEbFAKE SHE BAD TAKEN THE 
llEEPEST INTEREST. 


LETTER L 


To E. S. P. AND O. A. P. 

F -j», Jttljf \st, 1817. 

Most gladly do I take Ae first opportnnity of {touring 
out my long burthenrd heart to my. two eror dem-est 
sisters. It seems months since I sjmke to'you of those 
precious truths which I trust are far sweeter to us 
than hpncy or the honeycomb i but when my naughty 
rebeUious heart would sometimes raise the heavy sigh, 
truly .H is . quickly succeeded by the voice of joy ahd.. 
theJikjgivhig, whilst our eternal hallelujahs seem to.' 
aw^' upon my ear, and 1 catch a glimpse of tlutt 
hrilliaiit temple in which we are to serve our God day 
and night, in which* we shall ever sing and not be 
wei^, in which the name our Beloved wIB he 
echoed from tongue to tongue and.frmn harp to hai'p'; 
where'we may stand undisturbed and look back on' 
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die whidi y/e mae, and tell .eMh oUmt of the 

great ttraigs the Lord h;^ done Ibr w, -while ad* 
nuring Jiagele dull crowd around to hear worms tell 
. of a love and mercy to which they thenudves ore 
strangein. I pray God that we may be enabled to 
Jceep an eye more atediastly fixed on our home; I am 
aware yon will need it very, much; my heart does feel 
for you, when 1 think of you looking around in vain 
on the right hand and the left for me. 1 felt it sadly 
too much when you left me ; and where is our remedy 7 
Haa the go<^ the skilful Physician provided nothing 
for so painful a complaint? "Is. there no balm in 
Gilead?” Blessed, blessed be God, there is enough 
and to spare; yeu, more, it has been tried by many 
labouring under the like disonler, and never been 
known to foil in its salutary effects. When Abraham 
was called upon to leave his comitry, his home, bis 
friends, nature must have received many a deep and 
grievous wound; hut this precious balm more than 
healed him, made him stronger than before he re¬ 
ceived the wound. What did he fed, think you, when 
called upon to give up his laughter, his dearest joy ? 
Are you required to do this ? Turn your, eyes where 
he turned them in this trying hour; the cordial which 
suited his case will assuredly suit yours. Yes, look 
unto Him who will be better unto you ^au ten tlion- 
sand sisters-vloidc unto him w{io is invisible, but 
whom havii^ not. seen, you love; look unto that city 
whii^ hath foundations; confess that here you are 
but strangers and pilgrims, that you dwell in tents’, 
which. must soon be taken da>wn. And thm^fa herd 
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the curiaim are drawn tmrandi and yon see not tbo«e 
whom jour sonls lore, jet sood, very eoos, shaQ tlie 
veil be rent IB twain, the wall of sapot^ioh broken 
down, and on abund^ enlminco administered dnto us 
into one common home, to dwdl together, not for a 
year, not for million millions of years, but tat an 
unmeasured eternity. Here, then, may our gladdened 
eyes be fixed—here, I desire that mine should be fixed, 
even whilst poor weak nature Is dimming my natural 
eyes with tears. 

I es])ect that your path will be much more intricate 
and difiieult; but thanks be to God, we are not our 
own guides. You shall bear a word behind you, 
saying, “ This is the way, walk ye in it; when you 
turn to the right hand, or when you turn to the Irft; 
yea, more, the Lord shall go before you in the way, 
and the God of Israel shall be your rereward." He 
will not leave one of bis fainting, Imlting, wounded 
soldiers behind; he tarries with the reremrd, 'nor will 
he leave one, but bring the weakest and faintest home 
tp glory. For look, when they are oppressed, he bids 
tlieni lean on him, and leads them on gently; when 
tiiey can move no.further, he places them in liis bosom, 
and encircles them witK his everlasting arms. Oh, 
look , unto him, lay evmry difficulty in prayer befiWe 
him, make him your Counselldr, and you shall not 
gready err. 
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LETTER >1. 

. • TO; THE SaHE. ■ 

' Jatii. 26rt, ISlfiL 

.'As-nj time for writing to yool my (ver deareat naters, 
UTerjr limited, I is^t begin, tliough H be in »U the 
bustle of the €rst evening nt this pbtee; but where 
'riiall I'b^D or whore sb»Q'. I end the tale of my 
precious Lord’s loring-ldndness and tender mercies? 

, -Goodness and mercy have gone before, have followed, 
have embraced me on every side. How happy a place 
will that temple be, where we shall excel in stroigth, 
only to praise the Lamb; whei'e, instead of weariness 
we shall find increasing strength—instead of coldness, 
increasing -warmth—^instead of a burtlieniijg, deaden- 
; .hag tahemaele, a sjuritual body; yea, as surriy as -We 
have bonm the image of the earthy, so sorely shall 
wre hear the image of the heavenly. Mow |^ 9 rioii% 
j«mr second Adam 1 alte^ether iovefy; and yet we’ know 
w« shall be like him 1 In a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, while we gase bn hhn face to 
fipee, we shall be - tn^fumied into hit lil^ess—see 
- as hejis.- Wril thri» nay we'‘*,Cf»mfb)rt one ;i«>o- 
. tbo' widi’'these {* well may UiC "hands that 

. .hthig’dos^ be tiSbd: up, to take ho,hi'on such hies- 
w^ n^'^e fiadbie kne^ be confirmed as 
ibmnei|i|i^i:towsirds s^ d' country I But still 
'.V. the monm^R^onght wffl>1ai(l^ if'i^ sbunld 



153 


not be for me—if I should be deceiving myself^ 
if 1 should be B hypoerlte Bt last r” Mournful did I - 
say ? I flight have said bktted s fur these thbttghts 
are to be met with in that path only which leads to 
blessedness; here they often swarm, but they infest, 
not the broad road { the soul dead in ti-espassos and 
sins nover felt their sting; the traveller ‘Zionwards 
never escaped it. What then? are you to cherish 
them? Nay, but examine tliem well; look at the 
wound, luok at the consequences, and you will often 
hare reason to say, ** An enemy hath done this;” it is 
my part to wrestle against it. There are some whole¬ 
some, salutary fears, those which make us watchful, 
|n«yerful, and often B)>plicants to the good Physician ; 
of such it may he said, “ Blessed is the man that 
fearcth always.” But those which enfeeble the soul, 
which dim the eye of &ith, which clog, as it were, 
our chariot wheels, and make us to get on heavily 
in our pilgrimage—such as militate against , that glo.- , 
rions command, “ Rejoice in the Lord almay "—sueh 
are 4>sbonourable to our Captain, our lledcemeiv oiur 
Husband; such cause' him to look on his rdiil^^ 
(if 8u(di a thing be possible) witli anger, whilst ha is - 
grieved at the hardness of their hearts. Against sh<4|.; 

I chk'gb yuit to pray and wrestle; and while 
enemy, tranrformed into an angll of light, would t&lia 
you bestow on them the glorious appeilaUon of 
Bty,-MOO that the Searcher of hearts caR them not' 
pride, s^-righteousness, setf-sedung, ' 

ftd dimontent with that precious inbe ow^'jp)^ ' ■ 
▼■dmg,yea, the one whetn^th he^himself is dethi^v' . ; 
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He looks not for worttiioess,'but for willingness. If 
tbe Lord has made you- ? willing in the day of his 
power” to put on this robe, to be complete in this 
way,.attempt not to alter this plan; *‘thoa shall nut 
add thereto, nor dlaiinish therefrom.* When he ha.4 
said that he will be well pleased, shall we imagine that 
he wiS be dissatisfied? When he has said he will 
rejoice orer us, shall we think he will find fault with 
us ? " Hath he said, and will he not do it r* There¬ 
fore, “ ag^ I say, Rqoice.” Do the %aves and bil¬ 
lies rise h%h ? are your hearts nearly overwhelmed 
within you? Your Rock is higher^ than they. I.s 
your righteousness ragged and filthy? Ye are com¬ 
plete in Christ. Are you weak? Tlie strength of 
Omnipotence is yours. Are you'ignorant? Christ 
is your wisdom. Are you in bundle? He leads 
captivity captive. Yea, why speak I of one or two 
of the precious gifts.which be hath purchased for men, 
even for the rebellious? “Au. diings are yours.* 
Christ your Husband hath nothing in himself, in 
heaven, in earth, or under the earth, but it is yours 
by a covenant which cannot be broken. Things pre- 
tent, those which assume at times a gloomy aspect, 
even thete ue yours in the most glorious sense, yours 
in that covenant whose bond is love. 

May the choicest blessings attend yon, my beloved 
sisters. Fear not. God is with you. Love one another 
vrith pure hearts fervently; and may the God of love 
knit you' closer and closer to himself and to all his 
..ifbemhers.. . 





^.?^5' ■ 
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LETTER III. 

To THE Same. 

March 23i^ mS. 

I t>ii> Ter; much wish and hope to be aUe to answer 
my beloved sisters, but as no letter has yc% greeted 
ni; too wishful e;c8, and 1 know not how soon ;ou 

leave F-, I must write, lest you should AOt receive 

this in time, which I Hatter myself would be a great 
disappointment. Oh, that we prized the letter from 
our blessed Emmanuel as we do the few faulty lines 
of erring creatures; how is every word of the latter 
examiiKvl, thought of, talked of, dwelt upon; how is 
tiveiy cxjn-essiun of oifection sweeter than honey and 
the honeycomb; how eagerly do we desire to gratify 
every Uttio wish expressed therein; how do we admire 
every sentiment, which, if it is good, is only so iur 
good as it is Imrrowed firom the other slighted Epistle. 
What, corruption of the affections, what blindne^ of 
the nnderstandiug, what unspeakable ingratitude and 
baseness does this demonstrate! Where can we find 
such strains of tenderness, where such deeply interest¬ 
ing intelligence, where such glad tidingm where such 
bright and sparkling jewels, as in that pi^ogs letter 
from the King of kings which ofien lies for hours neg¬ 
lected, or is tsken up in form without aayRvdy.interest; 
as to its contents; whose glorious intell^^ee so sddom 
or so coldly becomes the subject of ctnofmntioo, whose 
mnhiplied expressions of tenderness meil^;\i^ so smidl 

;-h4- 
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a Mtnirn, whose mshea are 'ti ;6ttle ctin^ied with P I 
know Bot how it it you: I hale been speaking 
of arf own vilest self, and it is mj hajpiHness to hope 
aad believe that my beloved Lord hits not ttdu Helens 
>tb'bear widi> 1 wobld not dtiuk there were tuio lunong 
-his ransoised people who grieve him, dight him, and 
make him sueh retmms as I do. Faithfulness is truly 
tha girdle of his reins, a girdle wloch can never he 
hurst" asunder, or the mountains of mine iniquHies 
. would have burst it long since.' He is truly a God 
changeth not, iier^bre i am not, iemtiior be eon* 
sim>ed; haruig loved his owHi-he loved them even to 
end. Yea, there must ccuue a time when the Lord 
ihsU hate his own beloved Son ere he can bate me: for 
ii is the love wfaerewitli he hadi loved.him that he hath 
bestowed upon me, a love which floods of iniquity can¬ 
not quench; whudtlong nights of darkness, thick with 
dews of neglect, caimot dsmip; higher than the higiiest' 
jhountams of my eernqitions; deeper than the lowest 
deptk of my bkldea miquided; longer than the utmost 
length of strayn^ paths and vile departures; broader 
than the tremendous breaSths of my wida^ping- 
wounds} a.mantie which can. more than ooaoeal every 
deformity,'yeaj’ in which I dull be' tlie admiration of 
God, of aiigehi, of an usombled vrorid. Blessed and 
prused for ever be that love which tiio won¬ 

drous start over when none eye ptiedm^ when I' 
was most loathsome, and which my conipnstio w ate Be- 
demner, still dtiig^ to wcapdironnd'me^ though-1 am 
£khy and abonanabii^ oyeh^t^ die lo^dhing of myself ! 
What rettmu duli 1 make tssto the L<^P :;Oh my - 
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God, I can Inrt give thee (tf.dui^own; worle inmeiai 
wiU and to do. Edidite mo to ireave a little gament 
of love and cast it in the waj for thee to ride over, 
as thou ‘ goest forth conquering and to conquer. 
Plant and water nijr garden, that I nutj have some 
dowers to strew in thjr way. Indeec^. indeed, I ain too 
often an empty %'ine, too tdlen hringing forth, fruit 
unto myself; but thou (»iist make the desert a gar^n 
of the Lord; thou caiist cause, the myrtle to aprihg.u^ 
instead of the brier. Come, then, thou great Oreaser 
of the vineyard, and behold and. visit thy vine. Come, 
thou soudi wiind, and blow upon my garden; then let 
my Beloved come into his gardeiu and eat his pleasmt 
frut^ j ' . 

How have I been miming on about self; dmly do I 
lament this error in my letters, and daily repeat it, Oh 
my., injured, ray slighted Lord, enable .me to apeak .of 
thy righteousness; 'enable me to set forth thy beauties; 
enable me to silence self, and he thou ..idoae endfed in 
all I’Jay or do* How preeiaus, how very precious 
diiiuld this season malm our true paschal Lamb t how 
shWd it endear that I^riend who, would give, do sleep 
to his eyes, Bor'shtmher to his eyelids; who would not 
have where'-to lay his head, un^ being.numbered with 
the transgroKors, he lay in die grBi'e,.fbs^ he might 
; hewune the ..death of death, smootbe and. sweeten dial 
jksting-plaee fm* his beloved people, and purch^ for 
f them an etonial Sabbath; where thei^.dail Be no more 
' death, neither sorrow nor crying. How unsmrchahle 
that love'which would sheatlfo'the safpid o( justice tit 
. agonies wMdi it hodi not entered into ithe heavt of.man 
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to oonceWe t agoniei wbidi wrung from the King of 
Idngi, the jnigbt; Cod, fhosc drops of blood which 
■lone eMt.socure us when the itrengcr of blood pasM'S 
through tlds EgTpt. One litth' drop of that shall 
indeed speak better things fur us, shall turn the 
Avenger into the Protector, the iingrjr God into the 
reeonciled father. Thanks, thanks be unto God fur 
diis unspeakable I 

^ How hare I thought of mj beloved little flock as 
haring no earthly shepherd, while I have been feasting 
in green pastures, hat truly I count the greatest mercy 
of these mercies, not resting in them; feeling, as 
blessed be God I do, more weaned from the streams,. 
mo^ out of,love with every thing in this world. 1 am 
veiy happy, but I (rust 1 can sey mg God is my 
exceeding joy. I bear you often on my heart before 
the Lord, and I trust you do the same §ot me. May 
showers of blessing descend on you, and all arouud 
you! 


LETTER IV. 
To E. S. P. 


So your {)Oor hark had n{wrl|y i^hed the hing-dc- 
' sired haven, but the good Pilot baa seen a needs-be 
^^jl^for putting to sea once morm. When near onr port, or 
w^'when the sweet abode of rest appears at • great dia- 
f toce, yesb can scarcely be diseerne^vAea jllurni* 
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Bated by tbe Sun of Ri^bt^ousneM, its golden trails 
and sparkling turrets cheer the eye of .the tempest* 
tossed ni^ner, and he sees engraved in'characters 
of unchanging lore, here is rar oimsion, this shall 
be TUX rest for ever; or when clouds and darkness 
cover it, and he is not only tempted to ask whether 
he has a place in the celestial city, but whether there 
is a celestial city; when in deep distress he'rushes 
through a Scylla and Chitrybdis, or rides on the smooth 
but more dangerous calm of waters; (di be it ours 
to keep this flag still flying, still in sight, “ Jesus doetb 
all things well.” 

I feel sure, my beloved sis^r, you will have reason 
to testify this in the Lord’s late dealings towards 
you. I know nothing calculated to make Jesus more 
precious to a lielicver’s soul, to beat down sdf-con- 
fldence, imd to strip off any fllthy rags which are 
clinjpng to us as a eootring, tlian realising an ap¬ 
proach into the immediate presence of God, the tidcing 
our stand at his bar; gifts, graces, frames feeltoff*, 
all shrink back in dismay when tlie important ques¬ 
tion is put, " Who shall justify ?” Mountains of sin, 
legions of devils disappear us the morning dkiiid, 
when the Sith of Righteousness breaks forth and de¬ 
mands cxubingly, "who shall lay any thit^ to.your 
charge?” You, thanks to God, foiutd Jesus tlius 
precious to yon, yea, found his price rubies end that 
aU the tilings yon could desire'were not to be 
compared with him. I can now only pray that you 
may remember liim in health what yon iPound him 
in sickness; that that Frieud who has so eminently 



Umself as bora^for a<lversity, inay be your 
obbioc^ your dearest friend in all times of wealth 
aixi prbspericy*; that he who has so tenderly nursi-d 
you,. and made ^ your bed in your siofcness, he 
_vn whose bosom yon bas'e leaned, around whom you 
ha«e clung' in the hour of pain and peril, may still 
be your chosen resting place, your only ark when 
the Bonds are abated, and the water dried from off tlie 
face of the earth. Oh when, when will our hearts be 
weaned from broken cisterns? How many furnaces 
shall we oblige onr blessed Refiner to prepare for us 
ere this dross of earthly affetttions be purged from 
our souls? Ah, why*speak 1 thus? . Behold the 
leprosy has spread throughout the walls of our 
taherosel^ every stone must be taken down and laid 
m the dust, ere it eon be rmaored $ and then, oh bow 
blessed, how glorious, how entire a remu-vnl of 
every thing that can offend, all, all shall sink os lead 
in the mi^ity waters. Then shall we be clothed 
upon with onr bouse which is from heaven above, 
spiritual, pore, undefiled, everlasting' yea, what is 
sweeter than all, like tmto Orirt’s most glorious txidy. 
.^We Kirow that we shall be liko'. ihjhn.’’ - jMessied 
o^thranoe T iny soul, what weuldst thou more ? sdeoly 
tl^^ btayest be >v»^nt to tarry yet .t^. 
of m eye; then abalt thou wolw op in ihy OeatorV 
Hkeness, then sfaalt thou be folly samfied.. In your , 
'^''patience possess your sbuL says, if-' 

he oould imagine a blank in heaven,'lUi 'would ,be not 
' ^vdng it in our power to be instrumental in twinging 
souh to our adored Jesus. Oh then let us be content 
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to livo fur that which erca a hMveidj H& cani^ 
uiTord. Here only can we fee honoured with painfeid 
]ahi>ar« for our Beloved, hereafter we shall'havo but the 
pleaeanter ]>art of the work to perform, to rejoice over 
the prodig'ai. And remember for your cojafort end 
encouragement the warfare 18 elKompliah^, the 'Hc- 
tory ii gained, tlie Head triumphs, end he whose 
word is a command that cannot, bo broken, has wilted* 
that where he is, there shall we be also. I charge you 
not to give way to idle, hurtful fears, but rather be 
strong in fahb, giving glory to God. 


LETTER V. 

To THE Same. 

S—^H, July 181 §. 

1 CANNOT think what made my E— —y fancy that 
iny naughty wUl is so subdued. How difi&rent is the 
copy which 1 give of my' heart on paper, to the 
origin^ as seen by ray God; and yet, indeed, I hope 
I out mean .to gire ..80 unfaithfiiJ a representation. 
Indeed there lUretima when the gales of 8e>lf-wi}l UbvV;.' 
so s^ongly, when I strt^gle so hard to g&t the rudder . 
out of my blessed PiRyt’s hand, that, raeasuri^ his 
^oughts and ways by ray own, I ttip almort.Ied 


dude, he cawiot be njuet 6o^ if he leave me 
myself aid'break not .my stubborn will by suffering ' 
me to. split upon some dangerous rock. Bat no,^be - 
cannot, be will not. The covenant of peaipo cannot be ’ 




remoreda - ^bippilj' for .me, it i« rnAde between the 
imnptaUe Father and the immutable Sc^ aixi though 
hare jiatly ferfeited hi* foTour end proteetion mil- 
U(ms of time*, yet in my beloved surety !• uth safe, 
1 .am blessed. " His loving kindness will be not u^rly 
take from ktm, nor sitRer his faithfulness to bii. Once 
has he sworn by bis holimu, and he will not lie unto 
*David? I desire much for myself, and for you, my 
beloved sister, and for ail my brethren and sisters in 
the Lord, that we may see more of this blessed, this 
eternal covenant. It is the fountain-head of comfort, 
peace, and joy; it would animate our faith, our love, 
our zeal; it is promised as the privilege of those who 
fear the Lord; his secret shall bo witli them, and he 
will show lAem hi* covenuni. Plead this promise, 
and he who is faithful will reveal unto yon as much as 
dtall be for his glory. Not all our vileness, not all our 
corruptions can mar this secret engagement between 
the Fatlier and the Son, it is ordered in all things and 
sure; it is firmer than mountains and hills, it is in 
colours like unto an emerald, ever green, ever flourish¬ 
ing, the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever. Many 
parts of scripture will be much opened to yon while 
you keep an eye on tbii. It is a fountain, .wlucb, . 
unbelief, csrelestnes*, and ignorance bare long kept 
sealed from me. I have but. now. and then caught a 
drop from others as'-they were carrying away some of 
its refreshing waters. I now seem to know Jittfo more 


than that there U such a fbuoMn, opd am bfpngltt 
.daily to sit down in wondw imd admintion 
foot of it; and to pray, I^ord, L^rd,! open ine 



also. The theoi^ of It may be learneil &bm mant Imt 
the comfort, ihe life, the power of it ia' locked is 
that treasury which ao one can open but the Son 
David, wiio carries the keys of all his treasures on his 
shoul(ferg, " who openedi, and no man shutteth, and 
shutteth and no man openeth.’' 

But how I have wandered from the subject on which 
I set out! I meant to undeceive you about your notions* 
as to die state of my soul; but I ean scarcely ghmce 
at a wound, ere my whole atteution is takeu up with 
admiration of my good and skilfulJPhysician, and with 
that wondrous plan, whieh can bring a brand so ripe 
for burning to flourish in the courts of the Lord for 
ever. If we would see sin to be exceeding sinful, we 
must look at it os ftanUmed, we must believe that it is 
our Lord, our husband, against whom wo have sinned. 

1 never hate sin so much as when I hear my precious - 
Lord saying, ** I hare blotted it out.” I never feel 
so ashamed of my uncicanncss as when Jesus says, 

“ thou art all &ir, my love, there is no s{JOt in thee.” 
Do not, I entreat of yon, give way to a doubting frame 
of mind; it is not sufficiently wresded agmst, it is n<A 
suffiemntly hated by the cUldreu of God as that whidi 
BO grieves and dishououra theirJblessed Master. It will 
wear the cloak of humility, it wUl speak so plansiUy^ 
thaf'it oftencr meets'wHh approbatimi than with that... 
reprObension which is its doe. It may promote a legal 
bondage, but no filial^obedienee. It ipay keep idiTe 
that .ftar with , wbmh deyils tremlde, k^t none of that 
holy ^th which cherubim and seraphim veil their 
faces'iiibd w^thtp around the thrrae. Would you' 





work out jrow salvation with fear and tremUing, do it 
'"Wkh'the aMUranceihat “it is God winch worketh, and 
will work in 700, both to will fuid to do of his good 
. Measure.’' /. * 

I am thaukihl to hear that you are enahled to 
rejoice in our beloved C——'a joy, and to feel that 
Jfesiis hath done all thidgs well. I can ihlly sympa* 

Ihise in your feelings on your return to F-; ray 

naughty heart often shrinks back merely in the anti¬ 
cipation of it, but all these feelings are meights un¬ 
becoming those wh^are running a and a race too 
for such a prise. 1 charge iny omn heart, and I 
charge you, to endeavour to shake them off and lay 
them aside^ and to be careful of amassing fresh ones. 
1 charge yon, my precious children, to be jealous over 
your hearts whb respect to me; indeed, indeed, there 
is litde of -Christ in me, and that only you ought to 
love, that only you nuiy love with safety. .... I am 
nindi bettto in he^th; - only'pray for me that renewed 
streng^ may be but renewed activity iu my great Re¬ 
storer's service, that I may glorify him whether It he 
by liie tm.hy death, &e. See. 

'*■ 

■OLETTEE VI. ■ -' 

■ . ,.To TKE Sam*; '. ■ 

' ” . 31*^'-ilSlS.''". 

DEBPi.ir as nature will 0^ sorrow 

'of my bidoved cimd, 
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nionra, wonld'not Itave it otherTrise. . l^o, my dearest 

G- y, not even the apiritaal malady of which jod' 

compiuhi, that Tery torpor of soul with which a short 
time since I was overwhelmed, when if I had'energy to 
form a wish, I could almost have wished I had never 
been, and could not imagine but that the employments 
of heaven most .be a wearisome exertion, that state 
which I could with so much difficulty see written 
among the all things that must worh for my good, I 
am bound m gratitude to say 1 have experienced most 
fully and richly to bo bound up in that blessed cove' 
imut. I do feel a more utter aversion and loathing of 
myself; oh, may-I add a more simple leaning on my 
Beloved, a nmre eager jwessing forward .out of. the 
wilderness, a more lively looking out and hasting unto 
that liappy, happy country, wltore there shall in no 
wise enter anff thing that defil^; no shadow of a 
cloud of sin, bringing coldness said darkness on the 
soul: no possibUity of Over again grieving my pre¬ 
cious, iong-siiffitring I.,ard. Oh, when I think what he 
has been to mb I when I hated iny own company, and 
yet be would not leave me for due moment; when I 
cared not to speak to him, that he should have brought 
niie out of this horrible pit, this mire and riay which 
weighed down my scmlv and once mora have put a 
song of thanksgiving in my month—Oh, whq^il.a'God 
like unto our God! a friend like onto. oar.i|riend?. I,do 
truly; tUnk, could the .most partial of myt ea^hlj friends 
kno*r'ie6iat pames throe^ my heart fo t^’eounie of 
one .1 nsj^lit say,:.four; th^could n^ hut odder 
me,, ydk-h fr my joy and tsoihfori tb.know tiiat 



m^j’ good PKyweiaa ia acquainted with efeiy loathsome 
wouud, evcr^ poteifying sore. When none eye could 
pity me, none heart love me, the holy Jesus will spread 
the ddrt of 1 'ove over me: when I am black m my own 
sight, he speaks not of one blemish, but tells me I am 
without spot. I neveir can find any thing but lore and 
pity in his heart, and that makes me appear trebly 
vile. SometimiK, though assured lus love, I grow 
impatient, and am ready to say, " Lord, is my wound 
incurable ? why is it not healed ? could 1 not glorify 
thee more if thou wouldest rid me of this disease ?” 
thtti he assures me, what 1 understand not now, I sludl 
know hereafter $ he tells me, if 1 had not this wound 
kept open, others more dangerous would bretik out. 
He promises support nitder it, and tells me that in this 
way his power will be most displayed, his glory most 
manifested. 

Come then, my chUdren, “ hearken unto me, and I 
will tell you what the Lord hath done for ray souL” 
I wonld encourage yon to trust him, for indeed, in¬ 
deed, he doeth all things well. I shall soon be telling 
angels what he has done for me. Olvirfaat a heaven 
it will be to hear diein.''])raiee him for it 1 Do let us 
try and practise our eternal song on earth—take 
down your hai^. Can you say you are out of teU ? 
then praise the Lord. Can you my you ore still in the 
country wfam an invitatiou to heaven is sent? then 
praise the Lord. Can you say you have a desire to 
accept that invitation? then praise him with the best 
member that you have $ for assuredly you shall praise 
him for ever. . A dead soid oMinot' inheerely dteire $ ' 
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then jroors must alread; be passed i^m death ante life. 
You shall never come into condenination; a throne, a 
crown, a heaven is yours. Now then look into tins 
little list, and see if you cannot find one subject for a 
song, even a song of thaidEsgiving unto your God; and 
oh, may many hear itf and rejoice, and he more encou¬ 
raged to put their trust'in the Lord I Let the blessed 
children of Zion sing as they journey on their way, and 
endeavour to allure wretched, broad |oad travellers, 
into our ways of pleasantness and paths of pet^. 
Whi> would think, to see most of God’s children, that 
Jesus had bequeathed his own peace to them, and 
prayed that their joy may be full! What is it that 
cuts off these streams of peace and joy from our soul ? 
with some, ]ierhaps it is in part the dimness of the eye 
of faith: for myself, I must say iniquities are tiiey 
which separate between mo and my peace ; and I think 
I quite agree with our dear old minister,* " we shall be 
happy in proportion as we are haiy.” This will be our 
heaven to see Jesus as he is, and to be SAe hint; and 
surely it is our heaven begun here to gtdn mcaw and 
more of his liktUiess ; it is this the renewed, soul groans 
and pants after, it is the iacrease of this which gives 
inereaswof joy; it is the waking up in his perfect like¬ 
ness which will give full satisfkction to. the spnl, and 
joy fitt evermore, I am aware, however, that this hdl;^; 
happy Walk cannot, will not, be constantly atainUined, 
nay, I know ^at for wise and mysterious fcasons, Ckt- 
nsaaites are left in our hearts j hut aven thiae' enemies 

' The Be,»,llioma» ,Jcnsi.. 



shall be made to mhuster unto us, and nourish the ver}’ 
graces they would fiiin destroy; ^ese drive the af¬ 
frighted soul to Hedc for help at a tlirone of grace; 
these fiery flying serpents make him out of love with 
the waste howling wilderness; these infesters of liis 
path bruise his hoel only to hasten his loitering steps, 
and make him press on more eagerly to that laud whom 
they can never gain admittance. Oh, what a time will 
that be when me gh in with him to the marrifge supiicr, 
aad hear Me door every enemy'shut out for ever, 
and ourselves safely enclosed within the everlasting 
gates! ^ 

'• My heart has been talking to God and man of your 
party lying down and ruing uj), sitting in the house 
and walking by dte way. I trust it may be a soul- 
strengthening time to you all. You may gpiess I have 
rather knged to be with you, but though tossed about 
at first, my heart has now through grace returned unto 
its onljrest, and is enjoying a peace which passeth alt 
auderstfto(hng. It is, however, a joy that I am much 
iiidumd-to sift and suspeot, for I am particularly well 
la bodfly health, and I fear lest a good deal.should bo 
aniaud spirits, which you know, ran high ^ Bit 
veil. 
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LETTER VIL 
. To THE Sams. 

AuguU 12M, 1818. 

.... On looking' back'to your letter, I find there is 
a queetion still unanswered, a qoestion wbicli I could 
spend eternity in answering, and ever find something 
new to say, sonmthing more of my own exceeding vile- 
ncss, and the abundant riches of grace in Christ Jesus. 
You ask me when, and how, I was cmn'verted. Far a 
brief and very imporfeot sketch riP this blessed time 
and event, I must refer you to my journal, in which, I 
believe, 1 was tolerably faithful to what was going on 
in my heart—a heart more resolutely bent on the pur- 
suit of rest and enjoyment on earth, I can scarcely 
imagine—I say puranit, for I certainly never overtook 
them. My Ck>d was then the applause and love of 
fellow-worms, and oh I what costly SMrifices did I make 
to it! For this I studied, I read, I meditated: but 
bow opm I describe to you the vanity, the emptiness eS 
my labours! How can I tell you the vexation of ^furit 
they cost met When 1 seemed nearly to have reached, 
the jnnnacle of my desires, iand, in anticipation, beevd: 
myself spoken of as a rmuarkably clever and pecuUariy 
sensible girl, I beheld another before me; I heard of 
another that fisr outwent me'; chilling envy blasted mj 
hopes f I again sunk back, but ag^n began to toil up 
the hilL Truly I had a hard task-master. At this 
time mind and body were preying on earii other. I was 
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morose sullen, wretched. A Bupericn* exeellenc; in 
any one was a sufficient ground for jealousy, and you 
will scarcely believe how strongly I felt it towards my 
own sisters. 

But Oiough possessed with this frightful legion, 
though anxiously desiring to dwell among the tombs, I 
must acknowledge that I often endeavoured to bind 
them with cords and chains of my own manufacturing; 
but this only served to discover more of their Strength 
and malignity in breaking the ihains asunder and cast¬ 
ing the ocmds away. The season of Lent was, I think, 
almost as long as I can remember, a time when I was 
very much engaged in this employment. I cannot now, 
wiUiout shuddering, thiidc of the solemn vows with 
which again and agmn I bound myself to the Lord, 
and called upon him to record that in heaven which I 
was about to trample under foot on earth. The walls 
of your present apartment were witnesses to these awful 
transactions; and had the stone cried out of the wall, 
and the beam out of the timber answered it, to proclaim 
my shame asd pronounce my condemnation, thou, O 
my injured Lord, mightest have been justified when 
they spoke, and (dear, when th^ thus judged. Ido not 
Mieva I then ever thought myself tleterving of ever¬ 
lasting bnmings; but I eould not bat frel my total 
nnpreparedness for heaven; nay, such was the enmity 
of my heart against God, that eould I have made out a' 
title to heaven, I believe I should have chosen a title 
to helL. There was nothing gloomy, noting tedious, 
nothing wearisome, which 1 did not attach to my ideas 
of heaven: and well do. I remember, when a dear, 
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partial friend, to comfort me in a time of aickoem, 
(when 1 was always rerj low>s]urite4) said, “ You 
have nothing to make yonmelf unhi^py about, you will 
go to a, bettmr world if you leave this,” the bitter 
tears which thb assueaiice cost me, the loathing with 
which my ntdioly soul coDtem[dated a hotter world. 
And now, you may W4dl imagiue, I had a horror of 
dying, feeling, as I did, that to whichever worl4 I 
went, I MMSf he wretched. How fearfrl was I of falling' 
asleep lest death should come upon me, fopUsiily think* 
ing I could keep it off by waking and wntdinig. A 

birth-day which I spent at N . n, I think in 1813, 

seemed to thicken my gloomy cloud. H——y read 
a sermon (of Paley’s, 1 think,) on the love of God. 
However dark the poor author might he on the subject, 
he eonvincod me of one thing,> that I had no love to 
God. I could almost wish to sec the room again where 
I slept, and to sit down once more in the well-remem- 
hered spot, where, with streaming eyes and a bursting 
heart, I wrote in my journal, as the last hour of my 
birth-day struck, “ I see nothing but everlasting burn¬ 
ings before me, and I cawnot turn out' of the w^.” 

I was brought to. this conclusion, not to much fimm a 
conviction of sin, os from the assurance I felt that one 
who so bated God must be wretched, and that thc^ 
was no heaven made fw such. O how did I wish 
1 bad never d>een bom I What would I not have ^ven 
to have been annihilatodl 1 diould be ungrateihl did 
I not here confess fhtdi my beloved O——*s letters 
often drew a veil over promised pleasures, and tended 
to nourish aqr idutary uneasiness, though they did imt 

■i2 ' , ' 
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exiictly point out a remedy for me. I now went about 
yet further, .and worked still harder, to make myself 
meet for the inheritance of the baints in light. No old 
monk, perhaps, ever practised much greater austerities 
than I did, continually thwartitig my bodily ujipetites 
to the satisfaction of the more inghtfiil and hungry 
spiritual ones of pride and vain glory. 

At this time hearing that one was expected at F-, 

who had long flattered my vanity, and taken ]tosscssion 
of my carnal heart, I had now new prospects, new 
schemes, new desires. I may truly say, at this jieriod, 
I was greedy of destruction. I tremble when 1 sec 
myself hanging by a single cord, as it were, over un- 
fatboinable ruin. I would be thankful, I would love 
much, when i remember that that was a c«nl of ever¬ 
lasting love, held by the hand which I iiailiMl to the 
tree. The time arrived, the time when I would fain 
have put the Lord far from me: when I tried to escape 
every thought of him myself, but tried only to discover 
tliat I was linked by a chain that I could not break. 
It were vain Ui attempt to relate to you all that jHissed 
between me and my (lod during this month: 1 love to 
talk to him about it, to go to blni with that swp(;t plea 
for intimacy and lovo, “ Thou hast known my soul in 
adversities; when my spirit was overwhelmed within 
me, then thou knewest my path." 1 am really over- 
whelnted, wbrni I review the tenderness, tjie love, and 
the pity with which he bore with mo. I may well say, 
“ His entleness hath made me great." I laboured in 
the very fires to please the creature, and to he pleased 
and satisfied by it. Even then, 1 would have set up a 
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throne fur him in mr heart, and trampled upon my God. 
CovM thing but God have aatUficd me, and ^ven 
me rest find peace, gladly would I have taken it. I 
had just sufficient sight in my soul, to discover that 
there was xomMUng wanting ,in one, whom I strove to 
think perfection —what it was I could not say—and this 
was my strange answer to him. Oh days to be much 
remembered, striigglmg to ftdlow my Moses out of 
Egypt, yet struggling likewise to keep peace with my 
I’horaoh, even on the hard conditions of making brick 
without straw. One hour, fancying music in my chains, 
iipparoiitly happy and eoiilcnteil in my old master’s ser¬ 
vice ; the next hour, prostrate iii my room in an agony 
of teiirs, wearied with his sorvicei and longing for, yet 
afraid to try, another master. Ah, my precious Lord, 
thou only canst know how I now served thee, how 
ofum my heart would have thrust thee away, aud said, 
“ I will not have this man to reign over me T At 
lengUi 1 was carrier/ through such a line of conduct us 
broke the hands I would have strengthened .... I 

truly was not myself during the last breakfast.. 

While man thought I felt nothing, my God js witness, 
what a bleeding heart I endeavoured to suri'cnder to 
him. And oh, that I iiuiy witness before men and 
angels, how tenderly he healed the wounds, how gently 
he probed, when necessary, how gladly he poured in 
the oil and wine, bow he rejoiced over a heart so vile, 
that I could not bear to keep it fig myself, and only 
gave it to him because I was tired of it 1 Truly, my 
Jesus, it was thou who didst spread thy skirt over me, 
when I was yet lying in my blood. TImu madcst mo 
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comely through thy comeliness, and fragrant through 
the sw^ odour of thine atonement. ^ 

With the very, very little knowledge I then had of 
myself, you will nut be surjirised to hear that I fancied 
my Dagon was utterly demolished, and God the sole 

possessor of my heart.About a month afterwards 

an erent took place, which showed me that Dagon 
was oidy a little broken, and still erected o[^8ite to 
the ark. The 28th of February, 1814, .lehoralt made 
bare his holy arm, and did indeed overthrow him; 
how great was the fall thereof. My prison dimrs were 
hurst, niy chains broken. “ My son, give me thine 
heart,” was a command as cheering and delightful to 
roe, as it before haS been melancholy aod irksome. 
Had I possessed millions of Imarts, I should have 
thought them too few to give to my beloved I^rd. 
Though ray treatment of him had been so peculiarly 
base, I felt nothing like fear, restraint, or reserve; Lis 
company was all I desired; my only sari moments were 
those when I was forced away from him ; I leaned on 
his bosom, and entered into rest. It was my day of 
espousals, and never did a bride so rejoice in her 
bridegroom, as my soul rcjoiced in her Beloved. And 
now methinks, as to what followed, I would defer 
s])eaking much of it, till I get within the new Jeru¬ 
salem, and hear the gates for ever closed against pride, 
vain-glory, and self-applause ; till I could feel sure that 
the speaker and the hearer would ascribe aU praise 
unto him to whom alone it is due, I was indeed very 
zealous ; but how much self-seeking, how much animal 
feeling, how much idea there was of making myself 




more deserving of xaj Saviour hj my works, he alone 
knows. From that time to tJie present hour, I luipw 
not diat { have had a question of my safety for more 
than ten minutes at a time. Tliough I have had some 
gloomy, wintry days, and though my manners in the 
wilderness, since the day that I knew iny precious 
Lord, liave been abominable, I should hope beyond 
what ho suiters from any other, yet goodness and 
mercy have followed me all the days of my life, and 
I am ciiableil to .sing on my r<Mid, however rough, “ t 
shall dwell in the honse of the Lord for ever.” 

My pajKT is nearly full, aud yet I seem to have told 
you nothing; nothing as I ought to liavc told you of 
boundless love, and boundless sin; but indeed, I never 
retraced my step.s on jiaper before, and have seldom 
related them to any one. If tliey load you, my beloved 
sister, to {traise and trust my very gracious Go<l, I shall 
rejoice in having sent them, aud comjdied with your 
wish, instead of choosing a subject, whieli, I should 
have guessed, would have been more profitable. Only 
let me caution you not to bo ca.st down by any thing 
I have said, as though no uliaugc hod taken place in 
you. There are thousands now’ around the throne, who 
cannot say exactly Aotr or tpAert they were converted. 
He has led many blind by a way which they knew not; 
and they scarcely 0 ]>eued their eyes, or dared to think 
they were in the way to the celestial city, till they 
beheld the Lamb' face to face, without one cloud 
between. Do you think you could love him tf you {?ot 
there ? Do you think you could like to hear him 
praised ? Then, bo assured, though it was ui a time. 
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and in a manner you knew not, he that b mighty to 
save hath fadccn away that heart which is enmity against 
himself or rather, hath implanted another heart, wliich 
shall be more than'conqueror over the uarnal mind. 


LETTER Viri. 
To O. A. P. 


S - m, Avffutt^th, J819. 

.I WAS hajipy to see your handwriting once 

more, and especially as it conveyed such haj>py 
tidings. There u a fceliitg, I cannot exactly say 
its source, but it is something like shame and fear, 
which we are apt to feel when we would s)icak of the 
more gracious dealings of the Lord towards us. While 
we are not ashamed of dishonouring and grieving our 
God from day to day with larger and doleful accounts 
of wlmt is left undone, how backwanl are wc to speak 
of what he has done, is doing, will do. Oh Satan, 
Satan, how dost thou dread, how dost tliou hate to 
hear us practise a song which we shall sing through 
eternity! whilst our God esteems himself honoured by 
those who offer him praise. Oh may we tlien praise 
him while we live, be busied in telling of what he has 
done, and assuredly be will never leave us without 
some subject for our song. I know not wlmt to say 
about F-and Broadstairs, except that it i$ all set¬ 

tled to a moment, and that as sliall be most for our 
good and the glory of our God,.... I have begged 




A- to tell you something of the Lord’s gracious 

dealings with me, and fain would I call upon every 
thing that hath breath to praise him, though my own 
heart, uks, reumins too silent, and ray poor life speaks 

little to his praise. Mr. S- inquired particularly 

after and prayed much for you. I coidd have liked 
that you shoidd Imve heard him s{jeak of the happiness 
of believers, as eunsisting so nraeh in what he called 
meeting the I.s.)rd iu his providences, desiring Unit he 
should “ work in us that which is leeU pleasing in his 
sight” surrendering ourselves to him. for hint *0 ac¬ 
complish all the giHid pleasure of his will iu us and 
hy us, nut struggling against his way anil will; Im- 
lieviug that he is doing just right with us. Oh. 
cultivate this, n conjideure in your eovenuiit-keoping 

God. Had you seen Mr. S-, you would indeed 

have witnessed that the ways of wisdom are wavs of 
pluusaiiUiess. All that this poor world could offer 
would apiKsar truly a {minted huhklc. We seemed to 
be at the gate of heaven us we liatened to him {nmrlng 
forth the {iraises of his God and Saviour, and bearing 
testimony to his goodness. 

My time is gone ; I would say to you, jiray without 
ceasing. In every thing give thanks, rejoice evermore, 
grieve not the Spirit. He stcdtiist, uunioveable; the 
coming of your Lord draweth nigh. The Lord make 
you grow in grace and in the knowledge of him ! 
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LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

January, 1820. 

I MUST not g’hre tou room to be jealous, and indeed 
too gladly would I fill sheets to you had I time to do 
so. I liavo been feeding in very green pastures, and 
should we meet, I hojie I shall l>c enabled to remem¬ 
ber much to tell you. .... I hope I have been led to 
pray much for you all at the oi>eniug of this year, the 
first we have entered upon absent in bo<!y, but oh t 
how sweetly united! what cause for praise that we are 
beought into the same padi, have the same guide, and 
the same home in view ! anil such a little sjK*ck lying 
between! Nay, in the purpose of our God we are 
already at home. “ Come unto Mount Zion!” Yet 
every step of the way should be precious while tiicre 
is aught to do for him, a jewel to pick up for his 
crown, a member of his precious bo<ly to which we 
may minister. May he honour yim with full employ¬ 
ment by the way, and give you on abundant entrance 
into his everlasting kingdom 1.... I have hail much 

conversation with-; he is very devoted, but has 

much to loam in the school of Christ; a lalie in roit- 
flid, and therefore unable to support those that are 
under it; afraid of giving the children their own bread, 
lest dogs should catch at it. You may imngiive we had 
both much to say—may he be led to trust God more 

with his own plan of saving souls!. May the 

choicest blessings rest upon you. 
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LETTER X. 

i 

• To TH^ Same. 

1820. 

I’ef.ciocs Sister, how very, very little did we think, 

when we |>arted in my little room at W- , how 

widely and how loiij; our paths were to be separated ; 
but how unspeakably sweet is it to know that they 
meet at the end, if not before. I more than ever 
see the tender mercy of my God in brinffing you so 
early into the narrow way. What would it have been 
in these long se[>arntiuus from those whom I love as 
my own soul, ha<l you been wandering on tlte dark 
mountains, had there been a shadow of room for the 
question, “ sitall I meet them when I reach my home ?” 
Oh that our only desire may be to mark every step of 
the way with our chetirful services, as our God has 
marked them with showers of blessings! I pray that 
you may enjoy much of your God during this season. 
They that seek shall find; and the more you are with 
him, the more will you desire to be with him, the 
more you ifig into your treasure, the richer you shall 
find it. The Lusn is the portion of your soul. 
May you enjoy your portion! tho very words contein 
untold, tuikuowu treasures. Take diligent heed unto 
your soul, keep it with aix diligence, your enemies are 
most diligent. Especially 1 would entreat you to beffin 
the day with God. Riso early. Your God waits to 
hear your voice betimes in the morning; be you ready 
also tg bear his. I would rMomraeud the solitary 

I 4 
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; it is tberu that I enjoj most of sit (lod, but 
you may differ in this respect. I should tremble for 
that day in which you had not had a realizing' view of 
God in Christ ere you entered upon it. May you be 
enabled to adorn the doctrine of your precious Saviour 
in all things. May all take knowledge of you that 
you hare been with Jesus, and see the beauty of the 
Lord your God upon you. There are many burdens to 
bear for one another, many infimiities -with which to 
forbear, many failings which require a large mantle of 
love for their concealiuent, many errors which coll upou 
us to look fur our own unobserved faults. 

1 may stay no longer w^ritiug to you. Kindest re¬ 
gards to all dear old village friends. 


LETTER XI. 

To TUE Same. 

H’-r, Jaru 1820. 

Beueve me, were I only to consult my own fond 
heart, I should give up many a morning to you; 
but then I should not feel happy after it. I should 
condemn myself in the thing which 1 allowed, and 
feel that T 'hod been robbing God. Not but what 
I always hope and pray that he will teach me how 
to speak a word in season to your precious souls; 
but if 1 may speak to you and many more dear 
<duldren at the same time, and if I may fee^ many 
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of hig dear Iambi) together frith tbose so peculiarly 
dear to me, would you not have it so ? and whilst he 
draws me each morning to the posts of his gates in¬ 
quiring what he would hare me to do, praying that I 
may spend and be spent for him; whilst, he conde¬ 
scends to stand by me iu my little work to assist and 
encourage, I seem to act a deceitful and ungrateful, 
treacherous part, when I decline the work assigned 
me: I look upon it as a s(m>cuiI mercy and answ'cr to 
prayer, his having led me to see that is my allotted 
task. Much have I Iwen buffeted, and much have I 
suilored on this head, hut he has graciously measured 
the time <if trial, and has come to niy relief early. 
Should he never heneiit one precious soul by it, I have 
abundant ouise to bless him for the food and refresh¬ 
ment he conveys to my .soul while meditating on the 
jiorlion on which I am about to write, or I should say, 
for the unsought, uuiooked-for swo'tuess which flows 
into my soul whilst copying, and Jiaying rather more 
tliuu a common attention to his blessed word.* 

I was writing this muriiiug on Gen. xlv., and had a 
refreshing view by faitli of the grand revelation of 
the true Joseph to his brethren, his sweet anxiety that 
tlicy should remember their sins no more, his rest and 
rejoicing iu his loro towards them, his will that they 
should dwell with him, and know {Kivcrty no more; 
the joyful acclamations amidst the innumerable com- 
}tany of angels, when the brethren of the Lord are 
come, when he sues of the traviul of his soul and is 


Alluding to “ Scripture Stories,^ which she was then writing. 



satisfied. Oh, tliere is so very, very much in it. But 
yon srill pobably see my poor thoughts upon it, either 
in manuscript, or in print. 

la my reading to-day, I was much struck (though 
not for the first time) with the account of ibe milch 
lone which were to <mrry back the ark to Israel. I 
could rejoice and I could wwp over these animals. 
I could blush at my nun-rcsemblunce, and pray to bo 
mode like unto them. The necks, on which never 
yoke bad come, submit to be tied to the cart which 
bears the ark of the (iod of Israel, the loved young 
ones arc shut up from them; ami williugiy do they turn 
their backs on them, :uid leave theuj tluit they may 
serve tlie God of Jacob. Keenly ns nature felt, aud 
loudly os she uttered her luoaus, they hearken nut unto 
her; onward they go, taking the straiglit way, turning 
neither to the right hand nor to the left. At length, 
having arrived where an accei>tahle olFcruig can be 
made to the Lord, they stop, their work is done, aud 
they are presented as a burnt ofieriug to the God of 
Israel. Here may the most devoted ('hristian gate 
and blush; here may the least devoted look and take 
courage. The hand which yoked the will of the miieh 
kine, which overpowered the cries of iwturc, whieh lod 
them straight forward, aud brought them to stand as 
willing victims when their work was accomplished, 
Aat hand is not shortened. May we feel its blessed 
power and toko courago. On the other hand, how¬ 
ever devoted, we cannot excel tiicso milch kiue, aud 
must acknowledge, that to the hand which wrought 
thus powerfully upon them, we |^we all we ore, and 
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have, Bad do» that is good or proittaUc, and that 
boafiting must b« excluded, when we see the mighty 
Putter working thus powerfully on the clay even of 
animals. 

.... How foolishly desirous Is nature that every 
cross should be removed from the path of tny own 
loved ones, though the spirit Is well assured that it is 
good for a man that he bear the yoke in his youth. 
Yes, blessed l)e Gtal, I do f«*el guile assured you have 
not ono useless trial, one unprofitable difficulty; and 
tliougb where you now arc staying, man may be the 
instrument of jwtting many in your way, for which he 
can assign no good reason, the huger of God is in it, 
and has laid a blt«sing under every cross; a blessing 
which yoti could not gi't at but by taking up that very 
cross. Endeavour to cultivate an assurance that he is 
leading you by the right way; that it 11 the way to 
Zion ; and 1 think, however rough, you will be able to 
say, “ cheerful is evkkt jiath which leads to HO*re.” 

I have been delighting lately in Isaiah—the won¬ 
derful, glorious arguments entered into by Jehovah 
and his elect servant, for the saving of sinners, and 
the glorifying of the blessed TriiiKy in their salvation. 
How striking are ch’^ xlix. and 1. uu the subject 1 how 
humbling, yet how encouraging, ch: li.! How beauti¬ 
fully descriptive of the helplessness of man and the 
power of God! What dt>es the stone do for itself 
when hewn out of the quarry? If we may s^iedk of it 
as having any power, that power is to resiH, to cling 
to its natural situation. And when he has taken the 
trouble to hew us out, will he leave us? Does he ever 
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spend bis strength in vain and for nought ? And when 
be has delirered us from such a state, can we ever Iw 
in a situation in which he eautitif deliver us ? May it 
encourage us to put him in reinemhrauee, to call upon 
him to awake and stir up his lore. 


LETTEH XII. 

To THE Sa.WE. 

iV-w, April 8<//, 1820. 

I MUST begin a letter, though I feel but little e<|ual 
to writing. My heart has toiled ahing the road 
to —, anc^ feels lost and overwhelmed in stupid 

amazement.Then I turn within, and mourn over 

this evil heart of unbelief, which does so basely limit 
him who hath hitherto wrought such wonders for 
us. I breathe out my desires to my God, and some¬ 
times I catch the distant sound, “ Be it unto thee cv<'n 
as thou wilt.” Yet, blessed lie God, in the midst 
of this rough and stormy sea, one precious anchor 
of my soul is kept fixed—“ Jesus doeth all things 
wellI can trust him as doing what is right, themgh 
I cannot trust him fur answering the desires of my 
heart. I am assured that very shortly I shall be able 
to shout aloud, “Just and true are thy ways, thou 
King of saintsthough now they may be very con¬ 
trary from the ways which my heart would mark out. 
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The gorernment is on Eminanuel’E shoulders j be this 
enough for us to know ; jea, let us be glad and rejoicet 
whilst we behold all thiiigs in heaven and in earth 
given into the bauds of One who was dead for our 
sins, who is risen for our justification. What good 
thing can he withhold, who withheld not his precious 
life from us, who shares his tlirone, his crown, his 
kingdom, all he is and all ho has, with us ? Ah ! how 
sad is it that we should grieve suci a friend bj our 
little faith, that we should dishonour one so faithful, 
so true, by qu<»tioning his word and promise. May 
he shame us of our unbelief, that our unbelief bring 
us not to shame ! I thhik be will show all his people, 
one day. how they tied his bands and locked up his 
treasures, hy this strong sin. “ He «>uld do no mighty 
work tliere,” is a strange account of One who can do 
all things, and surely points out very strongly, that 
ho has choseu faith as the channel through which he 
will convey his mercies. “ Lord, increase our faith 1” 
What a day will that be when faith is swallowed up in 
sight! Oh, etcriuil things ! how near, how very near 
arc they in reality! to what a distance removed by 
unbelief! WImt a step between us and our place 
around the tlirone, in the company of thousand thou- 
saiuls, in the open vision of the precious Lamb! May 
you be enabled tb stand on the threshold in spirit, glad, 
must glad, to step into tho full enjoyment of that which 
you have been gazing upon with longing eyes, when¬ 
ever he who has apiminted the moment shall be pleased 
to beckon you. May you stond thus gazing on the 
glories of your home, nntil your eye becomes dim foV 
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every thing on this side of it! May ^ou mark woU its 
treasures, until the thorns and briars which cross your 
path are forgotten by your willing feet! May you 
count up its blessedness, until he who was made I 
curse to purchase it for you becomes unspeakably pre¬ 
cious to your soul, and obtaiiw his blood-bought place 
there I What manner of people ought the people of 
God to be ? Children of the Most High t heirs of 
pod: fellow citizens with the saints j the peculiar 
treasure of the King of kii^ ; the sister, the love, the 
spouse of the Lor<l God of Hosts; exalted to heareit 
in privileges; too often debased to hell in their walk 
and conversation! Oh, the heights, the dejilhs, in a 
believer’s soul! Well is it that the heights, and depths 

in the love of his God are immeasurable. 

Tuesday .—I waited for this morning’s jiost, hoping 

1 might hear from you.I trust you have 

found this a refreshing season to you, a spring-timcT in 
your soul. Every bursting bud speaks in animating 
language, and tells of better things to come ; it s[ieaks 
the faithfulness of our God, the sure departure of our 
wintry season, and the glorious body iweiNircd for us. 
Soon, very soon, my Wloved sister, shall our cold, 
stormy, dark, and dreary winter be over and gone; an 
eternal spring shall dawn upon us; our Sun shall no 
more withdraw himself; it shall be a woruing without 
clouds; the voice of love alone shall be heard in our 
land. Who that had never seen the change in the 
natural world, looking upon the naked (apparently 
almost lifeless) shrub, could form an idea of what it 
diall be, when covered with beauteous leaves and 
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flovrers? Tims it doth not indeed vet a[^ar whst 
we shall be; aitd when we feel the barren, almost 
lifeless stote of our souls, we can scarcely give 
credit to a God, when he speaks to us of tlie gio> 
riuus change which shall take place; when he tells 
us that we, who liave stood comparatirely like dead 
trees iu his garden below, shall soon blossom and 
bud, yea, become every thing that is great, lovely, 
and glorious, for we shall be like him. Lift up your 
head tlieii, for your j|pring draweth ni^. Trees, 
shrubs, birds, flowers, diall nut long moke the be¬ 
liever sigh and blush, as they c»u tell him of a better 
spring fur them thiin he cau find in his own soul. He 
may look forward to a (ar more glorious spring, when 
the desert over which he now mourns shall blossom as 
the rose, and rejoice with joy and singing. Happy are 
the people who are iu such a case! . . .. 


LETTER XIIL 
To TUE Same. 

H - df June.4th, 1821. 

I FEAR you hare been thinking it long since you 
heard from me. It m a comfort to me to think 
how miieh better a letter you have by you, titan 
any your poor sister could w'rlto. It i$ sweet to 
remember that you have a Friend, who has premised 
never to leave you. It it (pticting to know that you 




have an tn&llible Counsellor { that while many a long 
mile lies between me and my loved sisters, your own 
God is dwelling «ri^ you, yea, and sUl be in you. 
How unceasingly ahhuld we thank him for bringing 
us to the knowledge and enjoyment of tliesc sweet 
truths, ere he separated our pntlis through the wilder¬ 
ness : without this, what an aching, what an anxious 
separation would it be! Oh! that all that is within 
us may bless the Loan! exercise yourself in this; 
search out causes for praise; Ipeuk up the everlasting 
springs, and let them flow forth in the desert. Ht> wlio 
looks for matter of praise, shall never have matter of 
praise to look for; and these streams arc refreshing t<j 
ourselves and to all around us; yea, they are streums 
of gladness to souls riclier far in joy, even those who 
have entered into the joy of their I.okd. To assist 
you in this, let me beg you to give a part of the time 
devoted to prayer, to praise and thanksgiving; 1 am 
painiully aware, that it is an employment in which our 
souls arc very dull and sluggish ; hut I must add, we 
do not practise them in it as we onght. 1 .ike ungrate¬ 
ful beggars, we go off, when we have asketl for what we 
want, forgetful of what we have received, unthankful 
for the precious promises of what we arc yet to receive. 
This tends to nourish that coldness and ingratitude 
which lock up the main spring of exertion and de- 
voteduess. If you can find no present mercies to he 
thankful for, (hut where is the day, whore is the 
hour, of which this complaint may he nuule?) then 
turn an eye backw&rds to that love with which you 
were loved before the foundation of the world. Txiok 
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onwnnl to what shall be (loue for you, when time shtJl 
be no more. It bccoiiicth well the justified soul to be 
thankful: if tltig is not, I know not the created thing 
that should be so; and how kind b it of our gracious 
King to consider these acknowledgments of his worms, 
os hmaurinij him! May he enable us to honour him 
yet more and more! nmy he teach us in every thing to 
give thanks, and tunc our harps, without delay, for his 
perfected, chosen choir above! But truly we know not 
what wc usk, when we desire this; nor teouU we know. 
Thanks to our God that he will give us no larger 
burden than the present moment to hold. Doubtless 
there must be many, and very ))ainful, soul-emptying 
disjiensatious, ere every chord within will be in har¬ 
mony to “ Worthy art thou, O Loud,” &c. Confliots, 
crosses, and losses are the must correct tuners of our 
golden harjis; and when we sweep the strings above, 
wc shall find and aekiiowliMlge that not buc cunfiict, 
cross, nor loss, could have been .s]iare«l. 

Aud bow goes on the study of the Scriptures ? I do 
so long to give you each a large Bible. Remember I 
reserve this pleasure for myself, so don’t get nor receive 

one from any other.. 

I should like to know your employments for every half 

hour! Tell me every thing.Do diligently 

inquire of yonr Master every morning, what he would 
have you do tlirough the day. Do simply aud faithfully 
wait for hix answer, and shut your ears against your 
own. Pray that your whole heart and spirit may stand 
ready, and say, “ Here am I, send me." Beware of 
gainsaying or dictating to so wise a Master. That b 





*190 

frightiiil but cominon language, “ Send bj tbe band of 
himurbom thou »houldc*t svnA” (for so tbe original 
stands.) Maj the Loan silence sudi unbecoming 
langw^ in the hearts of aU his honotu^d serrants, 
and enable them to say, " WAat thou wilt; w/iett thou 
wilt; how dioii wilt.” 

Tell me what part of the Scriptures you ore reading, 
what other book you are reading. &c. Lot me be a.s 
much as I can with you. I hope you read the Missionary 
Registers; their contents are calculated to “ make the 
hune man leap as an hart, and the tongue of tlic dumb 
to sing.” Tell me how tbe Association is going on . . . 

. Dear —, 

of whom yon beard me speak, is declining very fast, 
but he has a hope full of immortality, blessed be God! 


. Do, fh eantcstly pray for me, 

my beloved sisters ; 1 do stand in the nudst of many 
and g^eat dangers: so courted, so caressed. Yet, Lord, 
thou knowGSt. Ah! that is hmubihig. 


LETTER XIV. 

To THE Same. 

H - d, July WOt, 1821. 

It has indeed been a joy to hear from you, and in our 
widely separated path, to catch some of the notes of the 
songs of Zion from your harp, is to hear melody indeed; 
to hear that which has often made me take my harp 
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from tfae villowsi and Itas put a new >ong into my 
mouth, . «Ten praire unto our God. To see you, though 
faint, yet purmitig, is one of my Tery truest joys, and 
I desire to thank my Gdd for it. May you be enalded 
to pret» on, may yon never turn again until every foe 
be made your footstool! Remember, we have no 
armour for the hack. MTiilst we liave every security 
in facing the enemy, and wrestling against him, the 
promised safety of a retreat insures wounds and dis¬ 
tress. Give AI.I. diligence to make your calling and 
election sure to yourselves and to those around you. 
How cruelly do we rob ourselves of the heaven pre¬ 
pared for us in the wilderness, and testify that we 
should rob ourselves of an etcnuil heaven, were not 
our God greater than our hearts, and mightier than 
the mighty waves of our corruptions. How might we 
** delight ourselves in the ahmidaHee of peace,” did we 
seek it at tlie true, the only source! and how in vari¬ 
ably do U'e lose peace when we seek it elsewhere, how¬ 
ever fair the promise. Then do acquaint youi-seives 
with Him, and be at peace. Study Ids {trecious cha¬ 
racter. They that know his name cannot but put their 
trust in him. Be often taking some measure of his 
love, of tliat genUenext which has brought you hitberto, 
of that mercy which fu^Hreth fat ever. What an 
ocean of delight for sinners like ourselves in those 
words 1 Especially would I caution you agmnst the 
view Satan will endeavour to give you of ywr tui- 
choageable God, at seasons when sin and tetiqitatiou 
b^ing dark clouds over your sky. O beware of Biiidc- 
ing him sudi an one as yourselves; hear hint say, I 
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"«lMaig;«' ittat—atiA me is mo' varud^ess—nane is an 
.^m^rnlla^gjga^ loteJ* WJ^ he hates, and wriU vjsit the 
as ^ were, to prws his sorrowing child 
iBB^, ^s^ to his bosom. 


LETTER XV. 
To E S. P. 


^ i' ^ ffi ii — i - .iiirf^ 1821. 

I 'msM'.'jBBt waite mj time mid my paper in indulging 
,;.ray fedimgs and’tiling my beloved children bow I love 
' I must teU them that I am -dailjr loaded with 
'.'Iwa^ts, and really wonderfuUj well. But do be much 
, ^ prater for me, X have so much to lead me to form a 
If^iRpj^g Mtimate of myself ; though thanks to him who 
"'convinees sin, 1 views which do lead me to 
beuSe ii^aelf. I have not read Boston, but will endea* 
''wnir'to;peq> into it. - I much love to be searched into, 
but we omitt be aiwre that while we are thus employed, 
.'.Ssiatt fcaows not to be idle. He who leads us to think 


ligfa^jr of . no' in the commission of it, will not fail 
'grea^ to aggra^ it tdWwards; and tbon|^ we can 
never seis too. mnidi of the sinfulness, of sin, yet it is 
;;iit lhi wrong place when it fv^s Jeans from ns.. This 
the devioe of raemy,; and whBst he fiam sin in 

os^.nidkv <ntf;»ame an 



fpen^ons. 2Sig^^^in|^;^ .gauui_ 
«:^W^.#luaviidwm we, 



ry, " • ' . -r'lgs 

•« ,■' • ' ’'Vi’J'' .'•■< ■''■ 

dare not eati OCB Loi^ aiid our'God. -Idttle er.iia 
auimatioB is fUt in the iraUc Zioniii^urda, 
down, the knees are fet^e, the 


the devil find an easy prey in s^h a wap^ 

pilgrim; and, when he would struggle i^inM Ui^nS' 

in former times, he finds hk strength k departi^ 

him, for he has lost hk setuible, diough not 

hold, on the Beloved. How then are ute to adiriii'! 

those who are turned out of the way ? dkw.tiw to 

them they were never in it? Are we to 

Scullies in the way of the lame? No; oar God' fiijisdr' 

mands to comfort such, to nishe. straig^ 

them, to lift up their feeble lumds, to. l^^em 

good cheer. Yea, I would say to such, what 1 Wrh 

often said to tny own soul, when donbtii^ H 1 hwie ’ 

taken one step Zionwards, "Come nov, if y<w’ Ha!^.; 

never been before, take him at hk word’’—-"Hiaa 

coineth I wiU in no wise oast bat.” I am 

send so nnsatkfactory a^ letter, hut it cmnba g 

heart which fisithfully and traderly loves yom ' 


LETTER XVI. 


To Ol A.P.. 

“ ‘ •. ' -A.VV 

Gunlx do i wsB.^ o{^artanity 

tojmi, for ngiyimiurt » muidt with you,;:s^'.wii^ .1. 

wcmM' 'be wa»#.|Br 'you, ’.I 'daaire^io'iiitalc 'Hit. 



God upon wftry remembrance of you. UnspeakaWy 
sweet is the assurance, that tlie Lord has made a 
'hedg^-about you, and about all that you have on every 
)ride} ^athe who toueheth you, toucheth the apple of 
his eye~that with him, with whom there is no futtire, 
yon are come »nto Mount Zion, the city of the living 
God : aip! may say amiikt all the shadowy dangers 
which lie between, 

“ More bappy, bnt not more seeure, 

Tbe glorinci) spirits alwre.” 

Seeing, then, that such is your portion, well may it he 
asked, “ What manner of i»erson ought you to Im.- in all 
holy conversntiiwi and godliness Iteineiulter it is an 
(issurauee of these things from which, both in tln^try 
and practice, this question takes its rise. l.Hbour, 
therefore, to make your calling and election sure; ami 
fight against a donbt, as you would against an o{>ou 
act of sin. I do believe 4t i.s that sin which gixM 
nearest to the heart of Jesus; which most afiliets and 
most dishonours him. Now more esiawially, when be 
will call upon yon tf» show whose you are, lot nothing 
rob you of the soul-strengthening, invigorating motto, 
“ My beloved is.-mine, and I am biK” Hear him calling 
you, “ my sister, my love, niy dove, my undeiiledex¬ 
amine the mansion he hits prepimed for you, out of the 
reach of every enemy; see him bearing your very name 
on his breastplate, when he goes in before his Father, 
to pleatl the catise of his people; and endeavour to 
listen to his promises as tf he had btU yaw in the uni¬ 
verse to whom he could make them. How valiant for 



the truth would such u soldier bet Tliey that eon- 
(ciidcd witli Jhlni would he as tiotliing, and as a thing 
of imught, while he was triumjduuitly exclaiming, 1 
am more* than ooiiqueror.” ITis rough kmuI would 
heroine smooth, and the crooked piacei straight, be¬ 
cause he would hare entered into rest, and would be 
already sitting in faear’enty places in Christ Jesusi 
llcmeiiihcr, you are not straitened in the Lord, he has 
given you tlio key of his treasury^ yea, of hjs very 
heart; his wondrous language is, “ Command thou 
IOC—usk what thou wilt, and it shall be done unto 
thoc his only comjiluiiit on this subject is, “ You have 
not, hi'causc you ask not.” Do be instant and impor¬ 
tunate in prayer. labour after this sentiment, when- 
loer you draw near your God, “ I will not let thee go, 
except thou bless me,” and act upon it: rise not from 
your knees—fet him not alone, until you find that he 
has indeed drawn near you to do you good. 

Mr. P-was mentioning the expericuee of one, 

who resolved through grace, never to make a form 
merely of what should be in much power. Did he 
draw near to God, to confess his sins ? he would not 
leave confttssing, until a sluinie, a sorrow, a rtwenge 
were wrought in his mind. Did he ask for more en¬ 
larged views of Christ? he would not cease asking 
until more of the beauties of Christ were revealed to 
him t and thus he acted in every duty, in every ordi¬ 
nance ; and thus assuredly should we act, were we in 
real earnest about the things Which belong to our 
peace: we should not then so often send in oitr solemn 
petition to the King, and ere ho sent us an .answer, run 

kS 



oflT, care’ess and unconcerned, from the posts of his 
gate, after the first trifie which came in our way. 
W'erc he as atunindftil and careless about our petitions, 
as we are, when and how should we receive an answer ? 
Let me exhort you also, to be diligent in searvliiug the 
Scrijitnres. 


.To him, who is rich in mercy and in power, 

I comniend you. 


LETTER XVII. 

To THK Same. 

S - n, October 18<A, 1821. 

I BELIEVE it is your turn to hear from me, hut indeed 
so many claim the turn witli me, that when letter- 
writing time comes, I am abu«st paralysed in (liant 
Despair’s Castle: a bad place truly to be in, one where 
every energy of mind and body seems to be frozen up. 
I scarcely know any abode on eartli to which Satan is 
more continually endeavouring, to lead us; nor any 
hingoagc which he more diligently teaches, than that 
of those regions, “ there is no •hoiie.” 

I am very thankful to hear dear —— is enabled to 
see the precious door prepared in the valley of Achor. 
May she sit and sing there, os in the days of her youth, 
and as in the day when the Lord brought her up out of 
Egy|it. We think of our God, as he loves to be thought 
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of, when we consider no burden of g^ilt too heavy for 
him to sustain—no molt^ied transgressioits too heinous 
for his We to multiply pardons upon. To hope against > 
hoi>e, and to be strung in (kitli, this is to give glory to 
GchL lie never complains of being dishonoured by a 
too implicit confidence, or a too unquestioning trust; 
tlierefurc, when your heart is talking about this, tell it, 
it is Satan’s language, and drive the father of lies from 
you. You know how it would grieve me if,you ques¬ 
tioned niy love towards you, though, alas! I have too 
often given you cause. How then must it grieve him 
will) spared not his choWst treasure, but freely gave 
that up for you, ami who has never had any other 
thoughts towards you, even from et^p-laating, than 
thoughts of peacf; who ever rests and delights in the 
love he bears towards you. Why, why are ye fearful, 
O ye of little faith ? 

Thank you very much for your interesting letter. 
You are indeed bound to testify that the Lord vnll 
provide—^he will moke streams in the desert, and the 
parched land shall become springs of waters, while his 
pilgrims are passing through. Then praise him for all 
tliat is past, and trust him for all that is to come. 

Head much the book of Providence; “ whoso is wise, 
and will observe these things, they slwR understand the 
loviug-kiuduess of tlie Lord.” The study of that book 
begets a sweet confidence, and a quiet waiting upon 
God. We shall read it bettei’ soon, but let us endea¬ 
vour to spell and pick out some of it here. See erer^ 
step of our way pondered over by the Lord —deUphted 
*»—kept exactly in the right way. It is his plan to 
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had tu about s btt it iei not'his plan, nor his waj, to 
Itiad ds through one needless track, or over one unne¬ 
cessarily rough ste[>. Precious, precious Guide I Oh 
that yiB may fully follow thee whithersoerer thou geest! 

.... The last few days, and since my services hare 
not been so requisite, I have been very ill, but am now 
much better. My uppermost diougbt, in the idea that, 
it wight be the ho^ipy messenger, was, as far as it eoii- 
cenied thftse whom I should leave itcliind, about my 
beloved sisters; and the w ords, “ Death is gourt “all 
things work together for good,” See, wen* unspeak¬ 
ably sweet to me. I could cunfiiluntly say ami foi'I, 
“ Then my death is theirs, in the coretiaut of blessings 
but it seems I.|^ not yet to go.... We propose having 
such a houseful at the christening of the dear Imhy; 
but the Lord may have ditferent purf) 0 .scs. One thing 
I know, hie arc best, and Ills shall stand. 


LETTER XVni. 


To E. S. P. Asn O. .4. P. 


5'-», Dec. 22/«f, 1821. 

To all my beloved ones I have much to say, but I 
know they will be content to take it through you. To 
you all I wish the best blessings that are attendant on 
^his joyful season. May it be a Christiims indeed to 
you, a Christ formed in your hearts, the hope of glory. 
■ May your only gritjf he when he is grieved, and when 



your hcurta too tnoch resemble the inn at Bethlehem. 
May his lure be shod abroad to your hearts, and mani¬ 
fested in your lives. Behohl, what manner of persons 
should those be for whom the mijCfltty (rod became an 
infant of days .... I do very much feel for those of the 
Ijord's family who are placed in tlie deadening vortex 
of noisy folly and unmeaning' mirth ; but still 1 hear 
their guardian saying, “ I hmtw where thou dwellest, 
and that thou eiiiist not bear these things; I Iiavc cliosen 
your heritage for you among the tcints of Mesech; the 
why and the wherefore you know not now, but you shall 
know hereafter. Yet a little while, and where I am 
there shall you he also.” With such assurances well 
may they take up old.laeoh’s laugiiagt^ “ It is enough.” 
The jiath of duty may be intricate, and one that can 
«in!y be discovered by miieb prayer and watchfulness, 
and diligent attention to the counsels of God. C’ou- 
sisteiiey, without obstinaey ; decision, without mnrose- 
iiess; eheerfulnoss, without levity; courtesy, without 
undue coinpliance; flUelity, witlioiit forwardness; in¬ 
difference to worldly pursuits, without the uppearauce 
of pride,—4bese and many more, which I have nut time 
to enumerate, are things to be aitm-d at, but uot oasily 
to be obtained. May we all liavc grace to put the 
touchstone to every tiling in wliieh we engage, “ Can I 
a-sk a blessing upon it ?” 

And noiv, I would ffun toll you of the Lord’s mercies 
lately vouchsafed to us. WtUi a heart dancing fpr joy, 
did I this luoniing escort our dearest sister round the 
garden several times. ' But paindilly have 1 felt that 
joy is not gratitude; that I have been too hax>py to be 
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aerionsljr tliankful. WTicn I have knelt down to try to 
praise our God, I have had hut little command over 
thoug:ht8 inebriated with joy. These things, 1 know, 
ought not ao to be; this is not spiritual joy ; this is not 
rejoicing as though I rejoiced not. But 1 have be«*n 
so swallowed up with sorrow, anxiety, ]iainfiilDeas. 
watchings, forebodings, unbelief, self-aceusatiou, and I 
know not what, that this deliverance seems like a 
dream. I do desire to speak to the praise of iny God, 
and to the encouragement of all iny fellow pilgrims, 
that I was supported through this trying time. He 
only 'could then cousidcr my trouble ; he oidy knew' the 
adversities of iiiy soul, «nd truly his left huiul lias bemi 
under my head, and his right hand hath cinbracial me. 
I would encourage you to trust him for every <lay of 
trial, for truly he has laid up strength prop<o'tioned to 
it .... I thought you would like these {uirticulurs, and 
you know how to praise and pray for us. May your 
hearts be in readiness. 


LETTEU XIX. 
To O. A. P. 


tV—— Jany. 1822. 

Gi.a»i.t do I avail myself of this opportunity of writing 
to you .... I scarcely know how to mention what has 
taken place since last 1 wrote to you. 1 do desire to 
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apeiik loudtjr and simply uf the wundruos dealing of my 
God; but I find 

** I ranmit make his praises knewn 
liut seir-applause cuDies iu." 

I sometimes hope that some pcaeeabic fruits of my lute 
surrotvs and anxieties arc beginning to ap])«ar. I ho|K! 
the world is more clouded; but perhaps it is onl^ that 
the shallow of this temporary cloud has not yet loft the 
valley. I hope I am enabled to feel mure of a quiet 
confidenee; hui perhaps this is only that 1 have just 
been foreeil to see that the end of the Lord i* VEitr 
liitiful. Hut I speak ignorantly when 1 s[)Oak of niy 
state: it is my eomfort that there is One who does<. 
understand me. My snares have been many, but I have 
been most watehfuUy guarded, and I hope I am viler 
than ever in mine own eyes .... There is no Itutini/ 
rest for a harassed soul, save in the precious ark. O ! 
trust that, my beloved sister, for all that is to come 
u;>oii you. It does outride the highest waves; it is 
iniglitier than the voice of nuuiy waters. Bo assured 
tliere is no jmssilde trial np}H>inted for you but there is 
proportioned sireiigtli. Don’t fear the worst day or 
the heaviest storm. You have a refuge which can koc|i 
out the nui.st violent, as well as the most trifling tempest. 
Nay, we often feel loss of tlie/i;r/»f>r, for we realize our 
danger iiture, and run more completely Into our strong 
tower. In the latter we sometimes think we can do 
without shelter, and we are brought painfully to feel' 
our insufficiency. ' 

.... Do nut suppose I am at airperple.x.ud by the 

It 3 
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apparent dJteriitioa of plans; I knoir tliere w no real 
alteration of that path which has been teimotoed and 
weighed out from etoriiitj. Erery step is oMered for 
each of us, and is in the rig'ht way. I feel assured that 
beloved M. will be blessed and made a bleasinir: she is 
sent “ into the land of the Chaldeans fur good.” 

1 must finish, though my heart is still full. When I 
would tell of mercies, joys, comforts, blessings, they are 
(juite more than I am able to express; they luivo pre¬ 
vented us; they have followed us; they have com¬ 
passed us; they have crnwnefl us; they have l«itde<l us. 
But, indeed, my time is gone. May the Lord bless my 
precious sisters,-and prepare them for whatever he has 
prejMired Ipr them. Let your hearts be knit together in 
love— n nice word—beware of dropping the stitch. 


LETTER XX. 

To THB Same. 

S - It, Februaiy ^Blh, 1822. 

.... When you were but three years old, my be¬ 
loved sistor, the third of March was a day of many 
prayers and tears with me, so an old journal of mine 
testifies, and memory bears witness to the truth of the 
testimony. Do you ask why I wept, why I prayed, 
when I knew little or nothing of the worth of a soul? 
The mainspring of my requests on your beludf was, 
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tJuit wif in things might he glorified. I wept over . 
wbuteTW WM likely to rob me of the only reward 
I then c/urod about, the praise of men, and which gave 
Satan t£e lie !u‘ the fair promise he was repeatedly 
making, that I should “lie as God,” able to bring 
a clean thing out of an unclean. Thus did I sacrifiue 
to devils, and not to God. But, blessed be our 
most preckins Interoeasor! other prayers, other tears 
were otfered up ais your behalf, yea, strong crying and 
tears, yea, tears of blood bad long, long before flowed 
for my child, tears which when weighed in the balance 
of the sanctuary were weighty with unmiugled desires 
that Got/ hi all things should be glorified ; that you 
^ould be a soul to show forth his praise through tune 
and through eternity. 

In looking back ujion the past year, you doubt- ' 
less find- great depths of remorse, shame and con¬ 
fusion of fneo broken up, while the windows of hea¬ 
ven have never been opened for you but to shower 
down mercies. You remember, (icrhaps, that this 
is the day which I trust I may call mg hirth-day, 
a day indeed to be much remembered by me. This 
is THAT day of the Lord, on which by strength of 
lumd, and gentleness of heart, he brought me from 
the iron furnace. Eight years now, has he suffered - 
iny manners in the wilderness, since the day that 1 
knew him, or rather was known of him, and oh, what 
manners have they been! such as no earthly friend 
would liave endured for eight days; nay, often not for 
eight hours. Cold and cruel neglect, deaduess towards 
him, and life towards his- enemies; uufruitfiduess, 

K 4 
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ingr^to^ murmurings, limiting tempting^ and 
trjui^ of Iiis Spirit, earthlUiesR of mind snd heart, 
harshness towards his precious members, wifaithfuliicss 
in stewmrdship, pride, vainglory, and hypoc^sj, con¬ 
tempt of his Word, presimiptoous sitis. But I slml) fill 
my pa]>er, if I jirctenil to give h list of my sins, yea, 
the world itself could not contain the books - which 
might he writum on this subject. You Imvt* learnwl 
to spell out niuuy words in the block list, whilst 
with grief, you oekiiovvledge, “ to my heart they be¬ 
long.” Be it so, yea, let them be ten thousand limes 
more than 1 cun mention, 8m.s which you are reatiy to 
imagine no one is guilty of but yourself, heart siii>, 
secrt‘t sins, rejn-uted siiis, sins of jiresninption, of 
ignorance, of negligence; yet, of this be assured, they 
arc pardoned long before they are made known to you. 
They are blotted ont of Clod’s book before they are 
written on the hook of your conscience ; he will novel’ 
keep a eopy against you; his Spirit has undertaken 
to write them on your heart on euiidition. (if I may so. 
speak,) that the blood of his Sou should bivt them out 
of the recoriLs in ii^itveu. “ The iniquity of Jacob shall 
he sought for, and shall not he Jotind,” “ 1 have 
blotted out, us a thick cloud, thy transgressions, and, 
as a cloud, thy sins,” &c. 

These are the jin^ious trut’is wbkdi I am this day 
endeavouring to press U]nm my wounded spirit. Where¬ 
fore l> to encourage it in its vileness? la its'4t^nuce 
from God i in its pride and presumption? Nay; but 
that I may remember my ways, and be ashamed; Biat 
I may remember and be confounded, and never open 
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mj inou^ a&y more because of my shum^ seeing that' 
the Lord is pacified towards me for idl that I have >- 
done. There is mercy with him, that he- may be 
feared; there are multiplied forgivenesses in him, that 
he may lie loved, O that we may cultivate a sense of 
tliis until we are more and more ]>aiued when we fret 
him and make him to serve with our sins! May we 
carefully shun that “aliuiidaucc of idleness,” whicdi, as 
far as 1 can trace, is the source of so mtuir sins of com¬ 
mission as well as of omission, (iird up the loins of 
your mind ; ruu, jiret*, ittfimize. IJe perfect, be of 
goiwl comfort, be of <ine mind, live in {Hiace, and the 
God of (ore and jtraca shall be with you. 

I'or the future, I would say to you, what I urn fon-ed 
to say to my owu heart again and again, (ah I how 
vainly do 1 s|H.>ak unless the Spirit s{)eak through me,) 

“ Be careful for sotiijm: j ni;T in every thing by 
prayer and supplication witli tlninksgiving let yonr* 
I’eqnests be nuide known uuto God.” If you are sent into 
the land of the Chaldeans, it is for your good. If you 
are taken into the wilderness, it is that he ttuiff speak 
to ifonr heart; if he crosses your- desires an'd incli¬ 
nations, it is the hedge of thorns, planted hy the hand 
of mercy, to preserve you ‘-from your own destrne- 
tions.” Kndcavuur to cultivate u <]uiet confidence in 
hkn who not only has all jaiwer in heaven and in eartli, 
but who loves yon as his owu soul, and esteems you his 
peculiar tre^ure. 

.... You would have been delighted with sweet 
little C. tiad you heard and seen him last night. He 
came to me to pray, having crowded his band with 



206 


snowdrops, shouting, “ Do see, do see; me sink me’s 
just like snow itself..... Now weMl pay*" f 
Hardly able to keep my countenance, “ I sjiid. •* C., 
wkich slittll you think most of. jjoml Frieml, or snow- 
dro{)ti ?” Putting liis head on one side, and pausinj;' u 
little: “ Me sink about snowdrops.” “ Hut then, 

■ that’s as bad as little black boys jirayinjr to iilols; 
snowdrojis can’t take care of C.” “ Shall me take them 
out, aunt H r” {This I could uot bring rnysclf to ask 
for wfaeu he had an-anged them so In-autifiilly.) I said, 
■ “ C. may keep them if he tliiiiks he can help thinking 
alwut them.” He stood considering a little while. 
“ No me can’t, aunt H., me ean’t, so inc sink me’d hi-tter 
put .snowdrops kitk away.” So. saying, he jnillcd 
them all off, and carried them to a ehair at the other 
end of the room, when* ho could not .see them. I ad¬ 
mired the triumph, and couiil bnt learn from the dear 
i>child uot to trille with temptation. 


LETTER X.XI. 

To TUE Same. 

L - ■ 3Iay 21 sf, 1822. 

As wo are likely to be in an idle hustle for the next 
two or three weeks, 1 will try and make out something 
in the shttiie of a letter, though I have little at present 
to commuBicatc which con either iutmest or amuse 
you. One theme, indeed, is ever new, ever interesting. 
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ever cheering. Oh for a live coal from the altar to 
toudi my heart, and my lip, and take away this ini¬ 
quitous lia<.-ktviir(lne8S anil listiessness iu spuking of 

our Beloved.I was asitained of myself os 1 ate up 

every word It— — uttered ulKiut you on bis return 
from Loiidiiit—how you looked’—where you sat— 
where tou attiod—what you ^id—what you did—all 
was replete with interest for me. I could like to hear 
the same things over and over again, and always fmd 
something to delight and interest while they related 
to iny ]>i'ecious eliild. But a still small voice within 
would be heard. If the case be so with an object 
beloved, where is thy kindness to thy hcareiily Triend? 
Is hi.s name a.s ointment poured forth? Is hi-s love 
better than wine ? Ah, I.ord! come and manifest 
thyself mito me, and my heart shall he drawn after 
thee. I more and more tind that this is om* wisdom, 
our privilege, our safety, our hoaveii, to grow in the 
knowledge of our Laird .lesus Christ. To gaze on 
this bright Sun, until our eyes are diraraeil for every 
earthly ohji'ct—to cultivate a seiwe of his love towards 
us, until all utlier love appear low, mean, and selfish. 
To put onr finger into the print of the nails, aud to 
thrust our hand into liis .side, till swallowed up in. 
rapturous joy, we can exclaim, “My Lord, and my 
God." May the language of our hearts he, in every 
duty and in every ordinance—^in the book of nature- 
in Bus book of Provhleuee—^“wc would see Jesus.” 
We should not then have long to go about the streets 
of Zion mournfully. 
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LETTER XXir. 

To THE SA.MK. 

Ftbruarff 27/A, 1823. 

.4s the ever dear third of March draws near, the 
tide of my tendorest aft'cctions will overilow, and my 
most f'ratcful thoughts will rush hock to that Otirtl 
anniversary of your iiaUd day, when I Hi’s! dimly 
discovered the hole of the pit in which you hiy ; 
anil, filled with hopes and fears, looke<l out fur sonic 
help for you ; beginning, as I then did. in sonic 
measure, to feel that I was not (jiiite able to hew 
you out of the iparry ; but all this (1 repeat with 
shame) was only, that I in all things might be glori* 
fied. 1 know you must be tiiH-d of hearing of these 
things; but I find in my own cKperience, that there 
is nothing much more profitabh- to my soul, than to 
Ih» put in reniendirance of “»«»/ birth uml my rnifi- 
vity,” by my flod; and 1 find that when my soul is in 
a languid, dull, ungrateful state, fretting my God, and 
pressing him down with my iniquities, us u cart is 
pressed that is full «(f sheaves, he nmy say to me at 
such a time, “ Thou hast not remembered the days of 
thy youth." The remembrance of what we were to God, 
and what he was to us; the hoap.s of provocations on 
our side, and the heaps of jnereies on his; the setting 
his love upon us, because he woaU love ns, having a 
desire towards us, and passing by others, who seemed 
to promise fair to bring him more glory, aud to serve 
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him bcttcn'; the tender comforts with which he com* 
forts his iicw-'buru babes—the khid consideration with 
which ho g«!utly led us—the patience with which he 
instructed us—the forliearance with which he bore 
with our froward tempers—the refreshing seasons he 
gave us in his banqneting-bouse—the loving correc¬ 
tion with which he made us great;—^these, and an in¬ 
numerable multitude of tender mercies, when brought 
to our hearts b^ the precious llemembrancer, are cal¬ 
culated to moke us loathe ourselves in our own sight; 
rest, with nnshakeu conridence, in a lore so strong; 
lean, with hulv jor, on a bosom so tender; and long, 
with ardent gratitude, to make some return fur mer¬ 
cies so countless. May we, then, ever remember the 
days of our youth ! But we have yet more to remem¬ 
ber ; even, how !«> has xttffrrfd our manners in the wil- 
derncs> ; or, “ fed us as a nurse hearetli or feedeth her 
elilld.” Oh may we welt reinembor the way by which 
the Lord has led ns, until every string of humility, 
gratitude, coufidcix’c, lore aud ]irai.se in our souls, make 
sweet melody unto the Lord. 

1 do mo.st sincerely congratulate you, my beloved 
sister, on arriving at tlio close of another year; for, 
while I esteem it a privilege, a favour, a gift, to live, I 
daily feel an increasing conviction that it is gain to die. 
When I was at your age, yes, when 1 was abnost your 
age in the spiritual life, life uppewed to me in very dif¬ 
ferent colours from wliat it now'does. 1 am conscious 
vmo, of having anticipated much from a land which is 
greatly }K>Uute<l, while 1 realised but little those views 
which moke life below really desirable. Under tern- 
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poParjr donds, indeed, I had more ardent longings to be 
gone; hot this often arose from disappoiiitnioiit, excited 
feelings, self>'will, and love of ease, which was but too 
evident when my earthly suii shone out again, and made 
me willing, yea, desirous to bask in its beams. I do 
not, I hope, wish to sjn'ah of self for the sake of pleas¬ 
ing self; but I would guard you against that delnsive 
glare, which Satan spn'ads over terrestrial things; and 
I would have you aim at, atid {iray for. that oidy quiet, 
stayed, pt'aeeful life in the flesh—that life freed frfwn 
disa]>poiutments, cares and griefs, living by the faith of 
the Son of God. Not, not, wtt as thoug), 1 had al¬ 
ready attained it; (which yon may suppose I would 
imply by what I have said ;) but this I folUtw afttr, I 
would fain have you learn this lcs.soii with less ditKculty, 
with fewer strqies and chastisements, anti less torture 
to flesh and biosHl, than I have: but, [wrbaps, this is 
oil, of which we can imjiart little or none, and which 
must be bought at a great price. My precious Teacher 
alone knows what it has ettst me, , even the very little I 
now have, and truly I ctmid have purchased it fi'om no 
other; for he kindly sufterud me tit pay, just as I was 
able to bear it; here a little, and there a little; he ga,ye 
it me out of things w'hich, in any other hands, would 
have proved' my destruction; and cnalded me again 
and again to say, “.Out of the eater came forth meat.” 
Might 1 he the honoured instrument of imparting any 
wisdoui to you, from dear-bought experience, I would 
say again and again, bewiure of creature love; beware 
how you say of any person, circumstance, place, or 
thing, same shall cmnfort me." The very 
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thought is Febellion against the deeree of our God,— 
stirs up his jealousy and forces him to turn comforts 
into crosses. Me only is the true Noah; he is the 
rest; he Ts the refreshing; lie is our peace; he is our 
comforter; and he will bring us to feel and to achnow- 
ludge that other things are only ntereies and eumfurts, 
as tltey arc enjoyed in him, resigned up to his care and 
nianagciiicut, ami used for his glory. 1 do pray that 
you. may live only for him, who lived, and died, and rose 
again, for you. Then shall every added year, yea, every 
added iiiDnient, he a source »f eternal thanksgiving, axtd 
swell yonr loud hallelujahs; .and though, in looking 
back on the past year, you will, I know, say, “It has 
not lieen thus with im*;” yet in one sense it has, though 
you thought not so, nor even meant so; your every sin 
shall hut cclehrale more loudly the victories of that 
blood wliich ciciinseth from nil sin; your fallen Dagon 
shall hut set forth the glories of the precious ark; 
your sell-inflicted wounds and sores flmil disjilay the 
skill of Zion’s l*hysi^j|m: your wanderings shall testify 
the faithfulness of that watchful Shepherd, who will 
bring you in safety to the fold ; your stubborimcss shall 
be to the praise of his patience; yonr hastiness, to that 
of his long-sitflcring gentleness; so that in spite of sin 
and Satan, Clirist shall in ull things be glorified. Sor¬ 
row not then over tlie past, us one without hojic, even a 
hope, that all this shall turn to yonr salvation, mid to 
the praise of tlie glory ot' the dear Redeemer, Though 
you have often robbed yoursidf of your heaven here, 
remember, for your comfort, you cannot rob the Ia>rd 
of his glory.May the God of aU 
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grace be icith. us, sad knit our hearte to bim by his 
tender mercies! 


LETTER XXril. 

To Tin: Sank. 

October, 1823- 

How kind of you to think of me on tliu ilay of my 
passing another milestone! The sweet daily text was. 
“ all ray springs are in thee.” O that I could imlecd 
testify it was so I very many dear springs of joy were 
opened around me on that day, but it seemed us if it 
were oidy to prove to me that Marah has tainu^d etery 
fountain but one. There is a bitter in every other 
sweet; an emptiness in every other fulness. My pre¬ 
dominant feeling, as I passed the memento, was, *' this 
is not my rest;” but with ho^f sadly little thank¬ 
fulness did I realise, “ there remaineth a rest t” but 
there is a wonderful sweetness in it to a weary pilgrim. 
I have been harassed with the fear that I was not 
where the Lord would have me to be, that I arranged 
coming here for my own [deasure, and that I mis¬ 
construed the will of the Lord, in finding a ship readg 
to go to Tarshish.- But now I fed sweetly contented 
and thankful, and can look up with confident^ to my 
employer, and ask, “ what wouldest thou have me to 
do?” Don’t forget to be very earnest in prayer for os. 
I trust we 'may say, ours is a joy which wQl not make 



ashamed; thouj^ I antic>])ate many a diaappointment 
from- seed which has quickly sprung up, hut which I 
much f<;ar is sowm upon a rock. Every labourer needs 
this, that he may learn to look more earnestly to that 
husbamlmun who alone can pre|)are the soil, that he 
may dccjily feel the work is not accomplished by man’s 
might, nor by the excellency of his wisdom, but by the 
life-giving power of the eternal Spirit- Do pray that 
that precious widd may conic, and breathe u|Mm these 
slain, mtiy revive those who are drooping, and cause 
the spiel's to flow forth in every garden, that our Be¬ 
loved may come into his garden, and cat his pleasant 
fruits. 

.... I sometimes feel a naughty shrinking from all 
that lies before me: ah! it may be not another mi¬ 
nute out of the haven of sweet, eternal rest! May I 
joyfully know, that whether I live, I live unto the 
Lord, or whether I die, I die unto the Lord, that 
living or dying. I am his. I do pray that yon may all 
more than ever fi'el his lore shed abroai) in your hearts 
by the Holy Ghost given unto you. 


LETTER XXIV. 

To THE Same. 

H - d, Feb. 28th, 1S24. 

Tnouon I think you must have had enough, of " birth¬ 
day letters” from me, yet I cannot let so dear a dav as 



the third of Mareh pass nsnoticed. If here I can thank 
my God upon every remembrance of it, while I sec her 
whom H ushered into the world a weary jiilgriui, beset 
, with snares on every band, compassed with a body of 
"death; what shall I say, when I sec her at hornir, 

■ in an everlasting rest, with all the beauty^d the joy 
of her own Lord beaming from hw I Oh. let the- light 
of love and (fratltmlc and joy ever shine on that day, 
on which an heir to such blesse<liieaii was born! and 
then to remember to what you might have been bom 1 
oh, how shall we' provoke one another to loader and 
sweeter hallelujahs! and here may we be improving 
daily in our song! is there not a cause? is not every 
day bringing us nearer to the haven where we would 
be? Is not every event driving or drawing us on¬ 
ward? Is not the very plague of our heart forcing 
out groans, which arc breaking the ct>rds of its power? 

. Is not even sin, bitter as it is, working for good and 
driving us homewards ? then let us ting in the ways trf 
the Lor<l. But, perhajM, yim will he rmdy to say, ah! 
it is easy work to sing in tl»e ways of the Lord; but 
I too often go on in my meu ways. Well, yonr own 
ways shall correct you, sliull prove the faithfulness of 
your good Shepherd; and though I should he sorry 
to hear you sing while in them, yet you shall in the 
end sing for Utem, and doubly praise the grace which 
has kept so straying a sheep. Receive, >«!liien, ray 
warmest congratulations, as you pass yoiir milestone; 
and though you cannot decipher how many more 
miles you have to go, 'yet one thing I trust yon 
can ^inly perceive upon it; " To your Fatlier’s 
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house, to that rest which reniaineth for tlie people of 
God." 

I often think, and I beliero liave often told you, how 
I fried to help you post rour third milestone, io>»- 
pning I wiui to carry the whole burden rayseli^ and so 
to deserve to get all the praise of doing etferi/ thing 
for yon, that I shotdd then have iudignautly spurned 
the offer of any assistance, liad 1 heard the verylKing 
«»f Glory offering to help me in my arduous under¬ 
taking. O the luiraelo of grace that ever brought 
so |)eruliurly proud a heart to stoop, and to cry out, 
“Lord, I am oppressed; undertake for iue>” I can 
truly say, while I was yet speaking to lum for you, he 
took you up in his arms, and carried you in his bosoio, 
and none, no, nunc is able ever again to pluck you (mt 
of it. 


LETTER XXV. 

To E. S. P. AM) O. A. P. 

S -», Jan, 13/4, lf>2S. 

.... YorB bursts of affection are very soothing to xaj 
heart; yet when 1 reraemlier—nay, when I feel tod 
often in daily ex])criene^ that strong affnetiom, make 
strong afiietionn, I would sometimes fiun weaken'the 
former in you, with a view to lessening the latter. 

.... We hope publicly to dedicate the dear child 
the Lord, on Wednesday, and trust you will be wifli 
us in t^urit. I shall be glad when it has taken jdace, 
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4^ I like the bare appeanmce of «HI>ho1i)in(f nne 
vmjf linger thaa is abaoiutely ueoeaaai^,... Oor little 
gevrdai i*l>en noat floornking, appear to b« onl; 
gitiag akaher and ^dguor to the worm at the root, 
while thoM of ^tun we dared not be ao exeeedlng 
glad^ in the prospeet of their being spared to their 
beloved parents, are still permitted to twine their feeble 
little tendrils around t^om. Our God is trul; e\rel- 
lent in eotmsel, and takes immense paint to teach us to 
possess as tfaeogh we possessed not. Hon (lervcrteis 
we do this in those things which we might possMs as 
possessions; while those things which are Init as the 
"shade of a shadow,” wc would fain la; fast hold of. 
How seldom do we see one living upon the Pearl 
great price, as if it renllff belonged to him; or with 
the heart in heaven, as (me who has a real, incorrup¬ 
tible, unfiMling iuhsritance there. Maj we be (>]ihblcd 
more and more to manifest that we walk by faith, not 
by sight; and that th^ who liavc believed do enter 
Hifiato rest. Were we truly (he qiistles of ('hrist, 
written out so jdaiuly, that we might be known awl 
read of all men, how many linos in the epistle would 
be, raring evermore, raring t» the Ijord nimig, iff. 
tje.i bat alas! the blots and blunders in other parts 
cause ns too often to omit tlusK lines. Yet it won’t do 
to pore too long over our bluulers; it is by beholding 
tie glorg of tbe Lord, that we are changed into the 
same image. 
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LETTER XXVL 
To Tin Samk. 

.9- a, Dec. im, 1825. 

I Mij«iT ■write ft few line* to-day. though 1 feel wjt 
)nis>, uiid as if I could not get iiinei when probably bad 
1 nion* of tbiit hope whirb rouyea the energieb, and of 
th.it system and luuthod ■Mliieh enables etery little wheri 
to nio\e freely and merrily in its right plaoe^ I niijj^ 
find time oiioutrli and to s]>Are. I generally observe, 
that those who hoie Imst to do, find least time for what 
they Imve to do, iiud think the most of their little 
pt rfoniuiiiecs. 

To-morrow oiu- niontlily committee moetings begin, 
and 1 am engaged two days to stay with Mr. and 
Mrs. M——. 1 entertain the sweet ho|)e that the 
Lord has afore ]trepan>d work in Christ Jesus fiw me 
to do there. Truly he does ordain peace for us, when 
we iin* enabled to believe that he foss wrought all our 
works in us and for us. Blessed peac(>! when w« can 
lie as a pour tool,in his dear wonder-worldag hand; 
give up the fruitless, iwiofol idea, that we are to do 
any ihiug, and be content that he should osu na os he 
win, tc/tett he will, and hev he will, and glorify himsdf 
ill us. Pray that 1 may know more of tbia jigr and 
{leace, and quietness oud confidouoo, seif-reinuiciafi(m 
and siiiglonoss of eye. 

I hope you ore less indined ie question the wisdom ’ 
and tender love of your Infalliblo Gkdde. May you 

i. 



^ EjEodiw xxiii. 30—23. Have you not al- 

v^iy fSovaA him on adversary to your adver-wries? 


^Cbe.adt lainging you to die place which he has pre- 
^ pared? Could , this Itidc in die chain be sparcii? 
“ Take-core how you talk to Grod about taking it out” 
May year heart stand fas/, trustiug' in the Lord—u<> 
TcsscI, whether small or fproat, that is hun^ u{H>n that 
nail ’’which is histeiKsl in a sure place, uug^ht to be 
removed, &c. 


LETTER XXVII. 

To O. A. P. 

S—n, Marrh ‘id, I 

Yocb iMer jnst reeeived, was calculated to shon us 
what manner of spirit we are of, ami whether in 
suiail thin^, as well as in j^reat, we ennid unre¬ 
servedly acknowledge, that the Judge of all the earth 
does right. But blesseii be he who stilletb the 
rising of the sea of corhiptioti, imd the ina<!iicss of. 
his ])eo][dc, after the first swell to let ns know wluit 
a atom there might be but- for hts- jwwer. All is 
miw a ealni, and my very heart does trust hint for 
every st^j in each of ottr paths} and stayed upon his ■ 
faithfulness and tender love, again enjoys perfect pence. 

I trhst it is so with yoa, my precit^ sister. It is 
not man that has arranged it These wheels within 
wdieds are iki hunu^. machiiwry; their rings are 
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fuU of o}'es, and tbej follow him who' ia goM' tof; 
Bcok a reating’-pkce for yon. Thithortend* eroryviitep., 
of our way, wliethor it be up hilt or down, smooth or 
rougli. Be this rnoiig'h for us to know, and may our 
only coneem be to if^orify him, who will so soon strip 
ns of the attire of mourners, and make us g'lorious in 
his glory. Ob, when we find him ministering to, and 
attending upon, each one of his ehildren, as if he had 
bnt that one to attend to, how abould we endeavour 
individually to lay out ourselves for him, as if be had 
no otlii-r ehild to serve him ! 

Wherever your tent may be pitched, may i3ms 
vniisideratiun swallow up every other, "“W'hat can 
1 do fur luy God in this {)art of his vineyard ? what 
lessons am 1 to leUm h«re? My unerring God 
Iko; placed ino here; therefore there can be no other 
spot on earth or in heaven where I could so much 
glorify him.” May he fulfil dH tiie good fdeasurc 
of his goodness in you, and the work of faith witli 
power. Ma^ added days he but added love andndmi- 
tvition of him who walketh with you by the way. May 
you he enabled to cleave unto him with foil purpote of 
heart, to acquaint yOUrself more and more with Mm, 
mitil youi* pooce How in aa and your ri^faleous* . 

ness as the waves of the sea.' ' iVV't 

I feel very much for-and-; but this 

se{)aration b just what was needful; there'b no better 
remedy as far as means go. Absence, b a kind .'of 
death, in which fellings are buried p«rt: of sigjit, and 
excdlmcies, before unperceived, spring up Mid flourish. 
t,aug illness^untffees the mind, vitiates its uste, 

■ n2 ■■ ■ 
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wvd win^ make the most savoury earthly irieixl nu- 
sarpury. Sueh circumstanPes are calculated to give 
pecultBP empbasM to that jnwious detdaration of onr 
unspeakably precious Friend, “ 1 change not." 


LETTER xxvrir. 

To THE Same. 

S'—H, Ffhrvnn/ 182S. 

How naughtily I do shrink from writing this letter, 
my precious chiki 1 \Vhen I let nature realize where 
and what' you are at the ojicning of this year. I 
am sm'itten and sore wounded, yea, my heart with¬ 
in me is desolate. But come, thou blessed, evi¬ 
dence of things .iM)t seen 1 come and draw the picture, 
and I shall see that you never yet entered upm a 
year with so bright, so diecring a prospect, .... 
Now, every step brings you nearer to the tender, 
loving Father tlmt begat you ( and, whilst the vale of 
tears is indeed a homeless wilderness, the glorious 
hoine above shines forth with increased beauty and 
attraction, whilst you behold a blessed Father thercy 
and in the language of joyful triumph exelcum, “ So 
e%hall jcebe ever with the Lonn!” Could yon, at the 
entice upon the year, which you are how leavii^. 
hc^d for e\'cr, have had a blank to iSU up, ^[^wite to 
,, the inquiry, " What wilt thoa that I shall do for 



thee?” how» think you, woa}d j«n have Sited it. 
Wonld not the glowing language of every comer of 
your heart have been, “ Oh that i»y prtnaous, sufierii^ 
father might live before thecT A>ul now, b^old, 
the Lord hath heard tbee in this thbig alsOii He has 
indeed granted unto this beloved one x.ife, even length 
of days for ever and ever. 

ThiMt dll not much remember tlic days of this death- 
ful life, because God tiuswereth thee in tlie joy of thy 
heart. Your nest hmi been stirred up indeed; but, 
when the eagle will not suffer her young to remain 
ill the nest, she iprm/leth abroad bur wings, t<di«lA 
them, hairctk them on her wings. And slwll we 
eompluin, InKinusti called upon to exchange a poor 
nest of sticks and thorns for the soft feathers of the 
Ijoril’s wing ? Is it better to he left tossuig on this 
restless rest, than to dwell all day long between 
his shoulders ? #, my child I he hadi done thee no 
wrong. If he flutter over thee, it is that he may more 
entirely bear the burden of tbee. If lie take away 
thy father a few days before he take thee,, it is that 
thou niayest find a double Father in him.' 

Do you think it is all well with me, because I. 
thus s]ieak ? Nay, the flesh' lusteth against the 
spirit, so that I eaouot think or act the thing that I 
would, however I may s]>eak; and 1 am humbled in 
knij^wing what the struggle is within. 1 try to ask 
myself, what fruit have you of these tears; for, upw 
this ■ it hinges, whether they should be stedfii^y, 
prayerfully, watchfully opposed, or whether they my 
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be giten vnj to. Ah. how many of them need wnshing 
in fioodt of very different tears, and plunging in the 
stream,which flows from Calvary, I do abhor myself 
inexpressibly for' soch coldness and apathy, instead of 
more devoted service. I am stupidly taken up in 
looking at the little spccrk of a separation—nothing, 
just nothing; instead of dwelling on the blessed pros¬ 
pect of being for ever in the same happy, happy home. 
I sometimes wonder how any thing but a tear of jo^ 
can be mamifactarcd in me..... Well, after tliis you 
will not think of your jwor sister aborr that tr/iie/i i* 
written ; and truly you will then tliink low emugh—a 
fine rule to measui'e iiy truly '.... I do bless my God 
for all the comfort mid suppirt he lias bestowed iiiiun 
you; I do sec that he is laithfiil that hath promised 
strength according to the day. May he enable you 
yet mure and more to look unto him, and you will 
indeed be lightened in the thiebist gloom. Yon 
will evidence that the believer walks by faith, and 
not by sight; that he has meat to eat tliat the world 
knows not of, and juy that a stranger doth not inter¬ 
meddle with., The Lord grant you a treble portion 
of his Spirit. I find those nicety quieting words, when 
something whispers, I am ^catly afflicted, “ It is of the 
Lord’s roercifts tliat we are not conscmeb.” Oh I 
to realise where wo might justly all hare been, and 
that for eternity I \ 

.... How too much T long for yon here; but tlic 
Lord has made every tliiug bcautifal «i» kie seaeak, and 
we oaght not to long for pleasures itui of season. 






that speaks better tuiDg« to you. Hear what Goi , 
Lord will say unto you; fur he will speak iteam. to\iis 
people. May the voioe of the turtle be heard in your 
land, then .sli^ all the trees of the wood rejoice. 


LETTER XXIX. 

To THE Sasie. 

-«, Fthrunrjf ‘iSM, 182£). 

It np[x-ars to me unw almost an empty form to pretend 
to address an annual epistle to you; yet, lest you should 
nt nil niiseitustrue silence, or feel your heart sink next 
Tuesday morning from the sound of “ No letter,” I 
will just write something, if it is only a re-assurance of 
iny very, very, tender, faithful love. But have I in- 
tleed nothing more to say ? What, talk of my poor 
selfish love, and not a word of everlasting, never- 
eimnging loro ? No, it must not be. I must talk to 
myself if you need not niy pt>or lispiiigs ; and oh ! that 
my own cold heart may be warmed on this mj^hirth-day. 
Fifteen years to-day, since the hiuid of covenant love let 
down the curtain, and sliut out the fair- prospect of 
earthly shadows—fifteen yeai's to-day, since to my 
weary, w.-uideriiig, tearful eyes, the veil of the temple 
was went from the top to the bottom, and the sweet 
sound was heard, “ Come in, thou blessed of the Lord; 
wherefore standest thou without ?" Fifteen years ago, 



«cA aU inj father’s hnose rrcrc but dead men befon! tnj 
Lord Kii^: yet did he set the vilest of them ainonjv 
them that did eat at his own table. Alter such iimfch' 
less, free love, what right had I to cry any im>ri* to the 
King, had he stripjied me of ail iHsside, ami bill ii«> 
travel ninne and desolate, t<i the home which he had 
prepared for me?' Hut this was but the bcgiimititj tif 
mercies to me ; it was but as tin* opening of my mouth 
to cry for what 1 would unto him. Ah! had 1 been 
fold then that riw// brother, enertf sister, that n fttther 
should eonie and sit with me at the banquet which the 
King had jircparcd, I should scarcely have conceived it 
]vissiblc that an earthly tabomaelc cotild have eoutumed 
a heart so loaded with benefits ; that any thing short of 
the hallelujahs of licaven could have satisfied my burst¬ 
ing sonl. My soul, my soul, how eaiist thou forgot 
such benefits, or remain so cold under the remembrance 
of tbem ! Nor may I stop at ctdHng mcTcy. Oh the 
miracle, the hourly miracle, of kivqiiiig, restoring, re¬ 
straining mercy, the miraele of that mercy which has 
made the precious, precious liead of the family trium¬ 
phant in death, and taken him first home, to welemi'e 
his beloved children. Ah, when I reiiiomber his wel¬ 
comes on earth! Xow I am down again, grovelling 
in dust and tears. Couhl a heavenly home have wanted 
an attraction, we have indeed one, which even an carllily 
heart can feel-; and all above and all lielow cry, witlt 
redoubled power, Onirard, onward ! 

You don’t know bow much, how naughtily much I 
feel, at the accounts of the cracks in your clay house. 
I long to try and plaster them up for you, hut perhaps 



225 


tbe inner man would oaU it cruel work, and saj I. was 
sbuttiiijff out beams of ligfbt and wanntb. Well, I 
would leave you witli him tvho hits loved you so much 
longer, so much better, than I have- If health, if case 
he good for you, ho will not withhohl them. If weakness 
and pain are good for you, I would not ask him to 
withhold them. I have hut a small share of strengtii, 
but he kindly shows me it is (]uite us much as I can 
turn to good aecoiiut, more wtiuld i>o poison to the inner 
niun. My iudejMindeut spirit is thus kitpt dejteiidcnt; 
and he thus niukcs me cling eontinually to the [losts 
of his doctrs, waiting for a supply of hourly strength for 
hourly work. When I think I have a little hoard, ami 
devise great things, I am soon laid very tow. Blessed, 
blessed Kt'eper, truly he d<i|i‘S keep me every inoiueiit. 
Do not think I am really ill. 1 have no complaint, but 
weakness, whicli ki'cps me clinging to my ratlier, ami 
I do not ask to have it othi'rw ise. I would only desire 
as much strength as will glorify him. 

.... Grace and |)uaec he multiplied unto you. 


.ti>nnr.ssKi> to tub s.\.mk stsTBns, while thf.v 

WBaB Sl'EMUXCi TUB WI.XTBK AT NICK. 

LETTER XXX. 

Sept. ]82il. 

. ... r TuusT I feel the blessedness of having a Father 
decided as he is wise, and powrerful as he is indalgeut, 

L 3 
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ta govern ench restive, froward ckildren as wo are. 
Tbe struggle of the last Sonilay with you, though it 
revived all my tantelraing feelings, served more power* 
folly to prove the mighty hand which was leading you 
onward, and the unvarying voice, which had said coii- 
oerning your journey, “ This is the may.” Yes. my 
dearest sisters, again iny spirit is calm; and if a hnrath 
of mine could break this link of your joumeyings in 
tUs great wilden^l^s, I would struggle to witldtold that 
breath. Yea, I should deprecate as tlie greatest cruelty 
the removal of this little rough link, on which ore hmtg 
golden luercios for eternity. You t<dd me- once a truth 
which fastened on my mind, in proportion as it ttun- 
mended itself most jKiwerfuUy tfi my judgment and ex¬ 
perience, 

“ While place we ti'rk, or place we efiioi. 

The soul finds iiaiuilneas in none." 

It is not in S-n, it is nt»t in F-c, it is not in 

T - . n, it is not in N-e, to ntakv us happy or un- 

hB{^y. But it is in our God to give as to sing in a 
prison, with foot fust hound iu the stocks. It is of our 
God to create a craving void in tlic fulness of suffi¬ 
ciency, and to fiusHs the vagrant miud to cry out, “ AU 
this availeth. me nothing.” I know not the form iu 
Christ’s school, which is exempt from its difficult lesson j 
or the h>t that is without its enmk. I U80<1 to look 

forward, os dear little R-1 does, to the time when I 

should have done with .schooling! hut we must wait till 
we get quite home, to hove lesson books put by for 
ever. But whatever are the gradations iu our books. 
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ur in whati'ver shape the lesson eomes to us, this is the 
one ^aitd, blessed object aJmed lU: by our wondrous 
'7iMsd>er iu all, “ Acquaint now thyself with Hin^, and 
b'e.nt peace; thereby good shall come unto thi-e.” 

...... But you will lie anxious fur all the news; 

thotigli there' is mo news like this, “ The morning 
cometha morning without a clou<l, a morning which 
shall never be succeeded by a night. O that we.^may 
comfort one another with tliese words! &c. &c. 


LETTIill .\XXl. 

it»2y. 

.Yoc must send me word wliother we are feed¬ 
ing together; it seems so to iveep up our coinninnion' as 
saints, and when I get to any rich herbage, I think. 
How iiiee for my Ijeloved sisters to-day! But ah, 
1 am forgetting the high prerogative, “7 will feed my 
flock, and 1 will cause them to lie tionm, saith the Ia>rd.” 
Not one blitde of gi-ass can vve feed iqmn, not one inch 
of a resting-place can we find, but ns lie gives it. What 
is most sweet to Me in a psalm, may be dry and un¬ 
savoury to fft»i ,• and where t/ott lie down in {leace, and 
take your rest, 7 may not have found a place so mnch 
as to sot my foot u|M>n. But with what happy confi¬ 
dence may wo Wk up to our Shepherd, and say, 
“ Thou, Lord, knowest thy servant; thou kuowest the 
food conveuient for me; thou knowest the aching, 
weary pirt of iny soul, and the when, and Bte where, 
and the hou), that it should rest.” I hope sometimes a 

i. 4 




trae glow of thniiksgiving does come orer my soul to 
him, who so patiently, so pcrsevoringly, so tenderly, so 
faithhilly, is guiding me hito all truth, accontiug to 
his most gj-acious coveniiiit engagement. How precions 
that word guiding is! Not {minting, and leaving me 
to go alone; not driving and dispiriting me with more 
than I am able to bear; not direrting, and tlien com* 
mitting me into tlie hands of servants, even were those 
servants more than tty^ve legions of angels; but taking 
me by the hand, encouraging me as 1 go forward; 
waiting foy aiei.whaiu I am weary; supporting me, 
when 1 am ove^%^^^I with the greatness of the way; 
taking advantage .of>yery winding and every incident, 
to give me some fre^ g]itn]>se of him whom my sonl 
loveth ; knowing my soul iii. adversity, and applying 
with his own hand, the hand ^ the Comforter, 8<nm> 
truth that makes me liiisloa^to put off my saekclutli, 
and ginl my soul with gladness; bringing songs in the 
night from more of his sweet statutes, and giving me 
to realise the truth of his {ircciuus cunitnissiun, “ lie 
shall glorify nic.”.' I trust 1 have been enabled a little 
bt'ttcr to see that wc^drous hand, bringing me flesh ami 
bread in the wildamess. Old natural memory would 
always be taking the credit of it; but oh, she can 
never bring a verse as the Comforter can; it may be 
appropriate, but it wonts unction ; it wants the demon¬ 
stration (ff the Spirit and {rawer. 1 believe, did we 
more honour him, by realising this, our souls would 
be fat and flourishing..... 
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.... Oh what A -view of our Beloved did «c hare 
this morning in the 8Sth Psalm 1 his precious soul fvU. 
of troubles, that be might not itave xme to rauhic in 
our hearts; laid in the lowest pit, to bring' us poor 
prisoners up out of it; in darkness, that wo might 
have manellous light; a man of sorrows from his 
youth, that our joy might be full. The last verse 
seems to shame and soothe me. When mourning ov^ 
the separation from my beloved sisters, my inmost soul 
cries through the tears of the old iieart, “ All right, 
all right; bless the Lord for his wise and tender care 
of tiis weak and foolish lamb.” Yon made too mneb 
of nu.-, and I m.'ule far too much of you; the Brother 
whom I most neglected, is the Brother that sticketh 
closest, loveth with the most tenderness, and checreth 
with the best entertainment. I wotdd not have it 
otherwise; yet 1 knew that he had seen my uatighty 
tears and it wa.s sweet to me to be told 9iis raoming 
tliat he could sympathize with me, even in the smarting 
of the strokes of the deserved rod; and that he had 
uttered the complaint, “ lover and friend hast thou puf: 
far from meand then that" thou” is so precious; not 
miles not health, not sickness not life, not death ; bat 
" thou,” whose thoughts towards me are o»/^ thooghkl 
of peace, and not of evil; all to give me the end I loi^ 
for, to make Christ all in all. 

... . “ My <Jod shall mpply all your need, according 
to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”, WDl you try 
and dig into this mine with me for this year, my be¬ 
loved sUter? -Here we inherit tnJtsiance: the Sup- 
plier, the role by whieh the supply is measured uut^ 
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the channel throug'h which it ccmes, what it is thiw to 
be supplied; how much ami how many, &c. &c- I do 
feel it such a mercy that he says not, “ all your trantn.” 
1 should be afraid of every lurkin" wish, and expect 
the sorrows of an ' indulg'd child; but there is no 
spoiled child in our Father’s family ; while he will 
richly, abundantly, iiiTariably supply KVT.«r Mfrtl, he 
has perfect firmness to withhold the enfeebling indul¬ 
gence, the cloying sweet. I can somotinics tniie up a 
little snug, even now, for the withholding of things tlint 
I was mad npon; and then I think, “ now I am for 
ever cured of wishing or ratherhiff.” Yes, till carnal 
reason mounts the throne ^^iii, and would be as (iod, 
knowing good and evil. At such wretched seasons, 
I cry, why am I thus ? and how tdiecring the answer ! 
“ Two manner of nations are in me huliSMl, Imt tlic 
elder shall serve the younger.” Sick, nearly to death, 
of self, increasingly wondrous and dear is the truth, 
“ ye are complete in him.” I am kept alive with that 
fat of the kidneys of wheat, and go in the strength of 
jt many days. 


LETTER XXXir. 


^ December .3UA, 1829. 

With whom can I end this year more to my heart’s 
content, than with you, my beloved sisters, endeared by 
added days and years of fiutiiftd, tender love; now, if 
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piMublc, yet more endeared by a strangely immense 
distance, and to be yet misiieakubly denwr, when a few- 
more years are past, and we meet in our Fatlier's house, 
to {SO no more out. There shall be no more sea, nf» 
more night, no more death, with its innumerable fore¬ 
runners, keeping our hearts in jeopardy for each wither¬ 
ing gniu'd around and far ofif; no more curse, no more 
a pricking brier and grieving thorn Nourishing iii this 
vile, earthly body. Ah, how liardiy can we stretch our 
jKior thoughts to the skirts of these negatives, whilst of 
the “ is/ir/f/ hcs” we can hut echo the cry of one, who 
entered with peculiar nearness and clearness into the 
very heart and mind of his G<jd, and say, “ It doth Hof. 
yet apfteor.” There is, however, a " but” there, which 
assuredly coneenlrates all tltat the believer most longs 
fur, most prays for, and most grieves in his want of, 
here below. Sing, then, O daughter of Zion! Shout, 
O Israel! Be glad and rejoice with all the heart, O 
daughter of Jerusalem! 

As schoolboys eut oiT their notclies dmly, so would I 
out ofl'my 1829, and congratulate myself, and congra¬ 
tulate you, that another year of our school-time is over, 
and that wc ore otie year nearer to our endless holidays. 
In looking brntk upon the year, how utterly insignificant 
does it appear whether this day was happy, or that un- 
happy; whether I was strong or wetdt, at ease or in 
pain: but to have grieved my Lord, or to have done 
his pleasure; to have murmured at, or to have loved 
his will: to have jiromoted his glory, or to have been 
swallowed up in my own petty concerns; to have lived 
for him, or to have lived for stslfO these ore iuqui- 
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ries so overwhelium^, that I could almost he willing' tii 
Iwe the year orcr again, if the answers to them might 
but be less acutely {Minful. This has been a very slug- 
gish, barren year with me. That marginal reading is 
quite true, “ She that liveth thlirately is dead while she 
liveihand f seem, owing to ill health, to have ptni* 
pered this poor old casket, till the jewel h;bi scarcely 
been thought of. But even this shall turn to my sal¬ 
vation, through the stipfdy of the Spirit of Jcstis Christ; 
and, let me add, through your prayers. This had year 
cannot, by 'men or devils, ht; shut out of the till things, 
which God has shut in, to work for my good; anil I 
can sec written upon it, in letters glowing with faithiy 
love, “ to humble thee, and to jirovc thee, and to do thee 
good at thy latter end.” And after all, as I fall ashamed 
before my God, I can still say, “ The work of right¬ 
eousness IS peace, and the effect of righteousness, quiet¬ 
ness and assurance for everand while I would sweep 
down ray worthless eobwidis, and say to iny liitliy rags, 
“ Get you hence," I can joyfully eunihiuc John xix. 
30; xvi. 10; 2 Cor. v. 21 ; and Uom. v. 1. Here is 
quietness, for here is t/<crest, and the refreshing, where- 
wMi tie weary may rest; here is a righteousness with 
'which the Father himself is well jdeased, whereof he 
hath given an assurance, in that he hath loosed oiu- 
surety from the prison of the grave, and wc sec him no 
more, until he apjiear without siu unto salvation. Wc 
see him, indeed, by the eye of faitli, but it is titiing, his 
'Work quite done, entered into his redemption sabbatli. 
Oh that wc, his members, may be so strong in tiiitb, 
■diat-we may also enter into rest! Only in proportion 
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as wi* rlo, sliall wc cease to speak our own word^ and 
to do our own jdeasiire. Only os we do, stiall we be 
delivered from bt^a^!n^ burdens on the Sabbath, end 
clogging ’ourselves with a yoke, which neither wo nor 
our fathers were able to bear. 

I have much enjoyed the 3d verse of Psalm c. It is 
so comfortable to know that we have not made our¬ 
selves, and that we are each just the vessels most meet 
for the di!Hr Master’s use, just os it sccmeil good to tlie 
]K>ttcr to make us; and that is a precious “ his," in the 

same verso.“ Sliecp of hist jjasture”—he does not 

leave us to ttmhr shepherds—shame to suppose that 
such a shepherd cannot or will not provide: that t!>e 

« »tur(! of the Lord of the whole earth can ever want 
rdure, t>r still waters: ah, well may he add, “ My 
IH’ople shall he safiit/tcd with my goodness.” 1 like to 
]ilcad wiJi him that he is my only shepherd, that I am 
wholly dependent upon him ; and I love to hear in an¬ 
swer, that when other shepherds do not feed, hind up, 
liring ngiiiii, &e. &e., he undertakes to do am. so fully, 
his own self. 


.... I have only had to end each day with increas¬ 
ing self-linithing and dissatisfaction. I see it set down 
under n text which has been rivetted on my mind 
lately, “ He must increase, hut I must decrease.” I 
feel growing so unspeakably little, every dispensation 
seems so beautifully preitared to pull me down in my 
own eyes, and in those of all of whose good opinion 1. 
have been too tenacious. Yes, my beloved children, J do 
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hope I am in some measure wUlin^ to detreaxe in your 
estimation, so that he may increase. I hop*; 1 wouht 
creep out of iny comer in your hearts, if it might make 
more room for him there. I have almost' an ov«t- 
whelmingly golemu view of Isaiah iL II, but yet my 
whole new man says Amen to it; yea, longs for it, ami 
knows no heaven but in the areomplishment of it. 

I much enjoyed the pleas at the (*pen!iig of Fs. l\xiv, 
the and tlums, the purchase, tlie inlieritance, the 
redeemed, the dwelling-jilaee. Oh. when the child can 
plead wi^ the parent, “ I am thine,'' it liardly secnis 
necessary to add, “ save me." Then, the 12th verse, 
calling to remembrance what he has don<*: the <!ivided 
sea, the destnietum of the hemh of leviathan, tl^ 
orooked serjjcnt, with his hydra heads, and his milli im 
of plots in each, which have all Ih-cti broken hr “ I Iniv*- 
prayed for theeso that the enemy has Imtn bread 
for ns, “ meat for the jioople inhabiting the wildermsis.’* 
Then the dark, drcai’y nights, when we could see no 
way, and were running ourselves into thousauils of 
dangers; “ the night isall ovemderf for gfwid, 
holding us and guiding us when we could not so much 
as sec onr precious Guide, And then the bleak, barren 
srinter, when fruit and even leaves disappeared, and the 
sap was frosen up in the root; ah. Lord, it is fhine,~ii 
season that destroys many noxious gru!>.s hut dues not 
really injure the plants of thy right hand's pknting; 
the sap is there, and when thy sumnier comes, Israel 
. shall again hlossom and bnd, and £n the face of the 
world with fruit. Then the sweet figure of helplessness 
in a turtle dove, tbt turtle dove; hid in the clefts of 
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the rock, wlmt archer shall wound it there? Then 
tlie grand plea of all, the covenant ordered iu uU things 
and sure. Can tve doubt that the Lord will hare re¬ 
spect to Oiat, signetl and sealed with precious blood ? 
&c. kv. 

.... How strangely, how wondrously arc the trees 
transplanted iu our little orchard! Well, no matter, 
so as they bring forth MCCB fruit. In ihit is my 
Father glorified. He is our soil, our hetlge around 
us, our rout, our $a{>, aud from him is oiur fruit found. 
In him may we be rooted, and grounded in his love; 
rich soil! &c. &c. 


LFTTER .\XXIII. 


1830 . 

It was gratifying to know that wc were just talking 
to one another at the close aud eonnnetH?ement of dtc 
year; and truly it should excite much praise, Uiat with 
all our wanderings, dimness, sathiesscs, &c. &c., our 
deep interest and our poor lispings were about JestK 
of Nazareth, aud that the uppermost cry t>f our heart 
to him wa.s “ Abide with us.” Might we not add, 
“ for it is towards evening, and the day is iax speaf?” 
Oh, nio, we might not; rather let us plead, “ The 
night is far spent; the dag is at hand.” Yes, our 
Jesus is the morning star; when ho appears in our 
horizon it is to bring an endless day, to put on end to 
our vmeatgf tossings to and fro, to disperse our feverish 



. d(«|ian, to dbeer lu with the sure prospect of tliat sure 
which our sun shali no more go down. Another 
aid jet another shade of this far spent night has fled, 
sb^.last we walked together by the way; and oh, 
Iww sweet to me was the “ «w," in the last verse of 
; Ps. cxvm as it enclosed my dearly loved sisters, and 
assured us of the same enijiloyineut, to which wo arc. 
tijing and trying to tuue up oar luirjis day aud night, 
while our g^ief and cry is, (like that well-reinemlicred 
one at dear F——e,) “Two or three strings Im^kcti, 
and all ont of tune again!’’ Sure and swift witncsse.s 
of the fogs and damps of the wildeniess 1 How <iftcn, 
when we have just wound up one note to its right 
pit<^ snap it goes; some stray tear has fallen on it^ 
some sickly damp from the marshes within has spoiled 
the whole chord of prai.se. “ J)n( u-v irUl lilcss the 
Lord, from this time forth aud fur evermore.*’ 

.... What delicious folds we have liad this year! 
I wBS particularly struck in Ps. evii. with a stage of 
Christian experiimce but too well known to mt!, “ Tbcir 
sod abhorretb all manner of meat.” Oh, that dreadful 
loss off appetite, when you read, aud read, mid read, .and 
don’t relish a morsel, nor feed upon one crumh in your 
heart by faitli with thanksgiving! Just .strength left 
to wy unto the Lord, “ I am sich;" hut no more power 
to create an appetite in the soul than in a sick hodj/^ 
And now indeed does the poor soul ^pcar to draw 
near to the gates.sof death, rejecting both its food and 
define. Nevertheless, the prayer of Jesus still sounds 
'{n^iat land, where a thousand years are os one day; 
a^s^ he whom the Father heareth aiwayi^ hmird 



on btAalf W» church, »Sanctify them dir<ragh.d^ < 
tnifh 5 thy Word is truth." Then bursts forth thii'^ 
sovereignty and the faithfulness of his God and our 
(iod. '* lie SENT his wtkd, and healed them, and de> 
livered them from thdr destructions." 1 should iQilhk 
every child of God, recovrring from s]>iritual disease, 
can set his seal to this. It is the Word, the sent Word, 
the Word mighty through God, that heals the putri* 
fying sores, restores tone to the enervated soul, and 
delivers from what is emphatically called “ their de¬ 
structions.” He may indeed bring us into the wilder- 
ness, hnt no wilderness dispensation has power to held, 
till the I,ord tliere sjteak to the heart. Some pro¬ 
mises, Intfore jiowurless and barren, now become sjnrit 
and life. Then does the precious Comforter fulfil .his 
covenant engagement, “ I wiVl make thy name to' be 
retncmlH.‘redand then does the fainting soul find, 
that the name of Jesus is indeed os uintnttmt poured 
forth. 

In Ps. evi, the 8th verse was very sweet to me, with 
Numbers xiv. 17—20. To have that, attriln^ at which 
we naturally tremble, on our side, glorified in long- 
suflering, and great and forgiving mercy. But in 
Ps. evit, the 29tb verse I enjoyed. The wind mw, 
raised by him, yes, he raisctli the stormy wind. Mjay -; 
we have this precious trulit settled in our hearts, em'; 
the hurry and confusion of the storm overtake, 

He raiseth it—he measures it out, kolding fhe wiad^B 
his fist. W'hat 1 to destroy his children? Nay, ' 
fan and to cleanse. And then, when he gi ve^ 
ness, iirbo then can make tnsuble? what tloim rahnfft! 



vile in t&ie'"' 

•^So' iii irtwo^ ■ JETon?;*^ ttey, 

' nito't^ haven-'^^e dc^, iieBir«$1ltftvcn£, 

cfelm and andeth sailfagr? No; U ia 
E^^ln'oa^it aioitDj wi^ temped ;, monnting up to 
'^Mvinv' dowii ii^a to theideptha; flesh and heart 
ji'iiSSSS^ ‘diem; thair own,wits thm^ii^hly at an end: 

, ,810 he brlngethi I chaiiged nij heart to remember 
'tbntat^nd; but it abrin^ d»m H. Well, no matter; 
be is too vise apd too kind to give his oowa^dlj child 
: her cbmoe.'. bringetk;” oh, that is verjr sweet; 
mepi^tv&iddslness, powee, all engined not to let me 
go; not ab'it'in^ briiijrts^, with me all the way, him- 
; aa^-mi'the tempest-tossed vessel I.... 


LETTER XXXIV. 

■ ' ' ' . • .1 ’ ■* 

V 

,yXi fn our mercies, they one'|bp{ied‘-|^daily in 
Ipads, diat they truly ret^ch nw the hadreiis, and 
his faiiibiulnesg imto die alonds;. and there old dim- 
'eyed tistuiv aometimes 'loses sight of H, aiid looking 
ouly at the dark doud, saiih, " Hi^ (lod feggotten to 
. be graomos? dnddus ptlepiise i^il fiir even^re?” But. 
"though 8 fi^e mmsispni «en .fi»’'»qt^d^ bright 
light that is in die oioi^ eveo . jdiM golden beams of 
V* v«y faitbfahmss” epmatiDg fr^ the throne of God 
vOnd the . 1^^ fend very: 

-ek>ud ; .<yet«*re ioug the gale of the jS^tk 'pasaeg over 



it, tht) doad k dupesked, wad tlw ttjmdng t~ 
cknita, " O Lord God of Hofk, «ibo k a drt^ Lon! 
titn outd thee, or to thj fak^ftthim round about 
thte f' the eyo, heeuer tbim the Tultnrek, ean 

koe kidifuliiekh reachii^ not only to the clonde, but 
fftufdiKhfd in the vcjy hiaeenn, «hih>t the doYe’e aye 
nitliiu the lock< oau e«eet!j reit upon k, me eshifaited 
in the c«>ugr<(>iituiu of tlto Munte. 

.... I lui>e lM>eii luade tVry happy due laaraini' «kl‘ 
a word whk‘h wus brou^it borne to me. " Thi^ that 
keek thv I^rd uiiderktaud uH thiugk.” Is it not j^irand? 
I .tni ijuite t>ur<> he biu taught uk to seek him.—that ail 
in*atioii would W a deadly bUnk, were nut thii our 
kti<(t, refrediiiig, daily eoi{do}nM>iit. Then ne ah-!* 
Ik* qmtt sure to understand all. I don’t look ao me"** 
for hartl teTts in the 'Vtord; on this iMtint I do am 
ootet knowliHij;^ so much uk I ought; but hard tk&*= 
III I'roiideiim*—mysteries in eoteuniit eugatpancnta— 
the qniet restiug of tliiit ]ireeiouii faith which doth ti-v 
make haste—the great peace which thoio have, who. 
loving the law of the T.ami and having bUkoeret vnit 
them, art* not stumbled by the stones which lie in U»'- 
way, not disuuiyed by some strange windiogH iu * 
wilderuees juth; who can say of twth tew;;.* ‘ 
and cloudy day, * Ob, .losus told me of thk before ~ 
canie to pass, yea, he engaged to put it iu my iu,*.^. — 
of blessings; there ia no mistake—he bath 
thiiigi well.” Oh, that we may so anderataiv? '* 
to write this over every thorn hedge, on eOiiy 
wall, every Kibroth-Hattaavah. At our Eliina 
may w« aweedy uudentand All,; the high grioe 




240 


-for ^elis of wstor which aro opened without 

mon^. and wiOiont price for u«, and for the threescore 
and ten palm-trees, the^easmit shwlcs of which tnahe 
us so exceediti|^y- glad. Yes, the happy soul who 
seeks ^ Lord^understands why blessings come upon 
him, yea, &llow hard idier him, and often “ arertake" 
him in spite of Itimself. He uuderstands why ereatkni 
nniles upon him, and eVery little flower brings its 
tribute of delight. The field, the city, the basket, the 
store, the very threshold of bis diMW, as he iMisses over 
it in peace and safety, going out and coming.in—all 
have a voice, and he understamls o//, as they testify, 
“ I wot that Ik* nhora the Lord blesscth is blessed.” 


LETTER XXX'l'. 

Mfirrli ‘JXk/if 

C.t!^ it be that this may be the last time of dim-ting a 
letter to Ntfe ? It has just (tome over me with such a 
gleam of sunshine, for dearest M. soys you are expected 
henne in May. Of course you will not want a letter all 
the way home, you will have too mueh to occupy and 
del^ht you. Oh that word home f I cannot think 
what can be. in those four honied letters ; such a mel¬ 
lowness and quietness, a resting^es.s; and is ytturs to 
he your own old home again ? Ah! your hearts hai-e 
rebuked me ere this wHh, ** call NO place home upon 
earth”—no, not bricks and mortar, turf and trees; 
but truly, the true pilgrim believer who is never at 
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liomci 1*8 ulwavs at home* 1 wot that hia << dwelling*. 
place” 18 home, and we know thiU he has one that has 
l)e(>n his, and shall be bis for ever, even in all genera* 
lions. 1 w<it that that place, to which he contimtally re- 
xortK, has the charms of ftoine for him ; and where can 
he he that he has not this place resort set wide open 
for him. Happy, happy elnldrcu! at home in a strange 
laml, at hunie in a waste howling wilderness; at home 
in joorucyiiigs: at home in tarryings; at home through 
life ; and most of all at homo in death ! 

.... I iiK-ant to tell yon how 1 had htteit feasted njxni 
a few word.s in our )isaho to-day, (Ps. viii.) “ Thou 
hast put ti/l under his 1 have imeu digging and 

digging into that priM-doiis, magniliceiit “ all," and 1 
am so stimcU with the simple conclusion, which the 
Holy Sjiirit seems as it wer'i* to dart upon, over the 
liis'ids 1 ) 1 * sheep, oxen, iish, &e. &o. “ I'or in that be 

jnif all in subjection under him, he loft nothino not 
tmt uniler him.” Now, just to realise that simple fact; 
and then, though we sfc it not, -but we see Jesus, our 
Head, our Husband, hone of our bone, flesh of our flesli, 
who was made a little lower than the angels for the 
suflering of death, crowned with gfory and honour I 

&c.But I must leave off. Now I can get to 

the schools the days seem miimtes. I really have 
scrambled over my pajicr in no time. 


M 
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LETTER XXXVI. 

To THE Same. 

»S'-/j, Juue ‘iSrt, 1S30. 

Mr beloved sisters, I tie hojK- our {tsulni was vcrv 
ssveet to yon Jesterday. ( I*s. xxix.) Every wave, f^reat 
or small, looked so beautiful and so iianiiless, with the 
Lonl sitting; upon it. I tlioug'lit 1 eoubl never be afraid 
of the fliwd atvaiii; bat probably the very next gale will • 
tind me looking at tlic winds and the wave-s, instead of 
looking at him who sits on them as King for ever : 
and then the try of the sinking soul will be, I *• ja'risb.’' 
But the Lord »riH give strength unto hia ]K'i»ple, and 
will not even reprove the fearful <ine, till he has removed 

the eaitso of her fears. 

.F. has just tolil too that we are to start, if 

the Lord will, on Saturday week, and spend the Sunday 

at R-n. What a tender She]*herd to prepare such 

a bro<ik for us in the way, as we go lowing along; but 
■oh! so .strait, I would not turn an in«4 either side. 

! do feel stt graciously and happily anuinUHl with a 
missionary sjiirit; so fully fed while I have iny precious 
Bible, only too much longing to set other precious 
souls to dig hit4) the wundraus mine. The latnl has 
shown me of late much of my exceeding vileness; yet 
I feel as if he were nii|pilding tno into the very new 
duties of the new situation and circumstances which 
apparently await me. Precious, precious Master ! how 
exceedingly happy are his servants iu any and every 
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work which they do at liis bidding and under his 
idieering eye. I would speak it to enetjurage you. Be 
instant iii season and out of season; (how often will 
old sluggard self tell tut it is mU of season 1) 1 long to 
be iiicirii as till' Ijord’s wherever I am, and whatever 
I ant alraut. Tho ointment tjf the right hand wilf 
bewray itself; nothing so penetrating and jtervaduig 
as seent. 1 .speak I'eeliiigly now, from the invasion of 
the smell of ]:*aiut at every crevice ; but it creeps in like 

a little jnvaeher iijmn 2 Cor. ii. 1-1—17.Have 

you been praying much for me of late ? 1 have fell 

almost ilelugtwl with a full flow of jieauc. 


I.ETTLR XXXVII. 

I’o E. S. P. 

C - n. Nor. 20M, lf»3(». 

I MUST enduuvoiir to get something in the shape of a 
letter for your birlli-day; but'niy iiiiml appears in a 
more than usually rubbishy state ; and though through 
the mighty jiower of the Remcnihrancer my heart has 
not forgotten its resting-place, it feels at times more in 
a state of fluttering, than of quiet resting upon it; like 
u silly bird, lunging, but hesitating, to alight upon it. 
Bustle is not favourable to- the health of the soul, and 
we seem just now to have a double portion with C——n 
and S-u pressing u|)on us. Dearest H - — re¬ 

ceives that refreshing watering which is the portion of 

M 2 
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those who lire cnableil to water othors. Ilis soul tloes 
indeed prosper; and all the accnmiilat ions of business 
seem but to briji-hteu the Hume of f^aee. Hi) wiekeil 
disquietude is always about what is left undone; and 
this ctU spirit, offspring of uidielief, eomos in tlie 
sba[)e of an angel of liglit. ealls itself zeal for the I.ortl, 
persuades roe to let iny soul go with half n men), and 
with little prayer, till I am constrained to cry out, “ My 
leanness, my leanness, woe unto me! the freaeherous 
dealers have dealt very treaeherously* I have iti- 
deed cause to he deeply himibled for niv .lehu zeal, my 
Nadab and Abihu fire; and I could almost vioiider 
that I am not again laid liy on a sofa, to make me 
learn a little better that an Omnipotent (Joil can ae- 
coinpUsh his work without the services of a vile wonn. 
But grace reigns, ami loves to manifest tlionghts higher 
than my thoughts, ns the heavens are higher than the 
earth; health and spirits are still lent me, and no 
Novemher elonds have as yet darkened my heavens. 

Nothing show.s me nmeh [ilaiuer than a letter does 
how full I am of self; here is a pttge full about the 
monster, and I meant to tidk to you, and to con¬ 
gratulate upon the decrease of your distance from 
home, and the sweet remerabraiiee tliat yon arc coming 
up from the wilderness. I do believe it has been 
a coming up with you during the last year, and a 
leaning upon your Beloved with growing confidence, 
I can thank my God upo^ every remerahranco of you ; 
and you can sing more loudly and sweetly as y<m soar 
aloft, Ps. ciii. 1,2, while yon see with increasing clear¬ 
ness, God, even your own God, riding upon tlie heaven 
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ill your lielji. It. has in<loc<i been a year rli:li iii liless- 
iiijfs for you, l)lc8s'mg» moro marked and more huuddiug 
ill thill you sought tiioiii in nliuost any utlu-i- direction 
tiuiii (hut* ill H'hicli they etiiiie; and, evim like a sulky 
child, refused to hold out your haud to receive them ; 
ijiu-stioiiing tlie wi.sdum and the love of yourown Father’.'* 
heart. \o»v, you have sih'u something of the end of 
. the Lord, and it is yours to testify tliat he is very 
i'iTiFi r„ and of tender mei-cy; that he has dealt boiiii- 
tii’ully with you, aeeordiiig to hi.s Word, ami led a poor, 
hlliiii, frou'iiril child in tl>e riglit way ; soon it will be 
added literally to a city of hnhitatiuu, and Josh. xxi. 4o, 
sliali seal the history of your little pilgrimage. 

.. : . .\iid now ] turn to your hirth-day pre.sent. 1 
rather dread eomiiimentarirs. They are too niuchiu the 
shape of j.illows for idle heads tmd a prop for prayerlcjis 
spirits, and woiihl ratlter hinder than udvaiiee a cryiny 
after knowledge to him, who alone eau give it to any 
]>ur])ose, and a tiii/i/iiiy for it, us foi' hid treasure. We 
are too fond oyiaviiig a hit of gold laid at the top of 
the mine for us: it foetls our spirit of iiidepeudcuee, 
luid “ woa/i/ i<! (lott" a[«irt from (lod; hut such ill- 
gotten wealth seldom tunis to good aeeouiit, and is fre¬ 
quently as cosily lost us it was easily olituined. I 

would oil no m-eouiit ilietute to you. Searie and Jitzer 
were dishes I eoidd keep ii[>ou iny table last winter, 
and I certainly enjoyed them mueh, now and then. 
Hut h’ej! to your uiiadulterui.ed dish, and remeiiiber it 
is quite ablo to make you wise unto salvation. Only 
get the Master to break the bread for you, and as¬ 
suredly you shall eat and be well filled. 
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.... 1 have but little time Idi, but 1 must «iy it Is 

written in most legible clmractors here, as at S-n, 

“ The Lord shall cumnuirul his blessing u|w>ti tbee in 
all that thou settest thine hand unto.” ... . J wish rou 
the whole Bible lull of blessings. 1 am afraid to select 

one to the (miissinn of, (wrbaps, u richer.I do h<i[H* 

you feel for us with all tliat lies Iwfiwe us this winter. 
If I look forward to a week, my flesh and my heart fail 
mo. I shall indeed need to lire by the day and the 
hour, or I shall soon knock up miud and body. Tlie 
enemy will not leave the place when we do: but God, 
even our own God, will not leave it, ami that is enough. 
Here is vile unbelief again, trying to put on zeal as a 

<-loak; but it wont fit.Df> pray that 1 may kept 

in ]>crfect ]icacc—peace, pmre, with a mind nbtyed, 
(nice word) on God. 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

To E. S. P. Asn O. A. P. 

<7—«,*/w/y 4M, 18.31. 

How has my heart been overflowing day after day 
towards you, and hud you been within hearing, I 
almost think I should have talked away all my little 
stock of hreafh; so ytni see it is well we are so 
nutny miles apart. Ah ! old heart! 1 hear your rusty 
comments upon tliat wtlU Truly, truly, it has sore 
longed, and docs sore lung, after you, to sit at your 


tVritlcu after a very severe attack of suiall pox. 



Ii>el, iind t<> hear yimr wonlr.. I am frrown so much 
Icsii thuT) the least, not linmhle, don’t think that ; 
thvn, I should be enlarged, muiiif^tly the trirnilc of the 
Holy (ihost, filled with ail the fulness of (rod; hut so 
shrivelled with pride, so witlwred with unbelief, so 
parched bv the arrows of the Almighty, so cumbered 
with the load of clay to wliieh I have so fondly clung, 
so heart.-eoudeinnud, so unspeakahly vile, so closed in 
with depths, so wrapped about with weeds, sf» under 
the bottoms of mountains, that { could soinetinies think 
the earth with her bars is alraut me for ever. 1 thought 
t.) rise out of my graves so very richly latleii with 
aiisuers to prayer, that my peacH! would ilow in like a 
river, and my righteuasness like the waves td the sea. 
I thought to turn hack, and with load voice giority 
(luit (rod, who hath dealt so wondrously with me. But 
I am sore distressed of lutt! with a dumb devil. 1 fuel 
for the most part as if J had no soul, no heart, no head, 
no tongue; all nerve, all irritation, all gloom, an easy 
prey to the enemy, for whom I set a chair, and spread 
(i couch. At least, I think it is an enemy, but. perliaps, 
it is the voice of a faithful friend. I must tell you of 
what he is chiefly telling mo, and then, perha{>s, yon 
will tliink it a friend. Cun I be a child, can I be a 
bride, and see the door set open agfiin and agtiin. 
through which I might rim into the arras of a Father 
and a Husband, and I stand still, nay, ask to turn 

about again? 1 prtiferred worms to my God, C-n 

to heaven ; and never ouoo said or felt, “ to depart and 
bo with Christ is far better.” No, my desire was to 
rumaiu in the flesh; and now, if I am his, he has given 
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' »v' jt.liKr« but little tiuie left, b^t I liiM wy H is 

wr^tm i)i most legible diaracten here, as St S . n, 

“ TbS'lJord shall command Us blessing t^n thee in 
all that tboa settest thine lumd onto.’*..,. I Wish you 
Ae whole Bible full of blesnogs. 1 aagi dnid to selept 
Qoetotheomissimi of, perhajts, a ridter..,» .1 do hope 
yosi feel for us with all that lies before us this winter. 
1^1 look forward to a week, my flesh and my heart fail 
me. J t^U indeed need to live by the day. and the 
hour, m- I shall sown Icnook up nund and body^ The 
enemy will not leave the i^aae when we do: but God, 
even our own God, trill not leave it,. aad Uiatu enough. 
Here ie.’vile unbelief again, trying to put on zeal as a 
cloak; btU it wovt fit. Do pray that 1 may bdkept 
i|^ perf^ peace ptaee, ptace, with a mind stayed, 
fniee word) on God. 


LETTER XXXVIII. . 

; ' To R fiL P. AjtD O. A.K. , 

i", C— —B,*4rt, 1831. 

How hw my hmM been overfiowh^ day after day . 
towards yon, axd jm b^ within hearing, .t. 
almost thuds T shonld Imve talhed .^way all.'niy.little 
stock of hreatli}. so yon see ft ft yrlidl ^ so ' 
many mOes iqiart'*' I oftl. heart h;! hear jmt maty 

comments ttpph Ihil. Truly, tftdy, ft has sore 
does 'hmgt'wftejr'ys^'to 'sit jorni'- 

f-.- .. *.vWittteii'at|i)F'e vBiy senee atta^ef ssml) .fos.. 



247 


feet, end to 'ibeer your words. I am grown so much, 
leiu than tlte least, not humble, don't think that; 
then, t should bh enbrl^ inani&stly the temple of the 
Holy Ghost, filled wkh ell the fulness of God; but so 
shriveled widt mde, so withered with unbelief, so 
parched by the arrows of the Alnughtjr, so cumbered 
with the load of day to which I have so fondly clung, 
so heart-condemned, w unspeakably vile, so closed in 
with depths, so wrapped d>out with weeds, so under 
the bottoms of mountains, that I could sometimes diink 
the eartli with her bars is about me for ever. 1 thought 
to rise out of my graves so very richly laden with 
answers to prayer, that my {)eace would flow in likae a 
river, and ray righteousness ^e :Ae waves of the sea. 

1 thought to turn back, and with loud voice glorify 
tluit God, who hath dealt so wondrously with me. Bat 
I aw sore distressed of late with a dumb devil. 1 feel. 
fur the most part as if 1 had no soul, no heart, no h«^ 
no tongue; aS nerve, all irritation, all gloom, an easy' 
[irey ,to the enemy, fur whom I set a chair, and spread 
a couch. At least, 1 diiuk it is an enemy, but, peihaps,. 
it is die voice ^ a fidthfii! friend. I must tdl you of 
what he is chiefly tellin|f me, and thei^ perhaps, jpou . 
will think it a friend. Can I be a child, can I be a 
bride, and see the door set open agun and i^^ain, 
through which I migh^ run into the arms of a Father 
and a Husba^ and I stand still, ni^, aik to tom 

about agun? I preferred w<mms to my (Sod, C-h 

to hraven; and never once said i/t fylt, to'4^art aj^ 
be.witii Christ is fiir better." Ifo, my du^wuri^.]io' 
remain in die fierii; and now, if I am his, ^ has ipvjtaN 
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ine ipij'request, and senii. leonoiw withal fij ilnil.. 

XMv mj children ! h« a^d df me, dad 
«li;( iw; tha Lrad jrdu ftdni such earth>gln^.aiid 
glie more the' a^MtiOng of hi« love.’ O hoar 
vnbnld one wiUin nQr oC that love have melted all the 
; l^Oi and made me flutter incMsandjr to flee away. 
'Sttt in this valley dT Axihor, thanks, thanks to my God ! 
th«^e is a door of hope; and while my walls arc salva¬ 
tion, my gates shall be praise. Did I belong to Satan, 
he would rock me to sleep, hot my very misery, while 
he is about liie, shows me that my God favonrs me, in 
that the miemy doth not triom^ over me. Yes, even 
tpfien I fail, 1 shall arise; 'WBjBS 1 Mt in darkness, the 
Lord shall be a light unto me i and if I am to go dius 
again and again through the bdly of hxdl, it is to bring 
nte ont at that grand portal, through which poor Jonah 
was brought, “ Salvaiion is the Lord? Oh, it is a 
. goodly gate^ one pearl, hut the way to it is truly anduL 
And SK these the answers to prayers many ? 

^ To make uefcol - ■ ■ 

Tbe bMOea evils of lajr heart, y , 

And Ud the anp 7 jwwen of h^ 

. Assault nqr sou! in ev^ part." 

I will not ask, Lord, vHty u this ? nay, I eanubt, for 
thon thyself hast tai^ht me to say, Even ^ F^her, 
it seemed good in thy sil^t.'’ tdp feel vmry fore 
is no mistoke ifidi, and whatever the eneci^ meai^ 
'or thinks, ^ purpose my Fad^er^s heart liii^ietfa 
‘'^ ever, the predunits. £|tOii^hts'of it to.kfi;|;eiiefi^ona; 
ax^'tnJj it is my i^m&y, wfaon.l cato>^ tW his/ 
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thonffbts lltougbts of peace, and not of cviL He 
loved me, oh, dare I douht^hat ? hat ing loved, 

he luaet leve unto the end, fur Iw ehangetb not. Your 
letter was vtaj pretnoua to mo, and 1 wool<r hope very 
ueeful; you wore led to that extract for iny sake.* 
When I nonid keep an ojMsn ear, aye, dwing: tlie reat 
of niy pilgrimage, to the voice of this rod, old nature 
tmiihle,, and cries, like'a fractious child, "Put it 
auay, put it awayand the voice of nature is still 
so loud, that it almost drowns the vwce of the precious 
Tidchor, &c. 

.... But fmough of the vile clay; no, not silo, pre> 
ciims cl.iy; you an* right, one touch of tlic potter miiLes 
it honourablo fur over, the work of his hands shall not 
lie despised. 1 am never so happy as nhen my very 
soul can ]>lcad, ‘•And now, O Lord, 1 am tho o/oy. 
and TBof tlte potter;” and then, 1 can exjiect anj 
thing, and every thing. I con be content to be clay, 
yet as<nircd that Gotl shall be glorified in mo. I would 
not be able to lift up one atom of iny jioor dust, while 
I can sue each and all in bin wonder-working hands. 

You ask aae to tell you of some of the deep waters— 
I ought; and to tell yon that though waters be un- 

* " 1 verily believe tbe Lord hath tangbt yoa to lay yonr hand 
,'apon yoormoath; hot I shall be far from desiriu;; yon, or any 
^MT, to east by across like aa old nwlrss bOl, wat Is onlyftir 
hot rather would wish each eroM were looked In Ihe 
ftes seesa Umrs, aud erers read over sad over again. It ft tbe 
'niesicagsraf the Lord, aud tjieaks anaething; aad the man of 
vesderstandtiif wOl hear tbe rod, and him that appointed it, Try 
what ft the taste of tbe Lordb cap, and drbik with tiodli hftselag, 
that you may grow thereby,” kc.—ftaikslykrtTs LtOttt. 

k3 
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fiAcwaWe, wind boHteroust iind wkvm hig'h, yott nuty 
in peace |iid lafety wHb him, who baa them aB 
in Hwludlow of hie hand, and in hb> One iiig^t 
and day I richly experienced this, hut I experieiioed 
abo, tiiat it is, indeed, a nanT of faith. It was a 
night and day of which you Iiave not heard. It was 
the thirteenth day. In the evening the twelfth 1 
was so comfortable, that I got at my dear little Bible, 
and wanted to pk^ out aome bursts of praise, hut my 
heart scarcely responded to any, and nothing woukl it 
cling to hut ** Call upon me in the day of trotthle: 1 
wiU deliver thee, sad thou shalt gWify me.* 1 chi<k>d 
with it, little ctinsidering who was its teacher. I 
thought the day of trouble comparatively over, and 
that aU should he praise. D—— wont to bed oariy, 
and when left alone, faintness and exhansiJon came 
on,.... How many anxions tooks did I cast upon my 
watch! what weeks of hours did they seem, while the 
laughing, varied notes of the nightingale, sitting on a 
tree dose to iny apea window, fomed the only answer 
to my deep moans, and seemed sometunes tauntingly 
to say, " Ah, I have no snwU'pox, for 1 have no sin.* 
.... I continued extremely iQ aU night, and found tiiat 
not iir vain had the Comforter given me that word, 
and caused me. to hope in it. My {torfeot mduuistioa, 
as I laboured for Iveath, spoke plainly, that if I was 
i^ared, I was to be ^ered in answer to that promise, 
whkdi had se^ h> df mysd^ fiutened Vfm^ny 
souL It wast'Hke a golden hook let down frmn heaven, 
ahd I so reaHxed the dhiging to H, and so fdt as if I 
must immechatsly dirit, if 11st go uf it^ that ny hand 



.wAi aliiKwt fixed up M Iti^ ae I could get it, in tymi- 
pathjr with my soul. 

.... I thauk(*d Mr. R-1 for all the kiiidnesi ha 

bad Hhown me, and aaked him what I could do, at auch 
a moment, without a good hop; he pauaed, and Mid, 
« Do you fiwl low about yourwlf ?” I said, «I feel 
hapfiy iu niy soul, but I have no idea I can get through 
this—do you really think I can Mr. R — . —1 nqiHcd, 
*’ Yes;” but it was that ionfi'yet which is a three- 
quarters MO..... 1 felt ashaitnijtl jof having wasted m 
much breath, mid clinging hold again of my hook, I 
felt, but THIS cat) pull me through. 1 told the Lord 
he must undertake it all himself, and usu Ai* means, 
aud thus fulfil his promise. Touards evouiug a pecu¬ 
liar sleepiness came on, such as I luid had no idea of 
for thirtceu days and nights. I don’t {vt a moment 
doubt it was from the Lord, in answer to imhy 
prayers. Did not the Lord remember the word to 
his servant, on whidi he hsid so caused her to hoiic ? 
It is a day to he mueh remembered. 

1 am grieved if 1 have given you any gloomy ideas 
of Jordan; had it Iieen tlie set time for me to pss 
thnnigh H, I should have seen the aric and the priest 
in the midst, mure triumphantly; but it was not ths 
day, exot^ ideally, so that the strength laid up tor it 
was not experienced. But as to the kmeliness, I think 
we am sueh hmiing areatures, and live so much msm 
upon efie another than we have any idea of. Just try 
to realise turning away your eyes, your ears, your 
thoughts, yoor tongue, from a motibor, a sister, a 
hrodtsrwnot haaring them speak agaiu, not speaking 

.v'M.d 
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to them, netting out, «s it were, quite alone, not <ine 
you know to pan through Jordan with jrou. I !>iK>ak 
now No/Hre’e voice, and truly it must be a lxiu<tcroai 
Toiee, where that of grace is not heard. I du! cluee 

my eyes on R . — x os he stood with hk little Bible at 

the bottom of my bed; I did quietly oloee them, and 
think, I bare done with you. 1 heard F — — sobbing 
behind the curtiun, and 1 did think, J have done with 
you. My harried nund ran over many of yon, and 
eried, Done, done; 1 sliall wo man no more with the 
inhihttaate of the earth.” I tiuneil them up, aipd almost 
as plainly as I had seen R>—.-t, J saw Jesus, and, 
through rich grave, 1 had not a donbt at that time that 
he was all mine, and waiting f<ir mo. 1 tried to think 
of my vileness, but I just roold not; I felt it would 
crush mo. 1 sud, ■< Lord, tliou hast made mo tliine, 
and now thou most take me, unsixiakobly snle os I am, 
and moke me as tbou wilt, and what thou wilt” The 
feeling of bekmging to him was more tboroiigbly quiet* 
ing and enougfi than I can tell you. I wondered greatly 
how he could take me; but I did not doubt timt he could 
and srould glorify himself in me, and my heart tursed 
with, " And now, Jesus, thou art indeed roy aJL" And 
would you not expect that such a Imsoo haa tagght mo 
to sit loose to the creature ? Alaa 1 alas! I teem to 
have come back to stick eloser than ever, and am 
naughtily half pteaSed that you can take hold of mo 
again with aa eager a graap t hot yet, th pray don’t I 
X was gmng to sKy, " You would bring another heavier 
rod upon ut(” but this ia tha aiguoteat of the fidght* 
aaedi sot the lovisff oUld,.... 
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You must tell all jPMur dear pMple of the Lord's** 
mercies towards me;.give iiqr..atiicere .love to 
Tell Mrst A—— it k a grteit thing to bo nadj ^ - 
opmt unto him-tni<ii;xfuitel'y. Pray donfi thiitk k ne^.: 
cessstiy to likdct aoy conunent on this letter, ne^ ob 
your knees, ftc. * ’■•■ ■. 

■ :' • iL-,,,..:-■ ■■ 


LETTER XXXIX. 


To E. S. P. 


C—i —«, November 19/A, 18^, 

Wheh you -teid that the first letter I wrote to yott;< 
would be for the dear 24th, I thought H> impossibls. 
that the outbreakings of my heart towai^ you would 
be kept off paper so long, and now^ what appeared 
at siudi a distance, has with hasty,, and. unseen, and 
unheard strides, come close to me 1 How shall I gxete 
yon,'my belc|yed child, as your Ch>d seals Up the sum 
of; them tlt^' hundred and sixty-ffre days, and ■ 
aites.;y«a te^ aet^ to seal that God ia teuej . 

. takasCyd^^tekbibling' hand into-his, and‘while your 
’.hei^ul-dyn'^'t^^ from what he hath been 

jU what you: hare been to Iwn;^ still 
.-onahlet you ;^|.s^'^ ^ 'h^-'|i^ied of ,idl. 

ooa-^ 

oen^ 

grieri% ,hj^vi^::|t^^;idinded.oi^^ 



xaj briery among which I havb go often been 

entangled! my ircnn«Inewed neck 1 my earth-bound 
heart I what ehall 1 gay of these ? Just set to^imr seal 
here, with peculiar emphasis, that God is true. lie. 
told von the Canaanite would dwell in the land; he 
has undertaken to teach you the plague of your own 
heart, your sickness and your sore; mid when and 
where could you have learned thege|{ess<>ns, but in the 
bitter cup of experience ? It is with the tliurus of the 
wilderness and with briars, we must be taught tliut 
which we could not learn on a bed of roses. These are 
the throes and groans of a trarailii^ creation; and 
idiall I bring to the birtli, and not cause to bring forth ? 
saith the Lord. Yet a few mure pangs, and this nlc 
body, this “ body of our humiliation,” shall he a glorious, 
a spiritoal buily; and as wc have borne the inutgir of the 
earthly Adam, (and do we need proof of the truth of 
this P) we shall also bear the image of the heavenly. 
Hml, tlien, my happy child! Ah, could Gabriel speak 
to you, he would say with a fervoor which, could envy 
enter his spVit, would Im any thing but the fcM*vour 
of comjilaccncy, “ Hail, thou that art highly favoured 
of women, the Imrd is with thee!” Behold the summary 
of blessedness; . let me wish for you what 1 wiU, what 
1 can, aU centres in that one point, and every radius 
of peace, joy, safety, weal, grace, and glory emanate 
from that. I see the sword of the Lord. sharpened, 
yea, furbiabed, tlmt it may glitter, and at length glare 
tgHiviction upon the blindMded heart of an infidel 
people; that it ia manufactured, in no. earthly aixnoury, 
that, it ia drawn ftrdln no httman teabburd: I see it 
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verj tempostiions around, our coming GocL I look. 
witJi iutenae interest towards my precious little pilgrim; 

I find no.room for the shadow of an anxiety; the I.^d 
is with her, her sun, amid thickening clouds, her' 
shield, Bfiiid thickly flying arrows; her strength, when 
her lips quiver, rfnd rottenness entereth into her bones; 
her majestic rock, amid tumultuous waves.; her glory 
and the lifter up of her head. I have eoufitlence indeed, 
not in yon, my reed, my little one, my worm, my “ no 
might,” hut ill the Lord touching you. I am bold in 
my God to hope, nay, to know assuredly, that you A.be ' 
MORB than eonqiieror through him that loved you. 

I am confident in him who can make of a reed a pillar; 
on which he may set a world; yea, of which he will 
build tlio eternal temple of the eternal God. 

I hopo I am not writing this, my children, to make 
you admire, with yOur' accustomed blind partiality, 
sounding brass and a tinkling cfymbal: but I have 
prayed to write a word which may encourage you in 
tlm Lord our God. These are times when we need to 
stir up ourselves to take hold upou God, to realiae 
what we are, and whose we iu'e, and not to lie grove¬ 
ling as if we were only meet for plague, fire, or worms. 
Let us be singing our song in this day, that the Lord 
hath deKver^id us from the hand of all our enemies, ^ 
made a present to us of tlie stiugless serpen^ of things 
present, and things to wwc, yea, swept grand 
things” into our overflowing laps. I just hogin to see 
a very, very little of what we ought ^ he, Imt aty 
inuneasurable distant fmn it, at times, palsies me; 
yei^hon iho Spirit shbws it to me, every 
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new man ia upon the stretch, and I seem to have souic- 
tfahig of the feeling of phsssi.vg towards the mark< 
Perhaps .h will comfort you when I tell .you that 
the first liewt of the cholera in England threw u 
horrible dread over me, and I was compelletl to pray 
hard against the fearfuliu^s and trembling which cauic 
Upon me. Since that, I have enjoyed great peace; 
not, I trust, the peace so well described by the Jiecortf, 
as the falling asleep again of one who had been roused 
up in a fright. I often feel as if we were all in the 
Liverpool steamer, just about to take leave of o!ie 
another; hut then it hiohs as if it were only fetr the 
little twinkling of on eyt;, white one and another dips 
into the waves, to enter into our Father's hou.<e, and 
have done with storms and wtives for ever. 


LETTER XL. 
To O. A. P. 


C—«, /'Vft. 2M, 1 

Youb ^proaehing birth-day reminds me of the days 
of the years of ray own pilgrimage, hut I emmut 
allow vrith old Jacob, as I gaze through retrospection’s 
glass,'that my days have been fmp and evil} no, no, 
. they have been many, and very good, so filled out with 
that each second looks as large as a long day, 
wowded with loving-kintlnesses, Aat 1 have more 
ihaj^lc ov», in the account of dtiiy, tluui nfi^ns 
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have in a whole year. Nor do I recollect the birth* 
day, since thiB day eighteen yean? when my heart 
has been so tun'ed to sing, as in the days of my 
youth, and os in the day when I came iqt out of die 
land of Egypt. -Come, my children, help me to raise a 
peculiar Ebcuezer at the'cluse of this peculiar year. I 
did think this' hand would have been where it could 
not celebrate his trutln I did expect this' tongue would 
have been in the grave where it could not praise him. 
Uut.he liath delivered this vile body out of the pit of 
corruption,* for he was read;/ to save me, and’to make 
me to live. Thei-ofore, we will sing my songs to the 
stringed instruments of his own ereating and tuning 
all the days of our life in the house of the Lord: for 
the living, the living, he thttU praise thee, as I do this 
<lay: the father to the children shuH make knoten thy 
truth, I never saw this marrow of life, this essence 
of joy so plainly, as when I felt to be taming my 
back for ever ujiuii the busy vineyard, aud leaving 
the honoured labourers to bear the heat and burden of 
the day, while I entered into rest, where the sun can¬ 
not smite, nor any heat. Never did a Lot’s wife so, 
look back upon her Sodom, as I looked luck upoii the 
whitening lurvest field. It was not all lovo to 
Master, or I could have desired to serve liim day-ai^ ' 
night in his imihedute presence, where 1 eoidd ne^r 
have grieved him agmu. It was not all lore to p6or 
sinne^ or i could have trusted the com of diem lio - 
him whose heart was running over with that, df 

. * Wrltleu after rewvcr; from tbe sm«U pBx. . ' 4 
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I had but a drop. It waa mnch of It great I airolleit 
into andae imporAnee, much of muddy, errature affec¬ 
tion, much of a oohesion to a- wdl^-festhered nest. 
This, Lord, thon knowcsi, for thou beholdest every 
fold of this enfolded heart. But of thine own I will 
give thee. There waa a something of thiue own 
. blessed mind iti me, there was an impression, however 
faint, of that image of thy precdous selfV.sumined up in 
few words, but shown out in glowing characters from 
eternity to eternity, in lengths and breadths, and 
heights and depths immeasurable, " It is. tnore blessed 
to olVB than to nxeipe” 

For you, I do pray for a rich experience of tbis 
blessedness. May yon realize tbc heart of Jesus to¬ 
wards you, and know bow he does rest in his lore to¬ 
wards you, and how assuredly he does rejoice over yon 
to do you good, «-ith whole heart and with his 
whole soul; and thus drinkiug in of his heart and 
mind, may you be as a fruitful hough, running over 
the wall, scattering your fruit on all sides, enjoying 
shelter and sunshine; blest with the blessings of heaven 
above, and blessings of the deep that Uetb under. 

1 am still nutde to hang npon that wondrous gulden 
hook which was let down to pull me out of tho very 
jaws of death. Psalm L fd. I do find a growing 
delight in pleading with my Father, that word, upon 
whiah he did, with sneh a grahd sovereigpity of power 
and love, cause me to hope. I hold him, and will 
not let him go with « Thou SIIAI.T glorify weand 
be loves to be put in remembraime. He has hewn 
'much with hb happy axe tbis winter, oud when it 
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begins to boast and seek its own glory, he says, 

“ remember the word upon which I caused dice to 
hu])e .... thou sbalt glorify not thyself.” Ah, if 
I have calUe to put him in remembrance, how much 
more has he to put me in remembrance 1 Will you 
speak to the King for me? You would, if you knew 
all die vile shaking of the axe, if it were only from the 
fear of its being laid by again. 

29 th .—I was wii an empty’ state of efierreseence 
yesterday, and you got the froth; I am ashamed to 
send ^e letter, it is so full of self.... I long to hear 
of you all agaiu. So we have the pestilence between 
us 1 1 open my mouth, and {laiit for die realization of 
'•wkaisoerer the King did, pleased aU the people.”, 

.... What do you think for this year? that you are 
going to find nice, full cisterns, good strong arras to 
lean upon ? Oh! do ye fear this glorious and fearful 
name, ■< the Lord -riir God.” So much thine, that he 
will beer no rival, so wholly thine, that he gives and 
expeets a whole heart, rests in his love, and will have 
you rest in yours. The dsterus diall be filled for yoi^ 
if your souls are enabled to obey. Psalm Ixii. 5 , if 
otherwise, your pitcher shall be empty, and your souls 
aching. 1 am so happy in my work here, but 1 begin 
to fear f am 4otng it to. the people more than to my 
Master. I have much to feed pride and self-compla- 
cency, but much more to feed humility and self-ahhqir- 
renoe, but these creatures have a very poor appetiiiey 
compared with die former. How beautiful it woedd he 
to be .a fountain of gardens, a well of living wato; 
and streams from Lebanon! It u muoh, unspeakably 



mudb, io hare suck a (kscrt turnect into a garden; 
-Irat to bis the sodree of Dther gardeoi, of transforming 
eCAw deserts, oh it is something worth liring for! but 
eould I be content to live for this in the heart of 
.Africa, in an unfeathered nest? Oh, mj heart does’nt 
like cross questioning. 

.... The first taken by death from our girls’ school, 
is one of whom we had talked for the class of merit, 
as likely to make a strong, cxeelleat servant. tVe 
have every reason to h<^ she is now serving her (>od 
day and night. 1 Itave b%n looking at what wc vail 
death, as. represented, John xiv. 3; and it just seems 
the consummation of every wish, the fulfilment of every 
desire, every word is so {irecious. To put “I” for 
death; then the “irillf” the “come;” not going to 
him, hot his coming to the school to fetch us home: 
and the “nt/nin,” he has })aid us many a visit to 
prepare us for the prepared home: what an “ again" 
the last visit wUl he! and “receive you” when all 
others must give you up. But where to go? “uuto. 
myself s” oh the allness of tliat home! and then the 
precious “that” But I have robbed others to write 
so much to you, my darling child. Tender love to all - 
your party from your most loving 




LETTER XLI. 


To E. S. P. 

C- -», iVbf. 20<^ 1832.' 

Prede is verj' uoisy, and charg«o* me not to write to 
YOU; but, after a strujrj'Je, I have determined to wound 
it, rather than wound your dear feeling; and if my 
poor letter can but please you with a re-assurance of 
my love, yon shall have it. I have been a little liRed 
up this morning by ■ a word which was sent to me, 
Avhen I was on my knees, and which, at first, I 
thought too good to b<> true. But the word is found, 
and 1 have eaten it. I apjteared to myself too despioa- • 
hie to destirve thi* exertion of mind, almost, of being 
despised—quite’less than nothing; and* it was told 
me in mine cars, “ Behohl, God is mighty, and 
despiseth not any.” Oh the stoop in those words! 
the highness and the lowness—the gi’eatness and the 
littleness 1 the majesty and the mercy! 1 belieY-o I had 
been exercised with the conviction of how you, my 
fellow worms, must despise me ; and my tender Father 
sent me this word with such a behold, such a power! 
and then as 1 fed upon it, he so sweetly abided, “ Let 
this mind be in you which was also in Christ Jestis- 
and I was amazed to see how often and how much I had 
despised some, yea many, and could but see the despiser ^ 
was most to be despised, as being most unlike the Leid. 

1 believe now I have given you this text in my own 
defence, and to lead you to bear with me according to 
Christ Jesus. And now, when we perch on this first 
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twig, peii^ on iiie tree of and mount to the 
sitting doW'wiTH Christ on kU throne, shall \rc ex- 
el||^ Oh the depth? or. Oh the height? ^ When we 
teaching his ei^let to leave. Ute nest, built 
Wn the top of the rock—bearing it on his own wings— 
causing its feathers to grow—teaching it to mount up¬ 
wards and build its nest oo high, yea, on the very 
thtone, sftall we say, “ He that is MtaHTY hath done to 
me great thmgs ?” or shall we^say, *• His ffmtleuvsx 
hath made me great?” Is it not comely for us to 
cemjdy with the word of exhortation spoken to us this 
morning, “ l«t the righteous be glad; let them rejoice 
before God; yea,' let ^em exeecdiugly rejoice ?” Wbat 
hard, bard work has my wicked heart found this, since 
1 left you i or rather, how busy hare I hemi at cutting 
the strings df my lyre, taking out tliC pegs, aye, ana 
almost cracking it. The fountains seemed broken up 
that Wednesday moraing; it was'really a irrew-h, as 1 
paj|^ the house whiefi knew our dear, dear old friend 
BO more; to ieel tiiat she could not weep with me, 
caused a pang, which in the deepest view of the selfish¬ 
ness of my heart, I did not previously think had lurked 
there; I quite looked btick to the gate, to be sure whether 
her tearful eyes were not looking after mo.-..... Too 
often have I had Elijah’s grumbling fifs, when colled 
■to service, an impatient “lam not so well as my 
fitthersbut he has carried me oo eagles’ wings, tliat 
I have only had tcvlook down, and bat^' upon the moun¬ 
tains over whose summits he has home me, and whose 
olcud-fiapped tope in the horizon nearly crushed me. 
,|fdw I sing, “ Over, over, ever J" &ci ' 
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I am longing for a letter. 1 trnat I dull hear that 
votir precious souls prosper sad are in facalllii but 
then, I shall naughtily envy you; mine has long been 
us languui as my body; hut Itetter days will come. 
7'he garden of the Lord' shall have its spriitg, its 
everlastiiig summer; its sun shdl no more ^ down. 
Have you ever been afraid of asking very earnestly 
for a spiritual Messing, for fear of the means through 
which it is to come ? This is too often mjr wretchedly 
wicked state, and I can tremble at the words, “ I will 
liring them into the wiMertteis," though the very next 
are, “and will speak comfortably unto thee.” It is a 
strange question, but it is a needful one, “ IVUt thou be 
made whole ?” The Lord make me wilUng to part 
with all, so that I may have full enjoyment of him. I 
(hire not say that thus it i$ with me ; I think that thus 
it was with me. How sweet, “ He is greater than thy- 
heart!” I roll it over, wretched thing that it is, into 
his dear hands. 


LETTER XLIt. 

To O. A.*P. 

C~ - n, February 2(nI/(, 163% '. 

1 VRAR my beloved-would have been almost gratis 

hod to see btiw t|ie heart, vrhich will never, if it caajh*^ 
H, step over the threshold to meet a trouble, waa dwo> 
lated, when the unlooked-fw visiter came, M one dtat 
travelleth, and turned in upon me as an armed itusu 




letters were, indeed, u umial, Hlecp-'itcalers and I 
mliravd in the Sabbath thit«n Mrith a hhainefnlijr hea^ v 
heart. The appointed tevt groath buiidded me. .Should 
such an one as I sit in darkness «h(‘H I luul light in 
my dwelling—the light of life I Should 1 fret do 
for the apjMsdiended extiugniahing »f one little tnjier, 
when the ann h.nl ariw ii upon me! And is tin's in\ 
kindness to ms Frimid, to begrudg<» her the fniness of 
joy, ill,It I might not lose the little ilroppiiigs from lu'r 
mingled eup here helow ! Hut wi )iui,s sit. like Canute, 
ami talk to the wiises, till they surround .lud inerwlu ho 
us and in i*outpni]>tuou» setirn msmu to s is, * .Testu 1 
know, and the Comforter I know ; but who .us. sou?" 
We may turn to eserj slots house of tis.ituie loiiifort, 
and bear each and all deelais, “ If the Lmd do not 
help thw, wherein shall 1 In Ip tins ' out of tin h,iru> 
• fiotir, or out of the wiiie-prtss'” Tlnn if that sous' 
which is full of majesty, that roit'e which is tijion tlie 
waters, sjH'ak hnt the wonl, what an inimisliate, ssluit a 
wondrous calm does it prmhii e!—Rut oh! the t utmiiig 
dovieea of Satan! what attnhute w ill he not ape ? what 
coin will he not eouiiterfeit? lie soon stepjM'd in as 
comforter, and actually prevailed upon me to take a 
good draught of that from which my (Iml was weaning 
me; and of wlutt think you, had I been dtiuking'' 
nothing higher, Aotbtng safer than just all of you elose 
nmnd me in May, See. 

f And now, having, as usual, put sdif in tlie fore* 
hand, let me turn to that which must call forth my 
oliest gratitude. Year after year has my heart been 
^lled with peace imd joy, as 1 have gutted by &ith on 



thttt mighty angel of the covenant who has gone before' 
you, and hept you iu tbe way, and brought you thus 
far to the place which he hath prepared for you, I 
have been lookiug with a trembling joy to the parental 
engagement so beautifully set forth, Exod. xxiiL 20—^22. 
] do see, and in some measure know, that he will not 
have a spoiled child in his train. 1 find the &mily rod 
provided for stubborn, firetful, Wayward children; for, 
“ lie will not luirdon your transgressions,” is spoken, I 
conceive, to an Israel, in whom, in one sense, he cannot 
see perverseness or iniquity, to whom, as to a David, 
reeking in ahumiriation, he over says, “ The Lord also 
hath put away thy sin.” But as "a father, the son in 
whom he deliglitcth,” there shall be the nenertheiest of 
fatherly eorreelion, tlie ««•»'/>/ of chastisement upon the 
very spot of sin, s<i tluit his beloved shall see and hate 
what he hates, and he holy even os he is holy. And 
would his children have this rod burned ? I trow not, 
though ofit with tearfid eye and failing heart they cry, 
“ O Lord, correct me, but with judgment, not in thine 
anger, lest tliou bring me to nothing.” O that he may 
hold yoiur spirit by his, and keep you from provoking 
him by questioning about the way, fearing to follow' 
where he leads, or turning aside to the right hand or 
the lefr. May you indeed obey hb voice; so shall 
you make your way prosperous, sad so shall you hatre 
good success, &c. 
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LETTER XLIIL 

To Tins' Same. 

March \Ath, 

I HAVE been sitting witb the pen in my hand till 1 am 
ashamed to waste any more time. Heart and mind are 
at times so deluged, they appear lost in many waters, 
ret this ought not so to be nith those who can say, 
Oo» is the strength of my heart, and my portion for 
ever." We ought to congratulate one another upon 
the ii^thering of such blessed, ripe fruit. 1 hare siren 
her so welcomeil as it were by our blessed Father, such 
an accession, if possible, to his unspeakable joys. I 
liave, for some happy minutes, forgotten every sorrow, 
while delighting myself in their joy. Richest promises 
seem to have over-run their banks towarils our jwrn- 
liarly favoured family. It has not been with us one of 
a city, and two of a family, brought to Zion $ were 
an unmeasured favour; but more than two already 
gathend in, and many twos now following after. We 
seem , bound to the service of our God by a tenfold' 
cord; may we feel its constraining power more and 
more. Don’t you feel a peculiar glovv of love and 
gratitude to him, who ha;& dealt im bountifully with 
our blessed sister? 1 was thmking how wo should 
love her dear husband, and be ready to kiss the very 
arms die died in; and then it sthick me—O that 
Husbi^ tliat went with her q«iU thnuigh Jordan! 
that nurse who made her bed so smooth I that Com- 
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forter who held in evetj angry wave! what, vfhat 
shall we render! 

{ find the elFect of. sorrow iqton nature is'to make it 
sulky, morose, reserved; not bearing to be looked at, 
or spoken to. Grace flies into the arms of the chasten¬ 
ing jHirent, sobs upon his loving bosom, and cries, “ My 
Father, make me a better child, keep me nearer, and 
lot all come and find what I find in thee.” 

Hut you must be ready to say, “ Miserable comforters 
are ye all.” There is hut one letter which contains 
sure and full consolation. Accept the tender love of 
yonr own—no, not your own. 


LETTER XLIV. 

To E, 8. P. AKi> O. A. P. 

y|/>ri7 ll/A, 18.3,1. 

1 nEl.tnvF. you give me credit for waith^ as potiently 
ns any one for letters, my beloved sisters, but I certainly 
began to think tlie tim£ raRier lot^, at least I believe 
my heart trembled f(w its little May nest, and expected 
it was going to be blown down. Yet I hope I do not 
sinfully count upon it. I feel by anticipation the thorns, 
as well as the w^l. It does not much matiier how 
many or how few rush-lights we have^ so ia we enjoy 
ann-light; but oh the anxieties of watchii^ over 
waning rush-lights in a dark, long night! Ho^qnioUy 
ai-e some in ihe'socket, while we are fondly gazu^ 

, ' ■ »2 V’ 
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upoB them, and expeetiiig’ many an hoar’s light from 
thonv—a wilderness wind blows out another, and while 
we turn to screen a second widi onr poor claj hand, a 
thwd disappears! And now, the poor wearied, disnp- 
poiiited tool tarns and waits for smtdight—>yea, watches 
and lOohs more than they that wattdi fur the morning. 
Ilie son arisetb, the outgoings, of the nturning praise 
him who has caused the day>spring to know his ap¬ 
pointed place. The soul bos now really Irarned some¬ 
thing of a lesson, which it had put away as its first worn 
bonk, known by rote long ago, “ The loot'd is my lif/hlP 
Loads of useless cares and anxieties now tlec away, as 
morning clouds before the rising sun; and ” he shall 
not mtteh remember the days of his life, because Gml 
auswereth him in the joy of his heart.” May it lie thus 
with us, by belovetl sisters. My judgment is driven 
into tile truth of it, but the old heart is a long way be¬ 
hind, limping and gnaining, as if it would never over¬ 
take this simple truth. But what has maile me talk 
about this ? Oh, the dear thought of seeing you alt; 
hut I have a wish nearer and dearer to my heart than 
that, and upon this my infinitely wise Father kce|)8 a 
pretty steady cross. To be at work in the vineyard 
appears to me such an unspeakable joy, that apt what 1 
will beside i^ it looks qnke foolish. Yes^ precious 
loves, even a coze with yon has no joy, in cennparison 
of the jojr that muieUeth, that of being employed in ui- 
vittng tim bdov^ purchased Ones to come onto him, 
who is the rest and the refreshing.; .The time appears ' 
' so very, tery short for this work, aa6 the work so very, . 

- very glorious, t^ I would rather {hr be engaged in it,. 
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than to stand talking with the nearest and dearest lei- 
low lalioupen I ain aware there nujr be much of 
■Ichu in this drirbg, and I believe it is Jehu that my 
Fatlier is liof^iiig out of mo now; at least I do pray 
that he would take away all that offends hidi) in what¬ 
ever shape it has crept in; and oh that t might 
hut be a vessel meet for my dear Master’s use! I s<^- 
tiines think 1 have quite tired him out, and that he can 
use me no more, wliiie 1 carry out tlie abomination of 
this man of sin. But, blessed be bis dear name! if- 
he is tired of me, he does not let me be tired of him, 
and tliut is such an hoqriy miracle of mercy, that. it 
may well HU up every second with praise, had I nothing 
else to praise for. 

I trust you are enabled to talk and think of our dear 
blessed sister, as one just step|jcd over the tltreshold.. 
of our I'athcr's house Wore us—still one with us— 
one family, but taken into the drawing-room. How 
otteu I us(*d to tell her she was not 'made for the wil¬ 
derness, when she used to set off with ns in one of our 
village exclusions, looking so unfit for it—bow iwight 
her setting sun 1 Force yourselves to speak of her to ■ 
othert, 1 believe we. may make a little god of our 
gfrief) and that tikM homage is the most dangerous of 
all. I am apt to keep such an immense cinde round it 
ill the presence of others, and to say to every subject - 
that comes up, Draw not nigh hither—the' place iir'i 
holy ground.” Thus have I made groves. itad h%lf' 
pbteos for my fonner dee]i, deep wound, tiU'^fhe veiy 
name Qf the beloved one sounded like cruel saerilege. 
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Perivpi thu would be alt Hebrew to tome, but it le wj 
sat, and if you are guilty, %ht agabst ii~-iqteak not 
ouly one to emother of her—tiicrc, thought rests on 
thought, and ieclitig <m feeling, in mutual, soft reposi*; 
bat try to accustom youri^lvM to s(M>ak and hoar of her, 
wiierover you may lio. 1 «m quite sure it i» better to 
do so—it relieves the spiritual lungs of mueh evil, iti» 
stead of choking it all u|), &e. 


LETTER XLV. 

To O. A. P. 

C - -It, Jwte 13<A, 1833. 

i CANNOT refrain from catching at a few minutes, 
to tiy and talk to you cm paper, as I can in no othor 
way at present. I greatly feel the separation, albeit 
greatly pleased that yon are where you are, count¬ 
ing it all joy and honour put upon you, inasmuch 
as you are as one that serveth. Oh how little have 
'I of the spirit of my Master! How little do I covet 
what he counts greatness, while I even lly off to its 
antipodes is search of it. " I am amosg yon .os he 
that eBNVXSS.’!* He shows me a wondiim glow of 
'loveliness over these words just now, but 1 find a strong, 
though disaUMed, shrnddog ftvm that which may 
.. qoafbrm n^ more to my precious' 'Head. Yet I eodld 
hof^ the desire to hare more of thn ^ strengthen;; 



Loj^’ 904 the wild asa not q^tte so unmaasgeahle, 
nor tlie^buUock quite «o restive..... ' 

22<4^—Little, little did I think,' when I hcg;an 
sheet, vlterefore mjr infidlikle Teacher caused that 
tesct (Luke xali. 27.) to shine out with such a Hght and 
loveliness. He was working in me inightiij for such a 
week of servitude as 1 never had before; 'such honours 
ill store, and made to apiicar such honours, as a test of 
my resouiblance to my beloved Master..... But f 
must sing' of mercy as well as judgment; indeed, it we 
hold our peace, what might not cry out! Oh what 
days, mid hoars, and minutes, have we been carried 
through, and found, )ivheii he giveth quietness, the 
foaming waves must just “ pass bythej conquered 
deep feeling itself in his Laud, may utter its voice, but 
it is the voice of subjeotiou to its Maker, while it lifts 
up its hands on higli, in token of adoration and snbjac- 
tion to its glorious Ruler. Our precious brother is 
just in that state which appears to me most profit¬ 
able and most God-glqrifjing in the furnace; wdtiunit 
the slightest r^erve*enabled to say, " He doefA all 
tiling wbU}” acknowledging the needs he for' the 
bitter, draught; turning to him that smiteth him, 
with the contrite sob, and tiie full filial confidence...;. 
Bnt others hare given all particulars of oup loved 
sistw's end. How sweet to. her among' the [Suk 
swMts must bo the word, “no more peiih,*’' vShe.. 
had Such a peculiar dread, of it, and though at'k 
was very intense, how shortly over! . WhUe' iteyiiiig'. 
here, one of the but things for which 8he%^roved .^etn. 
all was, " yhu'i{iend too much time m ahi|il^‘ 
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plsiu.* . I did not hear it, but I hope we (Kail all 
remember it. I long to Jive for the dav, quite up te 
the collar, and leave to-morrow till H is to-iloy. Weep 
not, my precious child. “ 77ie Lard liveth ; add bletsed 
be our Rock}” that shadow will endure, whcu the 
leafy ^de of every gourd is gone.... 


LETTER XLVI. 

To E. S. P. 

November, 1833. 

You will expect to hear fWim me, and the four of 
disappointing you compels me to write, though of 
nothing tliat is good and lovely can I say more truly 
than of a letter, " It is not in -me” I hare nothing 
to draw with from ,the only well which contains living 
water, how then can I give ^ater to one of my 
Master’s flock, but as he, in his sovereign power and 
love, is pleased to fill my ves.sei? Thus, when I 
have sat down, as dry as any old cracked cistern 
could be, a stream has flowed forth, I knew not whence 
or whither; but I haye heard of its refreshing' some 
dear soul, yea, my own has sipped and bt^n fo- 
freshed, as it flawed from me. Again, when I have 
pumped hartl with bead, and heart, and hand, only 
a fiaw muddy drops could 1 get, smelling and tasting of 
earth, earthy ; just testifying of nil the works done 
',na^ the sun, that they er^ brim fidl oT labour, a sore 
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tr«viul, and .a|||r all, vanity and vexation of spirit. 
Oh for wiwki.^ne above the sun, befiire ever the sun 

• > '4f' 

was, weeks tof irhich God hath created us in Christ 
Jesus, and ordained that we should sralk in tibram. 
In Mesr works we can indeed rest and be refre^^ ; 
these will stand, those will be to the praise of.the 
glory of his grace; whether it be the giving a cup of 
cold water, or'the laying down of the life. Of this 
biLsy rest we may say for ever, “Lord, thou wih 
ordain (leuce for us; for thou also hast wrought 
all our works in as.” And now, may I ask, is it 
well with thee? Has thy Isii more, and has Baali 
less of thy heart ? Have yon more satisfying, union 
with .fesus as your very own, and your “enough?” 
Do you draw near to. him with a more affectionate mid 
iinlicsitatiiig plea, “ Behold, we are thy bone and thy 
flesh,” one whom thou hast engaged to cherish and 
nfiurish as thine own self? Is there no shyness ween 
you?. Nothing that you would rather not tell him 
all abont? Alas, thi'se ore questions from wbicb my 
own soul would too often shrink; but it is far belter to 
argue them fairly out, and bring forth these kings 
from their caves, for our Joshua to set his feet upbn 
them. Oh, his faithful, unchanging love! how crushing , 
it is 1 how wondrous, that even when Saul was king 
oveie Us by our own choice aud appointment, our David 
was he who led out and brought in poor, foolish Israel! 
Ilopr'blessed &at determination of our most patient 
Teacher, as ooncenis his most stujnd seltolars, 
people suau know n^jianm”—written oi^ •• it.:^ 
ki eapital letters, upon^u^ery blade of ^tmb, upoii. 

■ vf-'". .y"' 
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•very hw of our heads; beaming m every eye in the 
yvheel of providence, engraven in cluiracters not to he 
nnaunderstood and never to be effaced, in Jhe very 
Rock of ages, siunmed up in four little letters; yet 
'where can ve find well taught soul who cau read 
it at all times, in all places, under ail circumstances, 
without any hesitation Or any misgiving ? Happy is it 
for us, that he 'who speaks aud it is done, hath spoken 
this good word ooncemtnig ^us; and though we may 
often now con our little, tmy lesson in much weariness 
and painfulitcss, ^ough to our tear-dimmed eyes every 
letter may be strange and displaced, though an enemy 
whispers^'Ifttr fpeWs antf thing hut Love ; yet the word 
of our Ohd staudedi sure, my people nhall kno'w ray 
name." ’ Oh my child, when we really do perfectly 
know it, how ashamed shall we be of our years of 
dulness, how astonished at the long patience of our 
Teacher 1 what a heaven shall We find in the very 
name of one, of whom we may say, " This is my 
. Beloved, and this is my Friend!” Surely the lovely 
letters have shone out very resplendently towinnlt our . 
family during the last year. To see in the Lord’s 
. githering togetfaw of his few, his " men of number,” 
another and another of our large family brovtght into -, 
his family; to recrive stidi manifest stamen fo prayer, 
M make the viary trees eit the wood sing out and 
. ^declare 'with no 'stammering tongue, " Ask what ye 
wDl, Bid it shiiit he done unto you.”' BnrdJ^we Sdaj, 

S we mud say, “. Herein » love.” Hy evp has mort' 
pecul^y nm cMt; mid^ you had aotiiing else to, 
praiac I ^w my mmimr are.^our mereies, and 
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my rejoicing is your r^oicing. ... . ' The Lord bless, 
thee more and more, and glortfy you by enabling you - 
to glorify him..... 


LETTER XLVir. 

To THE Same. 

C -», A'or. 23rrf, 1«33. 

1 GKIEVE that I could not write to you yesterday, but 
Saturday is my oidy at all quiet morning, ..and now I 
Itare such a bad headache, I am (mly fit idt bed : but I 
would not that you should suspect a diminution of niy 
motherly lore and care. . , 

I bare been so pleased this morning m%)ookuig at 
. the contriut between Moses and that prect^ Joshua 
who has midertahen to bring us into Canaaoj inth^ 
Moses was so soon weary of iiis^troublosome ; 

while Jesus faiutetli not, neither is weary; and whef:Cas. 
Moses could plead, as a rejison for casting off the bur* 
deu, “ Have 1 oonceived all this people ? have .1 be^ 
gotten them ?” Jesus will gladly acknowledge them as. 
tile ^ftvail of his soul, and cbeerhiUy receive the chi»|gei' 
“ Carry them in thy bosom, as a nursh^ &ther 
die sucking child;” «ad never, never shall diis n^ity 
. One, upon whom help is laid, be heard to say, “ i^ ndt 
aide to bear ail this peo^e, bectmse it V ^ for 

m».” No; tbough,hestoopedk^yaryiv^Jhiilii^^^^et 
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fairly under his burden', now tliat he has taken it upon 
hin), how gloriously does he mount u^ os an e^le, and 
how safely does ho bring his treasure “ to himself’’ eren 
now making them sit tog^ether with hm in heavenly 
plaecs, more than eonqucrors ! Beggared langnago 
and beggared figures can only talb of a “ nursing 
Pather,” experience testifies that he hath a luune even 
above this name—a reality even beyond this figui’c— 
uniting all the strength and tlic wisdom of the Father 
' with the tenderest love, support, and comfort found by 
the poor babe only in the weaker vessel. How de¬ 
lightful, my loved‘child, at the close of another year, 
tfli contemidatc him who still bears you unwearied 
between his shoulders, yea, bears all your eumbruiice, 
and your burden, and your striie, your restlessness, 
your tremblings, your froctiottsness, your strugglings, 
your insensibility, your foolishness, your ingratitude, 
your coldness, your deadness—hears ali without one 
shadow of turning in his tenderly loving heart, without 
. one^l^iieht’s yanableness in his thoughts of peace 
towaira you. i sometimes wonder utore at the love . 
.;i.|Chich keeps me, Bumi at that which first took me up; 
;.:i^'thig u my/op^ >t is all one. When he 

first me,' :^^, and totde such wondrous pains 

with the- j^r outcast, hhir|tll knew that I should deal 
,^yrEiar .ti!eachesroa4y, that F should thoroughly tire out 
' mty thh^ Aort of. eveiiasting Jove; but he knew also 
v^^liiat haviilfir loved:hu own wUch were in the urorld, he 
^should uiA^wodM iovu tfaem smto the end. 

I trm$ has. biieti‘» go^ year with. you. Perhaps 
y*”* some.'Kibroth-hattaavah. It is' 
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well; it niskea.the flesb teemblc; but by these things 
men live, and. in alt these things is the life of ttie<- 
Spirh. does (be Lord recover us out of what would 
have been graves for the soul, and makes ns to live 
indeed. When we get our mouths filled with flesh, we 
may soon expect our souls to be filled with sorrow. 
The Lord keep us firom lusting exceedingly after any 
created good, and thoronghly fill us with his pwn 
glorious Self! 


LETTER XLVnr. 

To E. S. P. ANi* O. A. P. 

C- H, Dec, Sljrf, 18.33. 

I assM to want a little bit of talk with you' once more 
this year, my loved children—one, 1 think, I have not 
cveu had a ])eep at all the year. Do I occupy the same 
niches and comers of her heart which I before-time . 
occujHed? It shall l>e no grief to me to see tliem filled 
witii gob! instead of dost. May the Almighty be your 
gold, aud then thou shalt have silver of strength..' May 
you prise only the gold that cometh front him; then 
thon shalt have ihy delight in the Almighty, and tdadi' 
lift up (hy fim unto. God. Thou sludt de< 9 ^'i#. 
thing, and it shall be estiihlishod unto thee; . end 
light; shall shine upon 3«y stays. When ^yiihesw^&e 
cast down, Aeh thou shalt sa^' “Tlmre ls lifting np.” 
Wherefore? Because the Lord is thy treasure, and they 
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who po^sa him posaeaa substance, and not shadows. 
:'The Lotd' is thy gold, therefore thy riches arc un¬ 
searchable. Thy portion is secure, laid up where 
neither moth nor rust doth corrupt, and where thieves 
do not break through nor steal. Whm he has given 
'/: you himself, don^ be so affronting as to ask, “ Lord 
God, what wilt thou give me r” 1 have thought that 
those two verses must be put together, to give us a 
little specimen of tihe cu!<eat^ire man, like a pettLIi child, 
throwing away the most costly of presents, Iweause it 
wants some straw; and setting light by his Fatli^ and 
aU that he can bestow, if one bauble is withheld. 

.... I am often sinfully cumbered about much serv¬ 
ing ; but few can imagine the glowing interest and the 

deep responsibility 1 feel for this bOautifnl Hock. 

The idea of leaving one unwarned, undirected, un¬ 
healed, unattended, is Idte the sharpest spur in my 
side hourly; and what I have felt once or twice, when 
the bell has tolled for one, for whom I have not dune 
wliat I could, has preached sermons to every inch of 
iny natuVally indolent flesh. Never, I tiunk, did I close 
.a year with such quietness and confldenee of spirit, 
such peace of miiid, such-freedom from care, such-a., 
cheering sense Of the love -of my Beloved. A. che- 
qoMf^ year, indeed, it has been, and it began with a 
trenmodons storm { but the waves have owned their. 
Makm%. voice, end that Maker is. my hi^a^. . He., 
has had n eperiti favour .to our parterre this year, and 
:'gathered aeveral liliea. 'I see them in his precious 
and shall J begrudge him his noeeg^y.? But. 
oh, the mercy that I do not know whom he haa.jiet h».' 
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eyes upon, to be next gathered! Maj he teach im 
thoroughl; to lire to-day, and to leave to-^oaorrow. hfjr 
nest is, indeed, well-feathered, and I have scarcely felt 
the thorn which the hand of love has entwined in it. 
One, howevw, I know there most be, and the closer I 
nestle, the sooner I shall feel it. Those, of course, feel 
it least, who sit IciNt, or stand on the edge of their 
nest, pluming their win;;^ for flight. 1 seem embo¬ 
somed in love, cradled ht kindness, overflowing with 
abundance, 'having all the comforts, and none of the 
cares of life. Through rich mercy I have been for 
some time strong to labour, and have had strength 
proportioned to each day. 


LETTER XLIX. ; 

To O. A, P. 

C— Feb. 26<fl, 1834. 

Mt heart hath talked much, of thee, and now it leaps 
for joy to welcome thee at the end of aiwther Gttle 
sta^ of thy little. jouj^y; a stag^ ci ’hills and doles, 
roughs and smooths, but all, all, all in tiie to 
thy Fathers housa; all in the way.to meet thy Rride- 
gi^m; aS tn> fuok the wilderness, oil* onwards to 
ti^e fttluess of joy, the joy of thy Lor^ -How, de- 
li^h^ul it b to likve' ‘^a jealous Icnoir not-’ 

any thing t^^ matke .the pulse of love 90 much as 
jeajpusy. R implies such a deep interest in the object 
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beloyedt sueh an extreme watebfulness over evcrj action 
and look) such a coinplacency and sutis&ction in the 
wiiote, that you have not a hit of It to sjmre for.nnotlior; 
such aa appropriation of it, that yon have no rest over 
any inch of the heart over which you cnmnot say, It is 
'itrae. And this, this is the heart of our God towards 
us worms, whose love you could tHarcdy suppose 1u* 
could miss, were it aS gone, and diat for ever. This is 
the meaning of %!I the immense pains he is taking to 
knock away prop after prop, to yjjcar away all the 
creeping, encroaching eglantine that would smother 
us; to prune and purge, and refine anil prove; this 
is. all the fruit, just to get our whole hiMirt to rest upon 
the only rest, the only refreshing, and just that he may 
also rest in his love with singing, undisturbed by the 
rues and by the hinds of the field. 

For tvipnty years now he has enabled me, in some >» 
measure, to discern his lovely, loving hand at this work, 
though at times my eyes have been so very full of sinful 
tears, tltat I have “ seen the shadow of the mountains 
as if they were men,"'instead of gsudng witl; delight at 
him who, like a roe, or a young hart, was leaping over 
another aid another "mountain of division," coming 
quickly to Ihe dearly beloved of his soul. And will ho 
not make our foot also like hinds’ feet? Yes, blessed 
be his dear nairael. he makstb my fb^ Inads’—^ 

he " eyuall^ji ibem" for every prempice, every ascent, ^ 
every leap, and npw, even noiv, he settetit me upon my 
high places together''with Christ Jesus. I dare not 
yrivi^ your God by feeling any thing like uneasiness . 
or anxiety about you; I have such joy and etmfidcuce 
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in mjr Gud concerning you, that 1 actually hare'not., 
room in my heart or minH'to ask him any whys or 
nhcreforcti concerning you. Having formed you for 
liiinsclf, you »haU show forth his praise, m that when 
1 cannot understand what he is about, I cannot in cmy 
wise dispute the point, or answer him again. This ! 
pray may be the state of my liappy child, and it can 
flow only out of the bosom upon which we are privi¬ 
leged to lean, and to that source he all the praise. 
Sometimes wo may, indeed, like the disciple yrhom 
.Tesus loved, raise the inquiring, it may be, the tearful 
eye; but wc see a Father’s, a Husband’s countenance, 
and the hearing heart is quieted, the jieaceful (duld 
lays her head down again, and so he giveth his beloved 
sleq). 

Fehnutry ^th, —So far only could I get yesterday; 

I sometimes feel almost a crushing responsibility is 
committed to my charge. At times I would shake off 
this feeling, and charge it home upon pride and self- 
suiHcIcncy; then again, the spirit' seems to cry, “ De¬ 
liver ino from blood, guiltiness, O Cod s” and Ezde. 

18, tolls through every chamber of my soul. One or 
two have been taken away lately' in their iuiqmty, to 
whont, indeed, I had spoken, but alas, in « half-hearted ’ 
manner, not as a dying creature to dying creatures, not 
with the energy of, “ Tp*»Atr if ye will hear, his inoice,’* 
not snth the authorrtativo, unflinching message of my 
Muster, " Thou thalt surely die'What a knell was ' 
their tolling bell to me| truly a burden too heavy:'for.' 
me. I was fain to roll it as quickly as possible upon 
my Daysu^, .or my mind would have been cfwhed. . 
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that her God caJleth the thiaga that arc not aa though 
th^ werej that even now he rests in his love and pro* 
noonees her all ihir, without spot. Let her cultivate 
^ia blessed assurance of hope, and while she sees her 
. Bridegroom delighting in her, how diligently will she 
labour to <deanse hersidf from all filthiiiess of desh 
and spirit, to put on her beautiful oriuuneuts, and to- 
please her adorable Idii. Tlie cold, ibrmal name of 
, Baali shall be taken out of her mouth; she shall walk 
lovingly as a bride, royally as a queen. I conceive 
that , this is a something of the life of faith, a some¬ 
thing now and then acknowledged in the head, trem- 
hlingly caught at for a little moment in the heart, 
constantly fought against by the father of lies; by 
man, called presumption, by God, called faith, or just 
b^evii{g tliat truth cannot Ue. O that all our alto- 
miaable gainsayiugs may he knocked down by the 
gentle but cutting reproof, " Upw is it that ye do not 
believe^ 

This time seven years ago, our God stirred up uiy 
first earthly nest, my double birth-place; he told me 
he would settle me after my tdd estates, and do lieiter 
to me than at my beginnings,. hut through much sor¬ 
row 1 caught btrt a word or two, and hardly gave them 
a ]daee. I oan 'now get to my seal that God is true. 
He hath dealt wxmdrtnady .with me, and I would hope 
has placed ntO .on a loftier bough, neaijiwinylast nest, 
while he cverj^ now and tihen stirs me up, nxeroises my 
little pinion^ and comnussions the wJusfiimg wind and 
falling leavM to whisper ,to hu Uttle ue^lw, " Thu is 
,not^your resti heesojO it u polluted.” Blessed, blessed 
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reason, why It is not, caunot be, mar not bo, qur rest; 
a rousnii to whicli every whit of Uie t«in|de re-echoes, 
white it groans with the traffickers within, and the 
ciieniies without, and full of fightings and fears, cries, 

“ I would not live aiwuy.” 

.... Beloved sisters, 1 don’t wonder yoti wrant to 
heiir aliout us. The {>etition is sent in to the king 
with a goodlv niunber of signatures; it is presented 
by tile king’s son, who is sure to obtain whatever he 
asks for; and being drawn up according to the will of 
(ho king, we are confident that we hare the petition 
we desired of him. But the king loves to heap oii 
additiona! favours of his royal bounty, uecordinff to 
the hand of Kin*/ Solomon, aiul he will exercise and 
strengthen many languishing graces, and call forth 
nuLiiy donuant ones, as well as grant us the request of 
our lips. He will so answer us, that the very beasts of 
(he field shall honour him, yea, the dragons and the 
owls; whilst his dear children shall see, and know, tod 
consider, and understand togetha*, that the hand of the 
Lord hath done this, tod that the Holy One of Israel 
bath created it. Oh it is a mercy worth waiting fi>r 
that comes so clustered wdth mercies! Thritogh mercy^ ^ 
1 do feel very sure that the promise -iMit 

through unbeiit^, Ido sometimes think the time is It^. ' 
For some little inointots I fed lull of nd^vings and ' 
anxieties, hot blessed be my Qod,-they anf few and far 
between^ tod connected more with the weakness of 
outer man, tbs” vrith the inner man, whldr'is fiiiidled 
in.the arms of everlasting love, idmig^ty.fiDihw, and 
infinite wisdom, tUl it forgets that it can haW a care dr 
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a fear. Indeed, as to tbe final issue, tlie calling in of 
each blood bovght soul in this place, it is a libel upon 
the fiaitbfulness of a coTenant-keopIng Father, upon' 
tbe preciousness of the Mood of redemption, upon the 
omnipotence of God the Holj Ghos^ to doubt for a 
moment that all » safe, right, and uncU imlered in all 
tiiiiigs. I think 1 luaj truly say, when I tremble, it is 
at the overflowings of my own corruptions, tbe out- 
broakings of my own vileness, the gigantic struggles of 
the old . Adam, who finds so much to hirigoratc and 
rouse hinu I find a fire breaking out hm-e and there, 
and am often puzzled to discover whether it is kindled 
by a live cool from the precions altar, or whether it is 
set on fire of heU. Sisters, need 1 say, pray for us ? 
and may I not add, praise for w ? 

The Lord bless you abundantly, and break the hrewl 
to you, and cause you to feed upon bis word, giving 
you such a meal that you may bt- satisfied with his 
goodness, My time is qiute gone, but my fotie—oh, it 
has no end! blessed be our God! who hath thus 
taught os to love one another. 


LETTER LI. 

To G. A.P, ,^ 

C - n,2^1836; 

JUST as I was mendihg my pen tins-mersaihg for a 
' little .;irri^ng, T did sweetly' realize, as'pen ..is 
in ny hiahd, so am I id my Lord’s ^B(},'to make. 
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ta mend, to use; I may truly add as little as the poor 
quill knows what is to flow from it, so little hare I 
known what was to flow from my mind, and to the 
praise of tlie ready writer I speak it, 1 have ofieu 
been amased and refreshed with , what was all new and 
sweet to me as I wrote it. Remember this, my chil¬ 
dren, who have made too much of the pen; and while 
these birth-day letters, in heaps, tell yon that the writer 
must be worn nearly to the stump, do believe tbat 
whatever of good or useful it has been the means of 
imparting to you, just flowed from him, who filleth all 
IN Ai.i.—from him, who w'ill soon have done with 
all {> 6118 , and even golden pipes, and will impart his 
own all-precious self without any medittm to your 
well filliKl souls. Oh, when shall the wide gaping 
earth “ be filled by knowing the glory of the Lord!” 
Evei^ (Murched place, every unsatisfied^ desire, every 
yawning deep and unfilled chasm cry, “ Come, Lord 
Jesus.” Jexreel’s moan funs throngh a worn-out, 
faded creation, and, *<I m'll hear,” is the gracious 
response of him, who is now, even now, leaping over 
every mountaun of Bother, like a roe or a young hart; 
of him, who will not be in rest, until he have finished 
the thing of which he hath spedeeu to ns. Do we 
cry, “ come ?” it is but tlie faint echo of his yearnii^. 
cry, "Father, I wiU.,iJuit they also whom thOu hast 
given-m^ be with me.” Do our hearts bum with 
desires after whom not having seen we love? i#is 
but the i^efleeted warmth of that heart whiidt lias 
deUglited in ns before the highest parts ol the dust 
of the eariki' were laid; which has followed our way- 
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off m oiH* imunent, 
.'if**® ^^*^.*y* loaStOf] ttothmg biii' Jovp, wFk'U 

pkiai m I Im/w iwjt how ft is with 
'??*•’ my BnhanuA, btit my ^jrfat fight of faith i.s 
,||Wienlly to keep hoM on thus one immense tniih, 
“hi* dettru is towarth me}" ant) I am the more emi- 
tineetl of its imjporttince from the drt'adful stniirgle 
the enemy is continually mnking to wrest it from me. 
How unearthly, how bride-like, how dignified, Imw 
. one-hearted, wotild the walking in this truth make list 
How would it cure ns of creature haiikeriiig, comfort- 
hankering pursuits!* Wliat a fiooil of satisfaction llous 
in, even with a momentary lively apprehension of this 
truth. With what an ussurunce can we call all tilings 
eurs, when we thus look at our bridegroom, and 
know the thonglit.s that he thinks towanis us; the 
' real rest and delight he takes in his Bride; the joy it 
i» to him to give her a goodly portion, Ob the eriiel 
unkindness of our suspicious hearts! that he should 
question our love to him b in no wise stengii; but 
that we can ever harbour a doubt of his desire towunls 


us, fhb b strange indeed: this goes very near hb 
heart, and this, during his vbible sojourn among his 
loved ones, frequently called forth the "Aow if it,'’ ' 
and the f why” of the meek, but stedfost lover of sotds, 
who was. at the very time writing out in characters of 
blood, which might be read by all worlds, the ckkat ' 
love whatvwith he loved us. What- a happy study will. 
thb he fiw an munterrupted eternity I Here, when we 
tbhdc we have got on a little in the sweet lesson, one 
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little dead corner, and is enough .to hlot jt all oat^ ij^^ 
leave us ns though wc had Oever known » letter offit. 
I, who can write of it non', and in tome small degree 
realize it; may to-morrow be grieying his lovii^ heart, 
hr (juestiemix^ if it be really so; needing line upon 
line, promise upon prombc» with a bright sunshiny 
day, to enable me to make out one word of. a lesson, of 
which I thought J know a good deal two and twenty 
years sinee 1 How long have you been at school, my 
precioas child ? Do.you think you have got on in this 
lesson the Inst year ? Now 1 see an enemy peeping 
over your shoulder, and whispering, “ Oh, no, not at 
alland as be steps back, be says in a modest .voice, 
‘•I am Mr. Humble Mind.” Tell him Liar is bis 
name, and liar is bis nature, .and when be speaketh a 
tie. be sjwuketb of his own, and that be just came 
now to put down every rising note of praise in your 
heart, and to quench the kinditi^ fire of lovo. May 
you be enabled increasingly to live iipun the truth, 

“ My Beloved is mine, and I am bis j" and may you 
iucreasiugly find it thus every coming day of your 
pilgrimage, a quickenmg spur, a refreshing rest, a 
soul-satisfying portion, a desire-quickening stimulus, a 
pillow on every stormy sea, a call in every treacherous 
calm, a dark mantle over earth’s vanities, an alluring, 
glory over heaven’s realities. Thus shaU thy Brotbw 
and thy Huslwnd be unto thee a covering the eyes 
unto all that are with tlfra and with all other, and on 
opening of die eyes, to behold the centre df aB loi^ 
liness and all love, the desire of ell desires, the over¬ 
flowing Filler of every void..... ., *• .• 
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... t How cold tbe weather continues! how sur- 
pricing that the bir& do sot make an excuse of it to 
defer their songs a little! All things but man serve 
himwith an elas^city, and punctuality, and'straight- 
forwardness; the hitch, and the crookedness is all in the 
one great wheel, man; but soon the Master’s hand 
shall set that right, and then, when is fiilhlled " Hit 
servant* Aall serve ium,” what a master-piece will be 
hrou^t forth! what a testunonj shall be borne by ait 
the world, “Behold, it is VEBT.good!" .... I am 
pressed out of measure to-day for time. 


LETTER LIl. 

To E. S. P. 

C- n, Nov. 21 St, 183G. 

I was almost tempted tp think that I. would not 
again disappoint you, and manifest ray en^tiuess, 
by another birth-day letter; when 1 was led to observe 
that which had previously entirely escaped my uotioe, 
that God, even our own God, observes birth-days, and 
e^oeially comes dowp to talk with h>t dear ones on 
that day. I open^ at the saommit, on Gen. xviL and 
(eund in this, as in every Uung else, that if we closely 
study our Exemplar, we may find the plwiotts print of 
las perfect steps maridog every inch of our walk 
|hrongk this great wilderness. While 1 see my God 
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thus coming to bis child, to cheer and instruct him, 
on his birth-daj, while 1 remember that he will be the 
some on the 24th of November, 1836, that ho was the 
day Uiat Abram was ninety years old and nine; while 
I know ho is no respecter of persons in his beloved 

family, Wt that my E- j is as fondly cherished 

by him as was old Abram; I would fwin follow the 
Liuriib into your room, yea, into your very heart, and 
speak comfortably to you, and cciftt his gracious words 
of exhortation, becoming in this, as I ought to he in 
every thing, an “ imitator of God.” 

Hut now, 1 would rather talk to myself than to you, 
while 1 look at the cup of consolation filled with his 
opculng address, I am the Almighty God.” I fear to 
tliliite the rich wine, which none bat Jesus can tread 
out, which nothing hut his precious veins could yield ; 
and even he has, ou more tiian one occasion, left / am, 
witli a blank, as if every laugiuge stood bankrupt 
before it; as if time at its longest stretch was too 
strait to utter it; as if all worlds could only in breath¬ 
less silence express it. And yet, we, even we, are 
the beings who shall know most about it, shall lisp it 
most vorrectly, while principalities and powers dbudl 
press around to hear and know by the church something 
of that name which is truly above erei^ ntune. Dearest 
Eq do you not find day by day, I bad almost said, how 
by bour, you ore learning to lisp it a little more plainly? 
Do fiot your hourly flitthags^tell wUther you would fly,, 
but for the - Almigbtiness of that hand, which holds ydn 
in, and restoreth your soul? Do not every .nioment's 
undeserved mercies shosr you another letter of his'gui- 


o 
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rious name? Does nut this very birth-dRj proclaim, 
that it is only because yon have obtained help of an 
Almij^ty, that you continue unto this ihiy ? Does not 
the suing op of many a craving void, tlie oxcliange of 
that vrhich.is nut for that which is, besitoah als<i your 
’ att-»tffficicni God ? Oh, that your bi^py heart may tin* 
hesitatingly answer liim when he thus talks with yon, 
Jt t> aumgh. But now, he will put his loved child in 
the way of walking safely and comfortably through the 
coming year, and wliat is solemn and exhilarating 
precept ? “ W’iifi hrfore me.” Don't you almost see the 
loving Father, with his eye every moment tip<m the dear 
little creature as it moves onward, ehcerod with the 
sweet assurance that tlie &thcr is dose behind ? Do 
you not see the fisther ready to correct the first wan- 
’ deriiig step, and to uphold the first feeble one ? Do 
you not see, upon the least alarm, how the child turns 
his anxious eye, to make aar<! that the fattier is cius<^ 
behind, and gathering fresh confidence from ttie love 
and wisdom beaming In the &tber’s countenance, presses 
forward again. But there is something solemnizing, as 
well as cheering in the command. If but a |XK>r feUow 
worm is behind us watcliiug our every step. It makes us 
go rather warily, and would be a chock upon the need¬ 
less loiter, the senseless baste, or the unnecessary tam¬ 
ing to the' right hand or to the loft. What is it, then, 
to walk before hiin, who can find folly even in the 
angels, and impurity in the very heavens'; who under¬ 
stands our thought'afar ofi^ and actuittly winnows our 
is our Pother, and it is our joy 
to know that he is acquainted with 
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Att our vrays ; holj wad pure as he is, I irould rather 
walk before him than before the most partial friend I 
liave, foe he knoweth luy frame; all luy desire is before 
him ; and, thanks to his wisdom and his love, he puts 
Ko trust in me, so that I cannot disappoint hhn, I eon- 
nut deceive him, and I cannot he left of him for one 
moment. Ob, the horror that would overwhelm me, if 
he told me he meant to tmst me for one moment, or to 
leave me to take one step by myself! But this is not 
the manner of our God, therefore walk before him with 
joyfulness and gladness of heart; and while he is yotir 
glorious reroward, he will also l>o your forerunner, 
trying every step, ere he suffer you to set your foot 
upon it; and when he ceases to come down to talk with 
you <m your birth-dars, it will only be to take you up 
to talk with him, and to praise him for the wisdom, 
love, and jiowcr, with which he has gpiided, diecrod, 
and protected you through this waste howling 'wU4er^ 
ness. I hope to be much iu prayer for you on the 


LETTER LIII. 

ToO.A. P. 

C — n, Peiruaf^ IGtk, 1837. 

1 was hardly awitre with how eager a grasp I held 
you, till the idea of haVing you ^Hest^ me was 
forced upon my affrighted heart; and tnfyjt has come 
with a o Turn again, son of num; thou shtdikee greatw 
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abominations than these." Alt, what abominations !— 
i^oraucc disputm^ with unerring wisdom; blindness 
questioning perfect omniscience; a thing of nought 
contending with omnipotence! So wayward was I, 
that I scarcely dared to open lus couns<‘is of pcacei 
lest I should meet with some word tiuit might militate 
against what my proud heart had flrawm out as the 
only plan for restoring peace to my mind. My portion 
on Monday night was to be in tbe Song of Songs. I 
did not exactly remember which cha]>ter, till I opened 
the Bible; but the only feeling with -which I opened 
it, was, " 1 only hope it is not that almut gathering 
lilies.” To my dismay the very jtortion “was, “ Whither 
is thy Beloved gone 7” ice. My heart did indeed melt 
like wax; still tliere was such a wondrous gentleness 
in the accents; such a most lovely represcutation of 
what we call death; such an cuciuuiting view of our 
•Beloved, of his visits to his garden, and of his employ¬ 
ments there, that for a moment night was light about 
me. I could almost bid him welcome to his garden, 
• and smile to see him crop one of my most cherished 
flowers, to place it in the bosom of love, hr away from 
every wilderness, blight, and storm, and scorcluug ntf. 
But quickly I was like a child, who cries to liave re¬ 
turned that which, but a tminute before, he appeared 
cheei-fully to give awa^. 



LETTER LIV. 


To THE Same. 

February 2Blh, 1837. 

“ Thoc drewest near in the da .7 that I called upon 
Ruk) : thou saidst, Fear not!” Could unj precious text 
have more faithfully recorded what passed between the 
Father of mereies aud'the veriest of simmers, three and 
twenty years since! 1 started and blushed, when 1 saw 
tile text for the day, as if conscious that all the world 
had been let into the secret, and were now publishing 
it abroad. But wherefore start and bludi at the very 
idea of being tlius marked,and pobted at? Hush,' 
guilty pride, and bold-iaced shame, and dawn, Ihon day 
of wonders, when I shall delight to have tliat which 
was spoken b the ear in closets proclaimed upon the 
house-tops. When I shall glory b the exhibition of 
tliat thick darkness which was chased by the light of 
lift!; of that deep-stabed filthiness, which has been 
thoroughly purged; of those bou sbews, which lurre 
been snapped asunder; of that rodey heart, whbh has 
beeiu broken m pieces; of that wayward will, which has 
been brouj^ into captiWty; of that duughiU 'w;drm, 
whbh has been made to mherit a throne of glory. Yea, 
tlte secret transactions of my lifo and heart, if all were 
made manifest, shall be no grief of heart to me, for 
whUe they would exhibit the mUst loathsome and the 
most stubborn of smaen^ they would display in glow- 
bg oidours thsd Frien^: whose love is so strong, whoto 



patience is so long, whose heart is so very pitiful, whose 
mercies are so very tender. Yes, even now, 1 could love 
that all the worid should know what he was, specially, 
that day when he drew so near; when like a torrent of 
love. be flowed m upon my soul, and so quickly iillefi 
the craving vacuum, vAich I would faiu have fillitl 
with any rubbish, to tlte exclusion of iny God. Oh how 
woudrously did his bowels yearn over me! how ue.iov 
was he to help we! Had he stood aloof these tweiity- 
thi-ee years, aad now just begun to take one step 
towards me, it were love uiispetikalde—but it was in 
the day, the very day, Im drew near, so near, tluit 
every crack in the thirsty earth was well filled, and the 
(wrehed wilderness became pools of water. Ami did 
‘he not immediately hush the storm, and create a great 
calm, while he gently, but powerfully wliisiwred the 
two words which, {terbaps, of oil others, niy tempest- 
tossed heart most needed, “ Fear nSt.” 

Forgive my hurst over my text, and the selfishness 
which has swallowed up your dear birth-day in miue. 
1 am afraid It is generally so in your birth-day letters, 
as 1 have to write on the Cto meJ ever memorable 2 flth 
February. And yet I think I never anticipated yotgn 
with, what may I say ? perhaps it is too much like, 
“ Ah, we have got you still 5 ” for yet a few days back, 
and the mention of tlie 3d of March pierced my in¬ 
most heart, and oh! such a tlwught of gloominess 
overshadowed'it! Yes, my beloved child, we haveyt>^,. 
still amongst os, but oh, with whati fresh, what sok^' 
injunctions, Urn who 1 ^ yielded to our impor^ 
tunato crie^ and granted us a Sttk longer, iqan of 
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How has he rencwcil, for oar Icaraingv the alnu^ist 
eiTaced characters iiiscribri] n(M>n yoa, ** Possess, as 
Uioiigh’ yon possessed not!* How has he written 
afiresh from top to toe, “ AU flesh is grass!” 1 find 

myself promising not to forget it, if he will only let 
me keep the grass ; hut how then is tlw solemn lesson 
to be bronght into practical use ? Lord God, thou 
Icuowest, thou knowest thy servant, and this, throogli 
grace, we know, no day of life's little pilgrimage can 
come with any load, but thou hast weighed the raoun- 
tnins in si-ales, and prejiariKl strength according to the 
day; yea, after thine own heart. Lord, good measure, 
pressed down, and running over. For you it is “ all 
joy,” whether you go or stay. Oh, it is a yet unknown, 
unfathouied privilege, to be allowed a. long day of 
single-eyed service in our adorable LoctEs', vineyard. 
It may be your God has added to your days fifteen 
yrars, ycii, twice fifteen. It may be that he has or¬ 
dained you an instrument to plant die heavens with 
many stars, and bring many sons and daughters to 
his feet. Is this work worth staying for,? It may be 
given you also, in the behalf of Christ, to suffer for 
his sake, and to know diat of your Jesus in a seven 
times heated furnace, vlurit no angel with outstretched 
nock has ever yet kiibwu of him, no,* nor ever diall. 
It may be, my child, thai^ ;n these adderi days you have 
such a lesson to learn, Its you never yet learned, of 
wliat'l^hs in your naughty heart, something that shall 
hsd you'to ciy with bitter tears, “ Oh, that 1 had been 
pubtd bed when the caudle of the Lord shined upon 
<n^ jAeii'by his light ;! walked through darkness." 

. o 3 ■’ 
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But oue string of Hezekiah’s harp broken by his 
fall ? Is one chord imtxmed ? Nay, has he not, from 
these very depths, had such melody put into his hartv 
.as it could never otherwise have received? lias it 
not, by this very thing, been raised to eoneert pitch, 
“ Wortljy art thou, O Lord.” Fear, then, xom: of 
these things that shall come upon you; be content to 
tarry even among lions, even among those tliat are set 
on fire of hell, while you jice yourself but a moss of 
tinder, ready to be ignited every moment. Everlasting 
arms cannot give way, everlasting love cannot wax 
cold. Faithful is he that hath called you, who also 
will do it. May you never labour to give a lift at a 
to-morrow, for tliere is no strength iinjiarted or pro¬ 
mised equal .to, this, It b this that too often nearly 
. :hre8ks 8hoii|der, and makes all ray loins at a stand, 
ia this'that swallow8..upr\thc.. enjoyment of thousands 
of to-my’a maccies, the notes of praise and 

tbauksgiviiig, .'Oil, forr^a'penj^^acarefulnras of the 
little child! the hope .of a glad ttj^mrrow often gilds 
its happy face, but to calculate--.iqipn a to-morrow’s 
wantt seems quite out of its reach. My darling litfle 
P—— is feasting upon his anticipated birth-day joys 
to-morrow week, over and over again, but laughs at 
mention of. a cloud; he would cat tltc last bit of bread 
in the house to-day, quite sure tliat there would lie 
more tprinorrow. In this, then, may we lie ehildrem 
while in understanding we are ,| 9 en—men wluf'hatv 
wdl learned and soberly weigh^ this certain truth-— 
In the world ye sfaail have trybulatimimen who':^ 
als^ as sure of the fact, ^ In .inf ye shall have {leaceii” 
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.Sometlmet mj beait ginl^s within me, tind I 

fool most anxious about out precious F—y; I ex¬ 
claim, d^ord, Uiott hast known 'iny soul in adversities ; 
thou bast been aff-sufficicut. Be still, my heart, aud 
be very sure that all is, and shall^ be, just os thou wilt 
rejoice tliat it should have been, when a few more years 
are come, and 1 shiUl jfo whence I shall not return. 
I was ashamed of my lost letter, and what this is like 
I cannot tell, for it has been a bustling: day with me ; 
but it is well, you should cease from me,- who am but 
dust and ashes; yet dust that shall show forth his 
truth for ever—^redeemed dust, precious dust, since I 
was precious in his eyes. 


LETTER LV. 

To E. S. P. ASD O. A. P. ■ 

•a . 

C -n, MartA Stk, 1837<^ 

What aAotc do you do world it is;, som^mes I tltink 
my heart is just made up of it. Do but tibink of beoug: 
in a country where such a sotmd has nevmr 
nor over will be; where health shall paring' as 
spontaneously as sickness does here, and wb»e the'-. 
. «taiti|if)here chases away all pain, oU sieknesa,’. idl 
amrow, all siting, all death; and thai is our (Mm 
(xtuntry, our ^vchased possi^lon; nire ; and 
sted&st as fhe thronnf of God, md yet a fitUe day and 
.. . ■ o 4 ■ 
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we are there, ihoxe to go no laore out, tlit rc, with 
all we have loved m Climt below, tlicre, witli imit 
altogether lovely One. O womau, why wei-;;est thou, 
with such a sunshiny home in view, and stii-h a little 
sfep between ? Perhai>s you don’t weep; I often do, 
bnt I don’t think they are bitter tears; 1 am quite 
.sure they are not bitter against my precious Lord, for 
. I do sue such wisdom, such love, such tender pity, such 
■ .'depths of mercy to one so only deservit^ of the lowest 
{hitO, 'faow.couid I find fault with any thing ? O foolish 
how could I do any thing else, but fur tltal 
' iKhnighty kmi which supports every niuineut, that 
pierced hand wliich pours in plentifully oil and wine 
into the wounds of the pour traveller, &c. &c. 


LETTER LVI. 

To THE Sa»B> 

Novanber’tth,\83’!. 

FATit<lRi,ESS ten years! Ungrateful words 1 Actually 
with such a tenderly indulgent Father, tliat were he 
not God,< and not man, I could think he was spoiling 
me, and toO much glaring the rod; and yet, from his 
being so vef^ tender over me, there is keemioss in the' 
slightest touch, or the shadow of a frOwn, that cuts 
‘eery sharply indeed; but aiay H ever be dius, till 1 
basic in that presence where is fiilness of joy. I long 
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to be of yi't quicker " Kcent,” (and eurely that is tlie 
quickest of all senses,) “ in the fear of the Lord.” I 
have nut jet beard one millionth i>art of what the 
lost rod has liad to saj; but I uan listen to a very, 
very little at a time. I literally am a wonder to 
myself. £ look back upon the past ten months, and 
seem to .see as miraculous a power exerted, as if I had 
hoen raised from the grave; yea more, for truly of how 
many days and hours I may say, it was not I who lived 
or moved, or sftoke, but Christ in me; it was not 
human strength, it literally was not I, it was so 
unlike myself; such a calm over such a peculiarly 
stormy disposition; such a sclf-])ossession in one of the 
most nervous of beings; you need no more think it 
w>ui /, than that it was i/ou; but you may just 
believe that God will do as he has said, when be 
engages to uweli. in us and walk in us; only, we 
don’t dud it out so much when our path is pretty- 
smooth, and our strength pretty firnt, and our way 
pretty plain; if ever you need i1^ you -will know it, 
and I would only now say, as the praJIcal comment, 
** Trust, and be not afraid, tlie Lord Jehovah is your 
strength,” and it lias only to be tried to be realised. 
It is the anticipated, or the retrotpected trial, stripped 
of the accompanying grace and strength that is so 
orushing; so don’t think it is 1, or don’t say, Ipiw 
cottid 1 y Consider the Ulies, they toil not, &c. . 

.... The precious babe is better; it is no aiuwer^td 
my fiiiUi or prayer, fur I literally had none. ^ £t 
seemed so . manifestly die will of God to tdee'hhn, 
that I became dumb, mnd opened not qiy mutii, 
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aiid anijr feared Aat any eecret aniweraig agnn t» 
any dai^ eomer of my heart, might oompel my God 
to lay a heavta hand tipon the dear ohdd, to make me 
more unreserrctlly ready to let him go. Is he indeed 
to live here below to declare the praises of ti*e Lord ? 
.... I on^ht to have answered vour letter ero this; 
but I leave niuloue the tilings that I ought to have 
• done ; my sins of omission aro wonderfully great and 
many, and stick about my poor feet every night, with 
such a tenacity that much soap and nitre would be 
indts’d but vain things for removing them. Nothing 
less than a fountain, and that fountain ilowing with 
the blood of God, con make them clean every whit. 
.... I dure not oomincut on your expressious of hive 
to me, for it would sound like humility, but it is not a 
shred of that; I will believe it of you, if 1 can believe 
it of any under the sun; yes, if I had been Elijah, t 
tluiik I should have gut fond of my two servants in 
black ^vciys but, have I, really, ever brought you 
one bit of flesh or meat ? well, I would go and take my 
stand beside tib poor ravens, and let my precious MaS' 
ter Iiave all the praise. 


LETTER LVn. 

T 0 E.S.P. 

C -«, yovember 28rt, 1837. 

I AX ^nite'at a loss to guess why yga. do not like, me 
to write to you this birth>day, 1 can only tldnk that 



303 


you «rc Kfriild of the last ; bat den, if I don't write 
this time, the last will be the but, won’t it, dearest ? 
Oh! that is a sledge iiainnier of a word, calculated to 
break these adamantine hearts into shivers. Yet, bow 
nnspeakiibly sweet in that inoiitb which is most sweet, 
say what it will. Dues he eall himself the Iasi ? Ah! 
every' pulse of the heart boats with joy, and testifies, 
that is just wliat I want; One to st.ay when all leave; 
One to see tliat all is right, nothing left behind, nothing 
wanting, no enemy to get at ns slyly, and thrust at us 
where wt; have no armour. How it tells us of Lis on* 
tiring love and {latienee, his determiuation to get his 
bride home ; and then he says, “ With the last,” what 
think yon of those words ? I low -do they clieer the 
halting, the poor. ■ the breathless lag-last. Ab, my 
child, should this be i«,y last, it will not be his last. 
You shall have a note from him, when you can receive 
none from the creature. You shall have a word from 
him when human voices die upon your car, and human 
beings vanish from yoiur sight. May he vety truly be 
mure our all and in all; yet 1 trembit to ask it. I 
look at one precious cistern al^er another, au^ say, 
must this bo broken quite up, ere I know where to nut 
to gat my pitobw filled? How unconsciously have we 
written over many a one, " This same shall comfort 
me!” I could marvel that.so lovhig a husband bears 
with os so long. I nutrvel nut at the awful complaint, 
«lam broken with their whorisb heart.” Could I tdl 
you what mine is now going through, with regard to 
our preeiomrlittie gourd, you would almost glory over 



me, and aj^y,Art tiiou also become weak as we ? Art 
thou become like onto usi” He feeds well, but fades 
fiust. WeH, if be is soon to be housed, the “ as” will 
still cover the day, and prop np under tlie burden. He 
is, indeed, our object of deep interest, lingering on the 
banks of Jordan, and seeming to say to each of ns, 
when will yon be quite ready to let me go over to tiiat 
goodly land ? 

I trust, whenever we may be pennitted to meet, I 
shall b»' able quietly to tell you of all the pist, relative 
to our beloved F. I was afraid I should not like to 
mention her, or hear her talked of; but I bless my 
inoutli-kecper this is not so. I can talk of her as of 
one just taken into the king's dratving-roont; one who 
has left a few jobs to do in the kitchen, but with a 
vEKr few steps between us. I take such an interest and 
pleasure in doing every thing just as I thitdc she would 
like It done, and then I expeot to praise over it all with 
her, an^ to sec and admire the wisdom which ordered 
all for us. 

Accept my ftmdcrcst love, and now take a glimpse of 
the heart of your God towards you in Zeph. iii. 17« and 
may you rest in him as he rests in yon. 
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LETTER LVIIL 

To O. A. P. 

C — —H, February, 1838. 

I kxuw nut whether yon mean to ffivc me leave to 
rite to you; but I do know that I must not foi^t 
niy l>irth-(lay, or rather, the nii/b/ when the Lord 
my God brought me fortlt out of Egyjrt. But how 
quickly did he turn the shadow of night into the 
morning! How gloriously did that suu rise which 
was iM> more to go down I what clear shhiing was there 
after rain! Dost thou, Lord, remember me and the 
kiudness of my youth, and the love of mine espousals, 
when I would have followed thee through unsown, 
untried^wildemessi‘s'; and shall not I remember thee, 
who didst love me all uulovely and unloving, and 
drop these ovcrflowuigs of thine heart upon my poor 
adamant ? Dost thou remember when thy wearied 
wanderer was driven to seek her all vin thee; and 
shall not I remember what she foiuid in thee? Dost 
thou remember the kindness of my youth, because 
I took shelter in thy bosom from an unkind world; 
and shall I forget the loving'khtdness with which the 
prodigal was welcomed to that bosom, while not one 
upbraiding escaped thy most sweet mouth? But 
why does “ I remember thee ” fall with something of 
an upbraiding sound upon my heart? Ah, there is 
a stiU snuill voice within explahts the little note of 
reproof in this wondrous message. Where are the 
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frequeni^ ai^ tife forrenoy of thy prayer* ? whore thy 
glowing for poor siimers? where thy hvegoring*, 
thiratnig*, lougingv pantingSi breaking*? flath he 
been a wlUenieiig unto thee? Hast thou ^^aostod 
his unsearchable riches? Hath he ever sent thee 
empty away ? What shall I say unto my Lord, what 
shall I speak, or how shall 1 clear myself? Thou 
shah answer for me, O l,ord iiiy God. Against thee, 
thee only have I siiuted, and done this evil hi thy 
aiglit; and tliou, thou only, eanst say, “ Thou art alt 
&ir, my love, there is no siKit in thee.” Oh, the 
deptii! Remember, tre/l remember, these forty years t 
specially, these twenty-four years; very specially, this 
last year. I wonder what I said to yon at the close of 
my last year. I should think, if I at all anticipated 
the events of the year, 1 must have anticipated the 
very nearly total destruction of both body and souL 
1 could not have foreseen circumstances more calcn- 
latcd to swallow them up quickly; and, behold, both 
are here alive this day: Uie former, in more than 
usual heahh;i and the latter, a mass of evidence that 
he who keepeth Israel ueitlier slumbers nor sleeps— 
that the redeemed soul is garrisoned in Omnipotence. 
.... Say 1 these things to exalt the worm? My 
God, thon knowest. If I do, let them be the means of 
grcatlysahasiiig her, and loading her beloved sister to 
think unspeakably little of her. Bat 1 do hope, I do 
desire to si>eiik it only to thy praise; for very, very 
sure 1 am, it is oil thy doing; - and 1 hope I do want 
every one to magnify THT work. . Only, my child, 
ani this—to trust without any reserve of an or a 



flut, or an rxogrf. Bo you Wry 

h« fsaih you ton b« will fit jcw for I «o4 tb»t. wiw»-; 
KVBtt y.c^ <bty may bo* your otsengtb oiuix bo equal 
to it. Flesh mi heart must fuB, quite fail, ere wo fall 
flat upon Tas strength of our heart, aad our uiio 
ahiiiing portion. 

My poor letters now seem as if they were only to 
cotiTiiire you that nhoretii any is weak, I am weak 
also, anil still but a very babe. May they tend to the 
loosening of your soul from earth, and for the strength* 
eniilg of it, in leading to him who alone is strong. 
Our own God is greatly indulging us with providing 

for our wants.Thou openost thine hand, and 

satisfiost the desire of every living thing. What a 
pietnro of that precious hand! what a treasury, and 
of what satistying umteriuls; how difierent from tho 
creature’s empty, unsatisfying hand! Those oniift in 
the Psalm yesterday (Psalm Ixii.) fell with a ponderous 
weight; and, not the least so, the “only” plot of our 
many enemies. The I.ord hless you very ahuudantly, 
aiul make your whole heart and soul and spirit one 
with himself; then how happy you will be! “giving 
tluinks ,M,w AYS for ALL things.” 
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LETTER LIX. 
To E. S. P. 


C -», Nov. 2(ttA, 

I IXAB I have been too long in jonr debt, and even 
now I could listen to about twenty oCher calls, but 
then the voice of the 24th seems to drown all otlier 
voices. Dear Mr. .Tones was speaking the other 
da; of Mrs. Bh and her complicated and extensive 
concenu, and his emphatic summary was, “ I never 
saw that woman in a bustle.” I could but think 
of the wisdom and prudence of not entangling the^ 
skein, but I have not learned it yet. I just knowjip 
far, that one grand point is to ^t hold of the riffit 
end. Oh how differently it all runs! And now, 
my beloved child, what can I wish ibr you as you 
enter upon another year, but that you may be enabled 
to take hold of every thing by the right end. And 
what is this but that precious Oiie, who is both 
beginning and end, first and lost ? just to enter upon 
every duty, every providence with, “ of him, and 
throngh him, and to him, are att things, to whom 
be glory for *ver, Araon.” I don’t kitow which of 
those prepositions I should recommend you to weigh 
oftenest; indeed, I must acknowledge with shame, tliat 
I never felt their weight till they glided off my pen 
just now; but they will be beautiful words for you 
to turn over, and taste and eat, when you enter into 
the cloud. How sweet “op him, .ail tilings.” Aye, 
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and linn it vrlU fflodden sunshiny days, how does it 
enliven the most valuable present when the jfiver is 
dearly loved, and the gift known to have eost him 
much. “ Throvgh him," ay«5, what shall we say of 
this swe<>t? the cloud, the sunshine, the food, the 
medicine, has not slipped on one side of him un> 
noticed, unsent, no, all weighed and ripened in his 
eternal cxuinsels, his unchanging love, his unerring 
wisdom. JJow can we fear ,that which lias eome 
through u Father’s hands, a Father’s heart: and, 
*• to him," sweet quieter, grand centre, magnificent 
magnet! there the most crooked lines shall he made 
to meet and form additional rays of glory. Oh the 
mercy if our very hearts can finish this verse, and 
rejoice in tliis blessed truth; and then, wliile we re¬ 
joice in that all tilings are for our Bridegroom, to hear 
him rejoice in that all things arc for his bride. To sec 
Itim tossing about crowns and thrones, shaking earth 
and heaven, and then sweetly turning to hia trembling 
bride, with “ A 1 .L things are for your sake I" Is it not 
alnuist crushing? It nmst be, if his left hand w^ 
not under our head, while his right baud doth thus 
embrace us. Indeed, indeed the bride may well look 
diligfcntly to her toilet, and he careful to put ou all her 
ornaments, and to act in character with such a bride¬ 


groom. 
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LETTER LX. 

To E. S. P. ASD O. A. P. 

C - n, April 2(>iA, 1838. 

Mav he who is mighty iu jxtwcr keep all our henrt> 
from answering a^in or harbouring one hard thought 
of him! I thought you had enough to do, to live 
over again this week* last year; but he had other 
work for you. It was time to try whether we wiuild 
spare him a fresh flower out of our richly cultivated 
parterre. He Wmself has taken out the stones, and 
fenced it round on every side, and phuited it with 
the cfaoie-est plants, and watenul it with his own 
Uood; 'and is he not worthy of one lily to place in 
his bosom—-just one, year by year? Oh, may he 
see no evil eye, no begriid^ng look; may he hear 
no whisp» of dissatisfaction, no murmur of disappro¬ 
bation. I am very jealous over my own heart, and 
over you oil. That irns a choice lily; 1 have very 
seldom seen its like : my heart rested on and tenderly 
loved her. Even'/ feel an immense void; what then 
must yon all feel! But, wimt thanks can we render 
unto our- Ck)d, for all the j<iy with which we j(iy 
over that lovely child, for the full assurance of faith 
that she is with the Lord! Stirely it is only to loml 
ns who tarry awhile to more grateful, more loving 

* A beloved sister and a niece, in the eourae of the some 
weej;, la Iko successive years, were called to their otcmal rest. 
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sen-ice. Let us all try and count up our mercies, 
and offer up jtraisea fur each; you can hardly think 

how it makes the solitary place glad. Dear-is 

always thus employed, so that you would not think 
he htul a solitary inch in his heart; and yet you know 
the immense phme that precious one occupied. We 
ought to learn of hiiii; it is comely, aud it is jdoa* 
saut,..... 

.... You must of late have thought me very idle, 
or sonieihing worse, aud yet you have not reproached 
mo. Well, I am used to this from every one bwl 
mytu’Ift but we have sod (juarrels, and frequently 
cannot settle it without many tears. If you hove 
known what it is to jioss night after night wondering 
what sleep is like, owl thinking each hour double the 
length of its predecessor, and yet all ijiis without any 
real pain, you have kuuwn what it is to get worn and 
irritable, us 1, alas I Imve liecii. Nature lias writhed 
and smarted under it; but oh, the wine and oil the 
spu'it has found iu those few words, “ Wearitonie 
nights are .trroiNTno mo.” Nothing has taken me but 
what lias lieen common with other ciiildreq in the fa¬ 
mily greatly beloved— trrarisome —and this from my 
own Husliand, and above all, “ appottUed” —no chance. 
How each word fits in when he applies! What a well- 
prepared plaster fur every sore! But alas! how often 
we need a sore before wc care about the plaster; aud 
how wonderfidly uninteresting can tiiat be, which at 
another time drops with honey or wine at every letter! 
But don’t think I have been learning qnichl 1 mn 
amazed at the deadness with which I hate pissed 
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through il aU. I verily believe my mind might have 
been put in a nutshell most of the time. T feel now 
a little expansion bf braip, which is veiy (klightful, 
and which I now take inch by inch as a sovereignly 
free gift, in a way 1 never realized before, kc. 


LETTER LXI. 


To O. A. P. 

, ,v— n,Fk.midmu. 

You will be rather suqwised to see anotiS^! letter 
dated from this dear spot; but eonid you jiist take 
a peep, you sqould, jterhaps, he wore surprised that 
we could think of leaving even this week. Your 
dear birth-day is upon my lieort, and my munieuls 
for writing being few anil far between, I must catch 
them as I can. I must begin by telling you that 
our watchiiil, loving Father made his tender mercies 
tpetdily preverU tu, wbOe we were in town; they 
were indeed timely, pitiful, great, loving, in the little 
adventure I must tdl you of... As to my pre¬ 

sent employments, you would wonder how many “ other 
hearts” I have, could you see my peculiarly dull peri¬ 
cranium on such. subjects, contriving beds, curtains, 
&c. &c. &c.; but it is no trouble now, and I only 
tell yon this, that you may be quite sure, if your dear 
Master sets you to plouffh, he will teach you what to 
say to the horses, and how deep to OUtke the furrows, 




and all aiboiit jt. “ 'non alao fitaar wrdi^ht au. ojr 
woidia in ua." Fear ac^ mjr difeng eluldi' Yon tekr 
have atranga work, new work, ^erplern^ woric, in the 
coming jeer; hot aotiiing atrange, nothmg new^ no- 
thing pei^lexlng to him, who hath wrought all for jou, 
and will just let it paa$ through jrour pnnj handa, that 
he may amile iq)on wllli^ heart, and prove to 
frOnftelh and to a naughty worit^ that you are created 
in Chriat Jestna unto good worka, the pattern of 
was drawn in the mount of the eternal counsels, and 
shall all be filled in by your wcll-tanght, wdl-instructed 
'fingers. The dark hack-ground ia also to be filled in, 
hut sovereign love has drawn the plan, and every stitch 
is right. 

.... Wliat a birth-day letter! as if it were to jwe- 
pare you for feathering a poor little nest at the t^ of 
some billing tree, instead of directing you about making 
your nest in the llock. Oh, my feeble cony, hide, bide, 
hide there, and sit and sinff. 


.... I will not say I have not had time to write, for 
I quite believe that there is a time for every thing that 
ought to he done, and that we impugn the wisdom of 
our ittlalUble employer, when we say, ** I ouffht to have 
done it; but had not time.” No, “ the work of a day, in 
his day,” ia fitted as precisely as the strength reqiured; 
and if we think wc hav^ more than we can ^ or bear, 
it ia heewse yesterday’s undone work, and yesterda;^s 
untranaferred burden have got into the wrong place; 

■> • 
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«r it it dwf-W lading to^y with the 

employment'and careil>f. the morrow. 

<1 have had many a to> c<me to this cenlliuion: 
t^ flesh and Mrs. I^raflence, and tp their «dan, are 
' vodferont In tfamr deniahtef it; hut, dter twenty-seven 
years of happy terviee, f do:ieel bound to stand up 
dar iny precious Matter, and to declare that he is vxar 
^^il^ui, and never reaps whore he has jtat town, nor 
aslcs for more than he biu raaton to expect. O dear, 
'1iave .l.fflled a page with I don’t know what ? no apo- 
log[y, no .mwttte. 1 meant it ^ be a confession of idle- 
' ness and mismanaged timoi/and perhaps it will make 
me appear pecu&rly wise ^imd diiigent in the laying 
out of thu talent; but lest T should thus deceive you, 
' I will just say, in. plain Ei^lish, that yon might fre¬ 
quently have seen'-iw asleep on the sofa, when 1 should 
have been writing to you. 


LETTER LXIL 
To E. S. P. Axn O. A. P. 

S —-N, Oct. *2GM, 1839. 

You will like a little bit from this dear old place, and 
a little bit I wM endeavour to send you $ diough if I 
sit down, my aluding ieelii^ generaDy is, I oug^t not 
to be sitting. - How much wbdom it needs daily and 
hourly.to discover the existing claims upon the pre- 
' sent moment ( to hush nature and hear grace; to' 
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atMid rendy Mwng Mar}'’8 aerriOito vitb that one 
order, “ WujiTeuKVxa HE imth you, do it.” 
How eiyty to 8^ wben' ^ t%ie b gtim by, what 
ought to have been done ; lubr tineoininoii to be of 
quick undcntandiug bi discoVerkig, wad of a reedy 
ndnd in j)erfbmiag.,.. ;■ 

It wee tenderly k^ of yon to' rememlw Biy''^oer; 
birth-day ; lUy very heart wOe hud (q^en aod iMaee^ed 
in the sweet text, {l^^ l▼i. 3.) I wn such . 

coward, and,"! should think, have more'dion n'^wMsu 
share of dread of sufferings for myself, cbd for 
many too dear to me; to asdbipate an evil nett^' 
crushes; but having by line npon line in experimme 
foiuid tliat suflivient strength m given vrhai the ti^' 
comes, I think I have a little learned vqiT to 
and to put away a dreaded evil inUi " teW time I..tm 
afraid, I will trust in tlieo.” So weak ia my heart, ei^ . 
SCI nervous my frame, that had not my God teudec^ ' 
and {Miwcrfully taught me a little of this, there-are 
occui>atioiis or oxlubitions of almost any day eff my life 
which would nudee roe ill to think of. Sometimes I 
think I am growing idinost too careless, but I would 
not be ungrateful to ray Care-carrier. 

.... My birth-day was ushered in with saeb a sun¬ 
shiny dream, I did much enjoy it. I was gazing upon-' 
a dying saint, with beams of heavenly joy radiatl|ig 
from her face, when a acrious and almoat aiaiput look 
was spread over it. 1 asked, “ Have you any doubt dr 
fear?” With an uu8])e8kable look ima ^ina&Bar, «$<> . 
replied, “Fear! O, not dm-dightast, as,fo 
safety and jusUfication; but yon may well thhik 

, » 2 . ' 
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«idk Ruii tk IBiUcgnom, 1 snst 1m « little partionlar 
about mjf Mbf, and vary daairoua to be adorned as a 
bride ought to be for sncB a Husband * With Ibis I 
woke, and fond it but a dr«ara~- 7 et a dream eliich I 
trust will tell upcm my heart wbUst I sojourn in the 
Bride’s chamber. It gave me a a*ester, happier view 
of sanctification than 1 could ever hove got frmn ImhiI. 
or self. Perhaps jou won’t see as I do; but it was a 
birtb^da; present from my Uridegrouin, for which i 
wmild greatly tltank him. 


LETTER LXIII. 

To THE Sake. 

C -», i\br. 20/A, 1«;W. 

.... WmiJS I was dreaming of the hapjiy briile, the 
reality was taking place here, under Mrs. B’s rejoicing 
eyes. A school girl, whom I had left very ill, but ap- 
jKirently very demi, was quickened one day, while her 
mother read, “ Hath broken down the middle wall of 
partition.” She started—“ Broken down the wall! Is 
it so ? Oh, 1 had such a dreadful feeling, that there 
was such an immense wall between me and Jesus, 
which could nbvxb be broken down 1 And does it say, 
AatA broken down 7” See. Sic. Thus she applied it, or, 
1 would say, my God applied it, and the Bride was 
quickened.: but during the remaining ten days, it was, 
jndaad. a Bride adorning and adorned by her lliuband. 





I w^ald not tSip n io many, «ntt^{ $m pwiicularly fiutfa* 
less about dom-lMdsf but it appeared'ttich an exaet ‘ 
illuatratioii of^niy dnpm—r»u< asguraaee of hope—'' 
aiinple talcing. God at bit word’- 'tho beiUiant siiining 
forth of every g^aoe and ernamcgih and, aa sober 
Mrs. B. said, ^sneh beaus of in bcw &ce> as she 
never though tO' see.” I wrote to ask if any one had 
gone home extremely hi^py, since I had been away, 
but heard nothing of it till niy return. 

.... For^e this emptiness and shortness.' 


LETTER LXIV. 

To ran Same. 

C - a; Feb. BtA, 1840. 

I ocGirr to have written to you ere this, but I have 
hecn uiuible; my naughty eyes are misty with having 
parted this morning with our precious trio. Team of 
joy, and tears of sorrow, I .would hope, tears of praise, 
and tears of prayw. I never sowed so many tears over 
the five boys as this Christmas; but he who gives me 
the seed and die showers, giv£s me also to rest upon 
the sure wordvtf promise, and I have no .question of the 
nertainty of the golden sheaves. I sometimes woqder 
how 1 eow wMp, when I am so enahW to see die cmd 
from the beginning; but die more clearly'! see it, the 
more { often weep. God hath jidhed the two together,. 
'-jmd'^hdne 'caa ’put them aeupdorv .. What a treasnry ’.of 
conti^ies, niy^itaries, anomali^ fepHslmeSe, ridges, are 




4^ the thiag* longdbm Godi Otbat 

mixiuteifi would W eonteai to Iw ateii^ od NYIticbies. 
How k lacandoa/nO) wBea brii^ tlieir pun; rale 
tmd plttininet,aBdsa«leB and veig)>t4fo>Bal(o all stnught 
: and evao. It wonld grieve me lett ta aae an ojuter lit 
' a« prime minister *01 En^and, and a wonn and a mole 
at his i%lit hand and. left. 1 believe m mj very heart 
that they would he aa competent to their edliDg, as 
‘ the human mind to make that straight which God hath 
made crooked. How did I get to this ? excuse my 
ramblings. 1 was weeping and smijing, and the smile 
and the tear wei% argutqjg which had the greater right 
to my poor face; the smile declared the tear had no 
business there, while such bright prospects lay before 
me i and the tear averred, that, the smile could never 
have played there if the tear had nut introduced it. 1 
was called in to settle the debate, and each had so good 
a cause and argued it so ably, that 1 was obliged to 
decide, in spite 'of common sense, and all the learned 
counsellors could plead on eithmr side, tliat hoik had 
a right to occu^ the Idaoe, and that both must oft- 
times resort thithm*, till he who united the two should 
sever them fte ever, and with his own omnipotent hand 
wipe the last lingering 'tmr away. , Gomethen, tears, 
for weep I.mtttt, while my children are in'in enemy’s 
land. Cme .then, smiles, tar rejoice I must, while he 
is &i^iftd who ha& prmaised, and hath '^Ued md . 
- to believe thM he will remember the word On v^idi he- 
Jbas. catHcd me to hope. 

Hotr I.fcwe run on, to little ptarposet 
.only tidm il^ao the of a ^art rahning over 



witii love to JOS. I ,aiBi adiamed to H.J"wbat 1 felt 
when I heai^ joor foM bo B(B» to be turned soutit- 
warde agfain. 1 had looiidlilj hoped if wae now eet 
northwards, and would ere long cheer tw here: well, 
swj it onlj be sxxi»AaTi<T set to go to JeriMdem, so 
that no Samaritan niaj wish to haihear jesi, or have 
any thing to do with you. O that we were nxme 
pecttliar, mem like the inride: have^oh not thou^it 
of our numeat of needle^work sad wroiq^ht gold, and. 

the being brought unto the King in it ? &c.I 

am often surprised bj things in jour notes, but never 
more than when jou talk of getting a crumb from mine; 
1 marvel what jou make it of. 


LETTER LXIV. 

To O. A. P. 

C ' " < . ttf Febf 28tAf 1840. 

No, mj beloved child, 1 quite believe diat I shall ' 
KEVEh fbrg^ the 28th, the day of my espousals, the.. 
day of the sadness and gladness my heart, the day 
wheii, a chs&d, disappointed ^irit found welcome, 
heiding 'and rest in One, whom she had .done 
utterdtost to be independent o^ One. whose door she' 
wotdd still havo. passed, had not every other door hwaiir ' 
closedf and yet, I cannot remember one arngle- 
hnu£ng, one look of n^roach; the vilest name 1 
give myself, was mmle bpt a to conoentrat^ 
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rajrs of his love» tUl the marred pace of potter'a day 
spaaldad Uke a aun upon the dunghill. The joy 
of If^Hiahd over hia newly dtseovered planet, was 
beggarly ta the ri^iture with which 1 first gated upon 
the word tramgretsor, reflecting the h«uns of the 
Sun tof righteousness. " He made intercession for the 
transgressors.” I well remember being so dazzled, 
that for a time I^thooght it a delusion, a misprint. It 
was somethittg so altogether new to my prOud, hard* 
working spirit, that I could almost wonder I did not 
erase it, and put in,the penitent,” or, ” the humble,” 
or one of nature’s proud epithets. I have heard it 
said, "bad men coju/d not hare written the Bible, and 
good men'wonld not.” No, indeed, for more reasons 
than one, I do not bdieve the bravest man in the 
Christian army would have dared to trust his fellow- 
soldiers with what God lias trusted them with. There 
would have been a scabbard for this, a cose for that, 
and a iieant measure for the abundant consolations, and 
a good fencing' round promises, till every battle was 
fouglft, and won. Who would venture to 'Zay to the 
soldier just enteriig upon his campaign, “yon abx 
more tlm cunqueror, no weapon, formed against you 
, shall prosper?” &e. &c. How poor gn^ headed reoKW 
skulks into the ootner, muttming as she go^ “ raiker 
daagnnias Z Fm ghad you do think so, old Evf, 

that watted Co be os aa now you may just 
find ih<l a&d the ofieW you are' murtifiad 

aad^^set auda the bOttw. Yes, T’think, that word 
tnosgressarsi’^tras the &st whi% ever gloa^ whit 
./'aB'^..loveIjr attractiona'tif free \ ' 



': I; can't ttiink wiuit made me teli ;ou about it no v, 
for I dare I-have told yoa dozen* of timw before; 
but ;our Idriijr thinking it neceasarj to remind me of 
the 2!^tbi brm^ht up a few prominent epeeki of by-gone 
day*, and i3ce an old'traveller, 1 find a pleaatire in 
telling tbutu over and over i^in; but'bow you can be 
*u weak oa not to be weary of "tiiem, or so eiidi aa not 
to betray a yaum, docs 8 ui 7 >rise me I Ah. old traveler 
oitffht to be a good one; accustomed to aQ the riciasi- 
tudes of hill and dale, comfort and discoihfort, storm 
and .sunshine, rough and smooth. But, truly, the longer 
I journey, the more difficult does it appear to me in 
every sense of the word to bo a good traveller. To 
take every thing in a right spirit; to <fo evm^ thing in 
a right spirit'; to eet os one who can pass over the 
ground but oiico; to be diligent in doing all tbe work 
that lies in the way, and yet not entangled or hindered 
by that work; to make proper lue of fellow travellers, 
neither holding them too cheap, nor prizing them too 
highly; to riOH and yet withyiottence; to have ^es nil 
around, and yet no eye but for de*us; to be quite con¬ 
tent, yet pressing on j to be quite aUve and quite dead. 

Is all thb easy ? I trow.not; the way appears to me 
to nhrrow and to steepen as I proceed; not a hope of- 
reaching the end dawns, but as 1 know mys^ to' Ito 
leaning on the fidoved ; in his strength 1; ffifid aa 
as ^ already tk home; looking off firqin see., 

a bd^Diless pt on wther ^aide, into which j.'know t 
whether 2tead or feet wo^d first ^mge, . hl^.|i!rbbah|||^. ; 
the fiill would be simidtiaaeoHS. . j,' 

But really one’s lu^ Jrnns jnmad, as w»: lay, ' 
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tlie (wtraii of OTMturea in de namw miy, running 
IiHh«r ui4 tyther, «ud w* onif kiiowk wiiithor; nonus 
citdiiag butterfUn at tho very edge of a praei]>ic<‘i 
some a^inging op to teo wbat’i in the ntooiir or to luk 
her how lung ahe it to hi«t; othera digging into the 
earth, to ron-nlt thear who mutter and {K>ep, to aaL how 
•od when it wea nutde; they have made Ughtert of 
wme leaves of Uie Bible, just to pot a little s|iark to 
their farthing rilidiiight; and now they ar(> groping 
down into the boonds of earth, till the foul air evtin- 
gubhea, or time boms out the ta|MT; and I have to 
go to veiy, very near to their deep holet, and one ami 
another says, ** Do took in, it can do you no harm to 
look, they are eminently holy, learned man.'’ O niy 
tool, come not thoo into their secret. Theti there's 
a little oomjNtny who do look like piigrimt. indeed their 
very drett end manners would say, " we are tiw po«ple> 
and vital godliness abides with ut.” Ayet Fd rather 
not tee to much of “ we are" in yuor looks end man¬ 
lier* ( and what’s the matter with the good old way, 
that yea have raised op that little cramped, eoeUing 
path, just for yoo, and yet yon all want to go abreast, 
and every bmfy ia to be nobody, and nobody it to be 
everybody. What do you call it ? apiritoal socialitin ? 
It does not look like the orark of my God. I tee gra- 
datlun and order in all hit ways and werki, from Uie 
usehd dephaat to the iodnatriout bee: from the thiuk- 
. ing head to the woHaug thomh. The Lord kei^ me 
from setting a foot opoo your paA 1 there are quiek- 
sondt and gins of pride and vamty; a “ voluntary 
homility,” own niodicr to the srotteet arrogance. And 



now eomes o Wrge companj, Milled in AiH canomeidiii-^ 
shd looking so like dear old mother ohnrch, that jm 
the leanings of birth and education ride- with theni. 
But staj; what a crackling of starch and buckram! 
Oh yes ; these form two-thirds of their devotions; 
and what is that which they are lifting so high ? .v is it 
the cross of Christ? Well, it is the vood, but my Lord 
is not there. Ak> where, where have they laid him ? 
They have huriod him under the font; and can my soul 
rest, or journey with such ? God forbid! rather’ lot . 
we never see again a shred of my old m<4her's.|^^ 
meuts, never hear again the accent^ of a voice w^d^' 
have a magic charm to open the a»lla;«f prayw 'and 
praise in my heart. Let mo for ever hid’iidiea to these, 
rather ti^ have the shell -without the kernel, the body 
without the spirit. And is it easy to let thine eyeslpdc 
right ou, and thine eye-lids straight before thee, in 
such a wilderness maze as this? Oh, Lord God, thov 
knowest, it is easy, if thou wilt be eyes to me in this 
great wilderness; it i« easy, if I walk up and down^in 
the name of the Lord; yes, it is done, and weU done, if 
thou, mj God, dwell in me, and walk, is me ; then 
shall I walk worthy of God ; then shall all my ways be 
ordered aright. I shall not turn to the right hand or ' 
to the left, but shall remove my foot from erih 

Have I actually filled more than a sheet, and i^.' 
about the old traveller! and tmt a word.about 
dear birth-day, and your journeyingt in jlw dei^l. 
Well; that wkioh has heeit is that wliidt dddl ' 
you are young and 1 am old, yoawill haviiih>4toj:diin'. 
day, "..I HAVE beeh young, and now ate old; 

•».4 
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Hpared t31 then, thnow you 'will odd, “ yet saw I xktf.r 
the righteous forSakeaah, and you may peep back at 
yotir.dld sister, and add, nay, nor the abominable, the 
unthankful, the backslidiag, the heady, the high minded, 
and the disobedient..... 

itul .—AlWr I had sent off a loi^ letter 
directed to I found you stUi ia London. 

This has distjuieted me, not only as to your health, 
but lest the naughty thought, “ She has forguttmi my 
birth'day,” should find a momentary lodging in your 
hearts Ah, how keenly do we feel the most distant 
suspicion of. our love and fiuthfuliicss, e^iecially wheu 
we are oonseioad. of loving with au intensity and un- 
voriableness thht^ to our own minds, can admit of no 
ijnesticm. Earn^tiy do 1 desire for you, that holy 
elevation of chanoter which flows from the quiet us> 
surance,. ^*My Beloved is mine, and I am his; his 
desire is toward me,” The Bride will not forget her 
attire, and 'will be specially careful to put on the orna¬ 
ments which her Beloved has given her; aud to show 
that she prizes them as his selection and his g^ft, she 
does indeed now pay attention to her toilet, seeing she 
hath fimnd grace in his eyes, aud tlmt he rests in his 
love; and he is to hw " a covering of the eyes unto all 
that are with her, and wiUi all other.” Oh, that wc 
may comprehmid better ‘nhat our soul means, when it 
ventures to say, “ The Lord is my portion!” Oh, that 
we may better understamd what is the riches of the 

glory of an inheritance in the saints.But 1 only 

meant to tell you that yamf birth-day letter was gone 
toF——. 
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LETTER LXV. 

To HEB MoTBEB. 

S—n, April SOeA, 1640, 

I FEE], ^ if I must write to you ouce more fimm ^is 
mucb-eiidearcd spot, my precious mothers when, or 
errr, sliail I write from here again? Wdl, that is no 
business of mine, and we always suffer if we ara busy' 
bodies, and more esiXHsiiilly if we endeavour to pry into 
those concerns twitch our God, in equal love and ten¬ 
derness, conceals from us. I can never thank him 
enough for the thick veil which he hung over many a 
coming day, the glhbjisv of which would have 1^ 
clouded every ray of suusliinc once enjoyed here. . Ob,, 
he IS kiud! May we just live by the hour.to glorify-, 
him, and do the work appointed fur us; for every othor 
life is hut death I 

How 1 longed fur you all last night at our mia'. 
siunary meeting! Our beloved old pastor, Mr. Jones, 
was almost more than his former self, with such a 
crown of glory as, I should think, could hardly be 
found again uuder the sun,'—thick, flowing; locks of 
the most silvery whiteness, and so truly fqund in the 
way of righteousness! He began thus: "A person 
ouce wrote a book, which he called, ‘ The last words 
of Uoxter;’ not long afterwards he wrote another, 
styled, * More last words of Baxter.’ Dearly be¬ 
loved friends, I have frequently given you what I- 
verily and truly thought would be die last words. 
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- bqt tbiroa^h tlie 'wonderful forbaanmcoii patience, and 
lore.'c^ wy God, I ani now pen&ittod to g^ive you 
worda; they shall be few, and nwy God 
' tn^n .them useful.” He then dwelt upon the tre¬ 
mendous state of all who know not God—^gnve a lively 
comparison of popeiy, and the spider and bis web.— 
*‘1 warn you, in the name of my God, 1 warn you! 
J shall escapO, 1 shdl- be clean out of the way; but 
you niaj have a popish chapel in this village, and let 
me toll you, if you have, it will be filled, in sjute of 
aU your privileges; such is huiaau nature, and our 
strong propensity to drink in what is evil. I tell you, 
God has butS>ne instrument with which to build up 
Zion; he may bare many ways, but be uses but one 
iwtnnnent, and that is his own'Itenial Word. Prize 
' it, pity the nations who have it not, be in earnest to 
send it forth*” &c. He stayed tlic wlnde tinio, and 
was cheerful as ever at the end, though H was a long 
meeting. 

r „ LETTER LXVI. 

To E. S. P. ASD O. A. P- 

C- - n, Nov. 1840. 

.... WsA* tender mercies ere. have to reckon up! 
anch heidth, and peace, and quietness, and confidence; 
it wjfe^y perfect peace at present; I feel bound to 
ih to the paiie of him who can jg)eak ^ storm 




• . . 327 ■ 

into « calm. To anHcipiue cucb « storm *» diis* ironld': 
have been oiwwhelimng'; but truly when be givetb < 
quietnest^ there is not a ripple. .... And tww, beloved 
sitter*, what shiUl I say to yon? You aire at a ^staaKe 
(in tte shore, and it may be yon are beguming to look 
at the njlnd, and to see the sea 'bdisterDUS, and some 
gale may waft far away from yon the cheering sound. 
It is I, be not afraid.'* Oh, that you may just see 
him, see all his heart, and hear all he sayst It is 
quite nothing but love; yes, yon believe -he rests in . 
his love towards us; you are quite sure off things at^ 
ours; you know he has prepared ns for alt ha has pre- 
IMtred for ns. Fear not to leave us on sueh a bosom—in 
such arni.s. Did we not think and say, our bright speck 
probably was to strengthen os for some storm? 

.... We have Iieen so very happy of latie—the deffr 
absent (diildren so well—the household so peaiwftd! 
But (^ the list! It is almost affronting to dm vnttM 
to pretend to tell of mercies. Do praise and pray for 
us, yea, and rejoice with us, &c..... 

LETTER LXVII. 

,ToE.S.P. 

^■c -m 

I TRtKK I foel 4ouhfy '^e8sed to have a 
report to malm to-day, as it will rewidi ypo''cd. 

■ 'ni'e searlet Cfrer hs4 j^-l^peftr^'imnwit 
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<Ieair-bilMiHlaj. Ah, fooHsb heart;! it. would like to 
have but good repoi^ and jqyottt tidings to 

aend;. jrou for tins opening year; and One who loves 
'-you infinitely better, but with infinitdjr wise love, may 
be preparing to send you a roll written ^trithiu and. 
without—a roll which he will spread before you—a 
roll wherein written lamentation, mourning, and 
woe. ' But dry your eyes,. my ehild, and gate a|>on 
the hand which i^oads it. Do. you see tiie print of 
the tuul, and can you arit, " Lorest thou me ?” Ah, 
did you get a glimpse of his heart, did you ob-serve 
the reluctance there, the unwillingness, the afiliction in 
AU. your aiSietions, dU you not see the other hand 
pointing to “ the SMD of the Lord,” showing you that 
he was only just bringing about the very thing you 
have so often asked for? Yes, if he hat a dismal roll 
to spead before you, it shall be so lighted and gilded 
with rays lore and glory, you shall almost forget 
that it H a cloud, while it does but set off those 
wondrous rays. Now do'sETTt.B it in your hearts, 
not to meditate beforehand upon what may be m 
this roll, or in that clond. Y'ou cannot get strength, 
and. joy, and peace, in cmlicipafion, but with the trial 
they will be tore to come.. Our light has burst forth 
silmost brfore we had any obscurity, the dear eltildren 
are ifo much better. .... 

‘ What a summer and autntnn of pMuIiar mer¬ 
cies i have had, and still he is showering them down; 
wha(^ A 'fimitlfol garden. 1 onglit tO he' undw such 
showersl He nooKKD—oh, that wprd, timt look! Bui 
" my vineyard which is uikb is KBrowe sm;” pre- 
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ciou« truth! like « dear heat upon it, considering' ftluit 
Is best for H, aye, and dmnff it^ though it be a -north 
wind, & 0 . Mey you enjoy the blessedness of beliering; 
blessed is she'that believeth. 

.... Mercy has embraced us, and does embrace us 
on every side, even blood-bought mercies; and when I 
ask, what shall I render? I find I ani stiQ to take, I am 
invited to bis stordiouse to offer him of At* oten / It 
pleasetl the Father that in our most loving, most gra> 
ciouB Husband and Brother should all fidness dwell, 
and well may it please his peo|de, members of his 
body, of bis fiesh, and of his bones, the purchase of his 
blood, the peculiar treasure of his souL How bed^y 
may we say, All that he has is ours,” and it wonld'fill 
eternity to count over the riches of Ais " Afl.*' May 
we be diligently prying into our treasure now, and 
take largely out of our precions storehouse for the 
refreshment of our souls by die Way. 

LETTER LXVin. 

To O. A. P. ’ ■ 

C—T — H, Februaty \ 

Homx,^ sweet,' awCet home I so sweet, that of very' 
faithfulness‘there must be'some little thtwn to testify, 
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»j)R»T joor iestaye, Md tlrm is a go«d. ioud 
cry mi muuj a bitter glfian conitn^mg’ 

tbf wby and ’Wberefore^ " bedani^t is potlated.” 
text iar to-day My stiwigtii ibueth because of 
. mbw iniqui^) vras aU in tone, and jdayed upon the 
minor key^o my tears. Yet, really, the bare a|q>ear- 
. since d* a ebastening does toanifest such bowol.« of 
mercies, such raTni.KE8S| sudi inin>rci.NBSs; so 
thoroughly "die Lord lUttketh upon laef such ro- 
i.'&ewed proofs of my indulgent Father's heart, such 
making haste to help and reliere me! I do earnestly 
hope -yon may not be tempted to think one hard 
thonght of him, or for one moment to question his 
lore, his trisdom, or bis power. My chief £gbt of 
faith is abont the latter, and yet I could almost reason 
myself oat of it; pwhaps, by the bye, .that is the cause 
why faith can fiiul so little hsoting. Power orer tdl 
imh, power over sinful flesh, power over mouldered 
ftedi, and not power over ray poor, weak flesh, to patch 
h up flar a little seasdta I What a beast ara I before 
him! and yet, the dearly beloved of his soul, without 
i tpot or wrinkle, or any such thing! . 

My j^ecions child, this probably vriU not rmteh you 
oU your birdi-day, and 1 am not a little tired te-uight; 
but -1 mast try to 'tnake you bdiewg.' mote than ever 
the love,that I have for yon,.and how.I. do ask 
:my Mastm to restore you a bandred-foldilj^ y^ 
bosom for all your love towards m%- ai^lfoltiifoi 
-servitudej and whatever more you may db'.'for mo,' 

. may you be enabled more to serve titfi Lord .CMtt in 
poor me, doidg H as to him, 1^ uni j|fo- him. 
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Wlttit K it U to me to bairi radbi • ^eaeui^ to 
to my. wo&dnmil^ kind friendi, ead. to knoV-tliat' 
even to tjie cup^<^:dpld wat» be wiB |jay tbem. It u 
ibiu be retieves me of wbat wotdd, othei|nda% indeed be 
* burden too benvj lor me to beer. 

May he just opra to you bis " gpood treatoie,” and 
enebie you to help yoursdf very abundantly. • He love* 
to be treated , 8 s a Kiiig> and taketh pleasure in those 
who hope hugely in bis nieiey. May be rest in hi* 
love to you, finding no qimstioabogs at it from the 
heart on which he rests. 


LETTER LXIX. 

To R S. P. 

^ . C —iVbvemder 22)w4,l|||m> 

Mt bdoted E' —— , do yon know it is itrelve d*yt 
since you wrote to me, and love is a gtoedy tiiisg; it 
makes me fear that you must be stUl singie banded,' 
with quite as mueh as you con posnbly get tbr(n|j|i;, 
I was going to say mors ; but thus wOuld be to iqieilit 
evil of your adorable Master, of whom ik> true aa/D^f. 
sbaU say tb^ be » <<a bard nun.” Mb, imt 
rsqaim a crop. ei¥aey blade, every ear dtoR 
wrdogbt iu'-IBwist Je^ Ito wiU miaitter 
toe sewer, bresd for his food while be 
andt 'Wblb toe happy'labourer jnst acat(eii«<toa'^|^ 
pared seed from toe asms o£ bai^s made atrongbyvil^e; 
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li^ndhf o£ il^ pi Jmeob, Ai* «nie iiiop<fcr 

viitkiiijf' G6ii is 1>^ multq^ngf ilie seed so^B^ in' 
raising t&e fruit* of righteousnesik Uessijig with 
t^ ,Uesiiags of heavea' abore, and frie blessings of 
tbe deep that liedi under. We Icnow little about 
these blessings of the deep,' and often miscall them; 
but dbiis we do know, that fia his band are the deep 
places of the earth; and we can see the print of the 
iHuI in that hanck and can we question if an; thing but 
a blessing can come out of it ? He that ascended is 
the same also that descended, that he might fill all 
things, tint his beloved ma; be in no faei^t, no depth, 
but she may find her Bridegroom Uiere, and exnl- 
tingly exclaim, “ ST11.1. . wMk THEE I I will fear 
no evil.". 

Now, my child, if any body or any thing would set 
yon to do more than you can do, more than you ouj^t 
to do, know whence the temptation comethand whither 
'it gcpth. TM* is oof of the /’’Other ; oh, no, it dqes 
not iocdc ifice the Father, doc» it ? 1 was much im* 
Xwesaed'dlSr-a few words from dear Mr. Browne, at a 
Bible meeting. I believe tiiey touihed a aore place, 
and that made me-so feel and remem^r; " Never come 
' to one duty with your bauds stained with the'blood of 
' ;aiiother.i’ Oh, I have often had Uoody hands, while 
. poor, slain, or mamed duties have been lying around 
me and I was hustling on to one wUidi I considered of 
m<m impurtanoe. But duty is doty, and eMili ;hss Ha 
! place; and we shall make but a Acfeton piece of 
work,” if we attend only to outlines and neglect filling 
Up. Some itmruings I must acknowledge I ha'verhadBaeh 
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Kiitudi of m^pations Wore I lUMe felt almost 

to sink wiA dmlble upon ia;f ,.becl, crjuigv 

" Who snficient ?* I have been guided with strength 
by die sweet assurance, his bands bbam. bo sufficient 
for him;—^nothing to spare, but n0deHt. With this 
I spring up, and endearonr to undertake the day, not 
by the day, no, nor by the hour, bat just by the 
moment. 1 find if I put two moments together they 
arc too heavy for me i but just as my Father gives 
them to me, one by one, I can fly lightly alot^ with 
them, and do all that he has before ordained that 
I should do; and all the rest is wood and hay, and 
stubble, spider-spinning out of our own bowels, which 
shall not profit us or others. 

.... I have told you nothing of my most tender, 
earnest desires for you. The fulness of the every day 
salvation,—kept os the apple of the eye; and the cir- 
cumsiieotiou of one who felt that she was so closely 
watched and kept— yea, privilegfe involves duty; and if 
the Lord says for our comfort we are so kept, he says 
it also to lead ids children to do every little thing as 
just under his eye. 



S84 


LETTEll LXX. 

To O. A. P. 

wwxTrii wusN Tnv no. 

Febryarjf 2Wi, 1M2. 

No, tbe iitUe ciiarm must not, need not I/e broken, 
I will (end sonietbing that you ithall call a birth-<iajr 
letter, my very jtrecioiw ehSd, and ym have had miiay 
shabby ones. He tealrfk up the bond of every iuan-> 
none could help, that all men may know /!/> uork; 
and ho is dohig it in his own vciy gentle, steads, firm, 
tender, losing aa,>. I just turn to him, oud he is ready, 
and that errr^ mumciit. Oh, it is nonderful. Happy 
birth-da,s! I am brout^ht iieanx to ny rij»ht place 
tiuui 1 could base h(i])(‘(l for, much nearer tliau I <<iuld 
base askid for had 1 kiionn the any. We litth know 
hou much “je ahall bo os, gudb* still rulci, in us: 
to come to “ no might," to lore no might, to 1 h- )u»t no¬ 
thing, and to gloiy in infirmities, these are h ssons luit 
learned in u day, nor learned at all, but as our own 
dear Teacher Icails on letter by Ii-tter..... My own 
cter dearest mother' tosMid about with nil the diffi.'- 
rent aciounts and plans, and so kindly nilling to spare 
one of you. Tlie Lord n‘ward her a hundred-fold into 
her bosom. May she increasingly love my precious 
Jesus a ho has been such a nurse, physician, comforter, 
tender helper to her dear child. 

.... I have no }iaiu any uhere; what think you of 




such a stay^ east I o»^!v 

showers of answers to jSrityers;-*^ sweeU • r] ..T 

.... I hare written too nwH^ ' May yon htow . 
more tluin ever of Ate w^f my and he wifis^ to 
have the hand of every man sc^ed up. Tendm loye ' 
to all. 


LETTER LXXL* 

March Sth, 184& 

Mr very, very jwecions mother, 1 grieve to have 
such a grief to you, but I do trust we are all espcri' 
encitig Messed fruits of these gifts. The Bihle and 
prayer, much more precious, and beyond every thing 
precious, that Brother bom for adi-ersity; we get 
nearer to him, and understand a little more of his un- 
aearehahle love. 

.... .4fter all, my precious mother, the way is so 
sweetly simjile and plain, that the wayfaring mnu, 
though a fuoU .shall not err therein. If we are but 
willing to be nothing, and to let Jesus he all, we are 
safe, and 1 am sure we arc s’ery happy. 

Here your helpless child has kin, ‘‘complete in 
Chrut" and who can add to complete? 

At^pt my very, most gratelid, fullest love; give 
muck to the unspeakably dear ones around, and pray 
and praise for your own 'Htden. 

* Her iMt later, wrlttm a fcir days before her death. 




L^TTBBS TO J.P.Pm 


Sn XUDBS* BBOTBBS. 


LETTER L 

FdtTuary 181(3. 

. .;. I SEA 19 a good deal of you ycstcnlay, my 
doBi^'VotboTi I could have 'trembled for you, but, 
.tliat 1 called to mind you bad no less a pilot for your 
little bark than the King of kmgs and Lord of lords ; 
that he had undertaken to conduct you safely through 
the most tempestuous seas, and that his promise never 
has, never can &iL Yes, our warfare is accomplished. 
*’Tis finished, etill may answer all, and silence every 

cry." 1 j^e been to see poor hlr_to-day, and 

found it hecessaiy to enforce the doctrine of the final 
perseverance of believers; he said he/was itfriud of 
commg to Jesus lest he should fsdl away; and lie 
groaned ov«* the weakness of flesh and besetting sin, 
which might at last quite tear him from bis Saviour. 
> He wept tsneb, imr do I': vrimdsnri ^bile enteriaitung 
such tboi^ts; but, blessed be God, we are bom, not 
of corruptible seed; " bit. we are confident of this very 
thing, that he which hath begun work in ns 
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will perform it until the day of Jesus Christ.* Hlpi 
doctrine 1 onW scarcely dared to reiiture upon; but If 
am convinced that every thing vdiich increases our 
debt to the blessed Jesus, increases also our love and 
grateful seal. 

.... I trust you bear mo on your heart to tbe God 
of all merej. It does rejoice me to remember diat 
the eflcietnal fervent prayer of a righteous man avuletii 
much. Wliat joy ouj^t I then to feel, when 1 think 
of my High l*rii>st, entered witliin the voil into the 
holy of holies, presenting his own blood for my pol¬ 
luted sonl—niakiug iiiterevssiun for the lran$gra»or», 
and disappointing Satan of his desires—{nvs<>rving his 
(luor fTTuiu of wboat to that joyful day, when hr shall 
separate it from its rhaff, and place it in his own 
heavenly, happy garner. 

We have dear S— with us now; she has been 
reading to us Conper’s life, written by himself. I 
kiioa not any thing more calculated to ius|)ire you 
with an assuraiiee of the eatremo fatherly love and 
watchfulness of our God, nr to poiut out more foreUtly 
the darkness and shades of death which might over¬ 
whelm the soul, did not the bright monung star ariae. 
Five times, by five different methods, did the poor 
eroatore endoavour to destroy himself i the intsr- 
posHions are nothing less than miraculous, and than, 
when the balm of Gilead was poured in, his soul was 
in an eestacy; his ^rst love is so ponrtrayed, I fitlt 
more than I ean describe, and, what I ht^ not to 
forget, I ^ould remember the time when that joy was 
mine; whwi a great portion, at least, of that love 
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my tww froxen -heart; hvtt I remembered ,it 
only to shock me with a sricw nf my preAnt denclnoM, 
and to make me cry out in ag'ony 'of soul, “ O that it 
were with me as in months past, when the handle of 
my God shined brightly on me!” 1 have neglected the 
dearest of friends. I could fervently thank him when 
he had brought me through the lied Sea, and now that 
he has addetl to this nicrey Ills tender care in carrying 
me thus far through the wilderness, niy heart iH-eomes 
collier, uiid chills the bosom from wheitec alone I de¬ 
rive one ray of warmtii or life. How much 1ms he to 
say against me for having loft my first love ! 1 really 

do detest my horrid heart for its ingratitude. 

I was witli H-the other day; he wants 1u hear 

from ymi; I said you had not even time to write to 
us, I conld alwost be sorry that he exficcts it, as 
others will also; but I Iwliove if we lotik to the 
coutiscls of the heavenly court, we shall find nothing 
there that would condemn any action, that tended to 
brii^ a soul nearer to the adorable Jesus. What diffi¬ 
culties did they eucouiitcr who twik tiff the roof of 
a house to let one down hi his Iiim! to the heavenly 
Physician! Did he think they went ttai far? He 
liehcld their faith, and spoke life and pence. 

.... De earnest in prayer for dear M-; I feel 

assuredr the Lord has purposes of mercy towards her. 

It seems sod for her to stay at 11-, but we bare a 

friend we may truH in, when we cannot understand 
him. I never lost any thing by trusting implicitly to 
him; my losses have been through unbelief and dis¬ 
trust ; he still says, “ According, to your fitiUi be it 



unto joa.” M»jr jour -.Fatiiur und mj Father,' joiir 
God niitl inj God, blese and preecrre ns to Us 
heavi'idy kinjtdom. 


LETTER II. 

To THE MaME. 

November 14th, 1816. 

How could jon exist here ! Nav, it was not you that 
lived, but Christ which lived in yon; the life of my 
beloved brother is bound up in the bundle of life wHh 
the I.ord inj God. How secure! bow far above, out 
of tile reach of worms! Xay, it is hid; they know 
not where to attack it; huw harmless is their ngel 
They who “ siH:k our life, seek the life of God.* Yet, 
“ my son, walk not thou in the way wkh them, 
frain thy foot from their path.* If thou wouldest he 
biMsed, “ stand not iu the way of sinners,” neither “sit 
in the .seat of the scornful.” I dmire to thank my 
(>od mast fervently that he hath opened your eyes to 
sec more and more clearly that there is no eonimnnion 
between light and darkness, no concord between Christ 
and BeliaL I feel assured that this is the teaching of 
the Spirit, and that those are in a very low form in 
Christ’s school, who have not learned it. I pray to 
be taught it more practically. I pray J&r ’ a^ heart to 
assent to it. Let us remember that Satan is an able 
teacher on the contrary side, in . that . lesson, and haa 
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but too «^t a scholar ia oiir worldly hearts. We halw 
great need to suspect the whispers of the expediency 
or necessity of keeping in « little with the world. I 
... do not find it once recommended in the word of tnith. 
Can the scddiers of two such open and eternal enemies 
as God and the world enter into any agreement, any 
. bond of union ? Wliat! is the warfare atvomplished ? 

' are the arms liud down on both sides ? or is the 
Christian warrior to lie the first in yielding, and in 
making concessions, which the other would scorn? 
Surely we ought to suspect that there is some lurking 
affi'ction for our former commander; some unacknow¬ 
ledged partiality to his ways: we are nilAer inclined 
to shrink from a yoke, which our cold, unh>>altby 
souk too (dten find any thing but easy, and from 
our burthen, which our flagging, faithless souk think 
nny thing but light. It is not sweet to ns to Int 
counted the filth and ofiscouring of all things; we 
do not like to have the sig^ of the cross on our fore¬ 
heads too risible; we would erase sometimes, or at 
least veil that glorious badge, which an arcimngel 
would prize in hk crown. “ Aslmmed of Jesus,” nu'glit, 

1 fern-, be stamped on many words and actions, whiidi 
we would fain style pudent or charitable. But why 
do I run on thus to my dearest brother, to one who 
feel*, wbat, I fear, f only acknowledge r Oh! that I 
might say, "I am dead,” and "my life is hid with 
Christ in God.” .What .is this world, its pomps, plea¬ 
sures, allurements, comforts, to a dead man ? Indeed, 
indeed, we ought not to have a s{wxk od like for this 
world, or any of the lusts thereof. How entirely do^ 



u the worldlings to all spiritual' things! ' Oh, let «s. 
learn of the children of this world in this : they serve 
their master, more steadily, more faitbfuUy, than we 
serve ours. Ihore is much to be learned in this house. 
Methiiiks God takes us to Christian families, to show 
us whut to do, and to worldly ones, to show us to 
perform it. What unwearied exertions, what activity, 
what devotedness'to fheir pursiiits! 1 blushc<l when I 
saw their eager anxiety to get a little ivory hall into a 
right hole, and could but reflect that I bad often not 
felt so much solicitude, to bring a soul to heaven 1 . . . 

.I have just received the frank from F-; 

M—y seems very sanguine about dearest — 

Oil, let us take heaven by violence for him; those are 
awful words, “ Ye have not, because ye ask not." Now 
and then I am enabled to wrestle for a blessing; but 
it is not the steady, persevering knocking of the poor 
woman, displayed at the unjnst; Judge's door. - Rather 
might the I.ord say, Thou hast not called upon ine, 
oh Jacob, thou hast been leeary of .me, oh Israel." 

We have qieut a very happy werft at A— C ——; 
it pleased the Lord to sharpen hb tool once more, 
imd -to bri^ it into use in that dear village. - Are 
you earnest in prayer for me ? Could you see the 
hosts that are encamped against me, yon would eall 
down a legion from heaven to fight on your poor 
sister's side. Mr. M. is blindly partial to me, but lie 
knows me only by hearsay. I would thankfrd^ ac¬ 
knowledge that what at the time seemed to have a 
tendency to puff up, was truly paiufiil to me, and 




Tjy W Jmii kt 1 «n amw tlut 

Ipvi' «Nl «A 4HKll;f puiMo, mlridt 

^ ll W WWt'tB vmji ni» at my beart, 

<lwMi||F,4Migri iti hunM (loWifUBoai at « tiata 
I WA' not Air U. Had I wA aa k^ibU, oit 
aa a niin; Pkjrician, I should gtm aB «*rr for lost} 
but he who has drawn the serpent's sting, has a mure 
antidote for the poison imikr it% tongue. How careful 
should we be, my belored brother, of each other’), 
soul). I I too often feel an Inelinution to eomiiienil 
high]; what I see of Jesun in my ftieiuK If I ant 
betrayed into thit mu. T linik u{h>u my. •elf aftemards 
as one who has carried aine and milk to strengthen 
and refresh the old man ujion the erms, and tn eauat 
new and stmugt'r struggles between him and my 
friend’s soulwc beronie amlrawadork for Sulun. and 
do his aork... 


Our Ood hits ciidbled us to a|){H-ar a iwculuir {xopii 
here; we arc in the bntijle of |Mcking and «isiii>r<«, 
I am ashamed to send you such a letter, &e. 





LBTTBBS TO O.T.P., 


mn Okcofio SBOTBS*. 


LETTER I. 

Fi'hiuar}/ 23)v/, ISIa. 

I TRtXk 1 ant to juu fur rchuo of, if not 

(juitis the happicHt nMancuti uf uiy lift*. 1 have ufu>n 
a1im>'>t read}, with St. Paul, to wi'th uiyatdf ai‘> 
etirsed frutti ( hi ist, niif>ht iny bmthor liiit take im 
)il<u'e at tlu* uell of hte. Heinemheriiiff' hu« iiiaii} 
lliuifaind*. will deiieiul u]K>n you for the hieod of iilt, 
I eiiuld h.ni* nislietl luytell •itarted, t1i.it you iiii(iht 
ha>e nhetewiliuil tu ''i<]>]*ly youraelf and uthera. Rut 
now tny frratvful heart » eaUetl tt|M« to adore that 
tender Father, who hat enouf'h tor all and tu sjiaiv, 
who lias prepared luany inaiiAiuns, and will not 1«t 
thuiie Ml stroiii'ly attaelieii in life be bejairated in 
eternity. O my brother, when I think of haviii|t you 
to walk with me in the narrow {Nitli, to join with me 
in tniin{ding a wretched world under foot, to stand 
witlt me on the rii^hl hand side in the day of judg- 
ineDt, with the same robe of righteousness, casting 
your crown with me before the throne, and rejoieing 
together throii£^ a blessed eternity—1 find that the 
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wanp<»t wwbes of mj heart are gratified, and the 
strongeat nlahn. ii laid upon me for the most devoted 
love'to the CSror of every good and perfect gift. Xto 
not tbdnk me too sanguine; -when any are brought 
sinoendy to acknowledge with, the heart, what the 
lips have so often uttered>-4hat they are miserable 
sinners, and that there is no health in them—then they 
take the first step towards that Physician, who finds 
no case too difficult for him to cure, and who lias 
sweetly promised that no one who comes to him shall 
be cast out. The mountain between us and Christ is 
pride} it is he alone can lay it low. Adams says, 
“ Christ thinks no one too bad to receive, if they 
do not thhik themselves too good to come.” I fao|ie 
your eyes are really open to see how vile you are in 
the sight of a holy Go<l, who liates even the andean 
thought and idle word. Should Satan endeavour to 
cloud this from you, and to make you imagine that 
you have not been worse than others, that you have 
read your Bible, said your prayers, been sorry when 
you have done wrong, &e., just- take the trouble to 
examine tbe best thing you ever did: I think you will 
try out witlf' Beveridge, " I cannot pray but 1 sin, I 
cannot g^ve-iut alms but 1 sin, 1 cannot go to church 
or read my hook but I sb; my best actions need 
repentance, and what must be done with tim.worst?” 
It ia these considerations which ui^ us to ^ to 
city of refuge ere the avenger of 'Mood overtake us; 
it u this %hidi brings us to Christ for. the remissioB"^ 
8 ii^,:wUch are past, for the purging of a sbnl bom in' 
sin and under -wrath; it is he alone can nmlce the tree. 
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{rood and his fruit g^oci, can give us safety and joy 
unspeakable here, and pregwre us for the company of 
heaveu’ and spirita of just men made perfect. A 
gentleman who wM - unwUliiig to be persuaded of 
original or actual sin, was retpjested by his friend to 
set down a faithful account ^ every thought, word, 
and action of one week; he promised to comply, but 
found one day’s ratalogue so black, that he shrunk 
from the task, freely owned himself a helpless sinner, 
and gladly fled for refuge to the hope set before him in 

the Gus]>cl.Above all, study the Holy Scriptures, 

which are able to make you wise unto salvation, and 
pray'for the spirit of prayer; be very diligent in the 
use of every means; you know not how short your 
time may bo to prepare iiur endless years..... 


LETTER ir. 

To THE Same. 

Majf, 1818 . 

.... Aftee all the happy plans that 1 can frame 
for our meeting in the wilderness, a cloud will hang 
heavy npou all. There is but me unclouded unicU), 
me perfect mrjoyment of each other; .... all this 
sounds very harsh to flesh and blood, but grace has a 
ready answer, grace can tell wondrous accounts of the 
prefenneot it elects from the great Bishop of sOuls; 
it aapros to,a heavenly mitre, a throne, a sceptre. 

«l 3 ■ 
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When ikow who have soug^ prefermeat firom woruia 
are leaving' all behind; are about to be brought down 
to the lowest chamb^ of hell for ever; sunk lower 1^ 
the blood of those souls, whom they have caused to err 
Irom the fear of man; when about to leave all those 
miserable comforters, whom they have sacrificed-heaven 
to please; then, he who has sought preferment of his 
God alone, finds the blessedness of his choice; then is 
he made a king and 'priest unto his God; then he 
receives a crown of life; then he is eonfessed before 
men and angels, advanced to the highest possible pre¬ 
ferment, not for a few fleeting years, but for eternity. 
Who can tell what shall be dune imto him whom the 
King of heaven deligbteth to honour ? Well may the 
soul, in contemplating such preferment, trample on all 
the riches and honours of this world, cease from uian, 
and boldly say to die tempter, who is showing him all 
the kingdoms of the world, and the ghr^ of them, 
“ Get thee hence,- Satan.” The Lord enable you, my 
most beloved brother, to choose that better part, which 
shall not be taken bwn you. 


LETTER III. • 

To THE Same. 

' ■ Novei^l/er 8t/t, 1841. 

po ycH diink I have not thought of you tb-day ? 
llb#inach! and my fingers would have been upon 
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paper ere thia, but Mr, B- frightened me with 

saying, “ Take care that you do not come to a duly 
with hiOids stained with the blood of another duty,” 
murdering one, to make room for another. Oh, my 
coiismence did bring me in guilty! I fakeve thr^ 
minutes to toll you that I have rememb^t^' in 
my Ijest moments, and I asked groat tilings for you. 
This will be a great year for you, probably; but it is 
your strength to sit still, or, when tired of sitting, to 
lean on that bosom which cares for you with so great 
earo, ami just leave all to one, who performeth aU 
things for you- Soon said, not easily doue; but it is 
soiuethiug to know our privilege, and to aim at- the 
enjoyment of it. We know the love that God hath to 
us. Oh when shall we be shamed out of qiiestioniug the 
love of a heart that is just all love? Not, 1 suppose, 
till his own dear hand wipes the tear away; imd I 
cannot think from what source tliat tear will come;' I 
sometimes think it will be shame, tliut wo have ever 
doubted, or answered again. 


LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

December 2844, 1841. 

No, my beloved C-, a want of brotherly love 

in your heart, is never, suspected for a moment by 
me; can 1 say tliis of a heart that sticketh cloeeir. 

0 4 
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than a brother ? Well, thanks be to his o«n mighty 
keeping!' 1 trust I can, and when I comp^ him to 
smite, I feel grieved to afflict a heart which fovea so 
tenderly, that in all iny affliction he is afflicted. 
How ve*y lovely is the faithfulness of that' love, 
which so watches the very first deviation of heart, 
and so -steadily, yet so reluctantly nsits it! “1 will 

visit their ofieiiccsis not each word very precious ? 

—he won’t trust any «me else—“ mi//,” no fear 
of “ Nay, my son,^ in his family visit; only for a 
season, till the errand be done; not the beloved child, 
but tbe “ ojfenifi and “ with a rod,” no weapon 
for destruction, only of fatherly correction. Oh, his 
mouth is mofl sweet! not a word too many, or too 
few. How happily you can trust your sister in 

such hands, cannot yon, dearest C though I 

know it is easier to trust oneself, than another; 
hut he is so s|)ccially tender over mo, and if yoti 
had the least idea what a very stubborn, rebellious, 
careless, unthankful, unholy child I am, you would 
not W'onder at the frequency, but at the intermission 
of 8trii>es: not at the sharpne.ss, but at the extreme 
gentleness. 



LETTERS TO H. G. AND E. M. G. 



LETTER I. 

To IL G. 

Dteember 1816. 

1 rSAB vuu must have thought me very unkiud and 
inattentive, in not having answered your welcome 
letter before; but travelling,.&c. &c., baa hitherto 
put it quite out of our power. I humbly trust ray God 
has smelt a sweet savour" from the incense of prayer 
and praise, borne iu the gulden censer of our Priest’s 
righteousness; but seldom do I groan under a deeper 
sense of tlie burden of this earthly house, than when 
1 would spuk of the goodness of the Lord, and 
declare what wonders he hath done. I long for the 
wings of a dove to dee away to that glorious land, 
where every note is praise, pure praise, nnsuUied with 
vile, secret liftings up of heart, unconfined by a frosen 
heart, and stammering tongue. I long to learn dt 
angels and archangels, and all the glorious company of 
heaven, te praise ray Beloved; though highest angels 
•■annot sing that song which Jesus has put into the 
mouths of rebels. Angels never fed ou the Lamb 
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iilun for lu; tliej have never had gallit^ cbain*> 
broken off b; the hand of their God, yea, melted bj 
the blood ahU-h <!treamed from that hand; they have 
not been carried in Jeho%ah’s lio^om thrminfh the Ittsi 
fieat thoiijS'h they iis thej cannot join wvM us. 

in the <mng of Moses and the Lamb. What a soii^ 
will that be! hon nill our hcarti, (flow, lion mil our 
hearts resound, nlieii ne mount to listemniir aiifj^'ls 
that ps.-ut delneraiice, nliich Jeans has nrout'ht for ua 
with a mighty hand and with an out-stretched ,mu! 
I prut that M>ur little girl ni<i) snill the cliotiis: 
maj you be enabled to give her to the laird, .mil he 
mil rcbtnrc you a hundn-d-fold into your boMim. It is 
a bleascd thiug to lie able to consecrate all ne hate, 
and all no are to (iod; ne put it out tiien nith iisiirt, 
and shall ever bi> gainers. 

1 rejmee that my dearest E-nas so sup|iurteil 

and comforted. I fetd assured Gutl mil uiuLt all her 
bed iu her hickness, foi underneath are the eterlasting 
arms. May she he raised up nith a Ufart more singly, 
nuire simply (letcited to him i nith her graeioiisty pie- 
served life, more entirely hid nith Christ in the Pre¬ 
server.All that is nithin iii(>, 1 trust I may 

say, blesses the Lord for the minders he is doing for 

tlie children of men, at dear H-d; and I desire 

to be more earnest in prayer for you, my dear lirother, 
that you may not be esulted above measure. Hon 
snect is the assuranee to me, that our God nill not 
suffer you to be tempted above that you arc able to 
boar. How sweet the autici]iatiun of that day, nhen 
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I Khali M8 yoa sluniiii; as tli» briglitneKs of th«*f!rma* 
moDt, and as the stare for ever and ever. 

My heart aouietiuieb sinks at the |)roK|icet of beinf; 
left bere> without nny dearext coiujiaiiioii'; hut theu, 
there ix such a fulness in that prooitse, My (iod shall 
supply all your neednot all iny wants oivl dexins; 
O what a eiirse would that be; but all that is really 
uei>dful for me. Wilh a Iluxbaiid, a Bititber, a Kiu;;, 
u Priest, H Saviour, a Uud, what can I stand in need 
of'' Lur(L thou kiiowest, a heart to look a/ton tktt ox 
ntth. 

May the LonI stahlish, xtreup^en, settle you, make 
yon thoroufshly furiiixhed unto every |p>otl word and 
work: a workman that iieisl luit lie ashamutl, when 
every work and every xtHiret thm>j is hront'ht into 
judi’iuent. Tnie love to all who love tlie La>rd .le'Vus 
Christ in sinetu’ity. 


LETTER IL 
To E. M. G., 

HKR ELOEST 8ISTEH. " 

March >ilh, 1817, 

“ There are many devices in the heart of man, b^t 
the counsel of the Lord, that thtdl stand," May you 
bind this sweet motto arouud your haart, and niay.U' 
prove a girdk of as much strength and comfort to 
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y®«>* tlSwBgh grace, as it has proved to me. Our sea 
'-is mdeed boisterous at this ^ment, but Jesus is not 
adeep ; beboid, he that keep^ us can neither slumber 
sleep ; he has set boun^ to the waves, which they 
. cannot pass; and the storm, under his skilful guidnnee, 
.dudl waft us more speedily to the;.baven where we 
would be. Blessed, unspeakably blessed haven! It is 
the bosom of our beloved, where the wicked cease 

from troubling, and where the weary are at r(‘st. 

'1 stand in amazement at myself, or, I sboidd say, 
at that woudrous arm, which so sufiports me, and helps 
me to walk ujwm this tem{)estuous sea, so unmoved. 
The way is indeed rough; but the compassionate 
Father lias supplied his poor prodigal with sanilals 
of iron and brass, aiul iu .spite of sinking nature, I will, 
I do believe, that strength shall be proportioned to 

the most trying day of my pilgrimage.But 

' why distress and weary my E— with projects, which 
one breath of the Almighty can disperse in a moment f 
Who shall make one arrungement on earth, which has 
not passed'the courts above aud received the sanction of 
that faithful, euvenautheeping Ciod, who is engaged to 
make all things work together for our good ? 
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LETTER III. 

To THE Same. 

Oetoier 17<A, 1817. 

I AM afraid it is a long time since I wrote to you; but 
for some little time past I have been in close attendance 
on our beloved C——b,* and now am calbil upcui to 
ask you to rejoice witli us in the blessed event'of her 
having reached the land, wlierc the inhabitant shall no 
more say, I am sick. It would have rejoiced you, could 
you have seen Iier welcoming her Bridegroom: her 
sweet composure and firm trust were really glorious. 
Tideen worse on Friday, Saturday, Sunday, and Mon¬ 
day, we watched beside her, while every deepened 
kreatlt sounded like the unbarring of her prison doors, 
cvery*look s|K>ke, “ If ye love me, ye will rejoice." 
Tuesday, however, she reidved a little: Wwlnesday, 
wonderfully Iwtter; said she had great rest in her sou), 
asked me to rea<l parts of tlie BuHal Service, which die 
enjoyed much; siiid, “ ‘ This is my lieloved Soni in 
whom I am well pleased—ah 1 that is the sinner’s 
hope, beloved in Christ.” “ Good bye. God bless 
you, love,” were the last words I heard from this be¬ 
loved friend. The next sounds I hear firom her—oh, 
how glorious 1 Then, we shall both he blessed indeed! 
After a quiet night, her longing soul entered into the 
joy of her Lord this morning wiihout a B%h. Sorrow 

* much-loved narse referred to in a former letter. 



and sigiiing ^idl be hea«l so more hf her; ike last 
tear is wiped away; the Seter-ending baSdnjafa'is be>^ 
gdL' Ah, angels 1 it is your turn now to rejoice; ye 
have home away a jewel from this wilderness, and 
jpbesd it in Jehovah’s cro'wn. Blessed Saviour, it is 
-^une to rejoice, to see the travail of thy socd and to tie 
satisfied. Holy Father! it is thine to rejoiee, to rest 
in thy love and r^ice over her with joy and stngiug. 
Ransomed sinner, h is thine to rejoice, to rest in 
the bosom of thy Beloved, and drink rivers plea, 
suros for evermore! and sliall it be onrs to mourn ? 
forbid H, Lord, fbtdiid tlie selfish sorrow.- Oh, help us 
to praise jthee ! help us to love thee, whilst we behold a 
weary pi^uu entering that mansion of rest, which her 
soul desired. O make it another tie to ke^ oar aflec- 
tions in heaven, another veil drawn over the allure., 
meats of this woriTd 1 - She will be buried, God wUlii]^, 
on Wednesday, my bu'th-day. You were a meins of 
breaking a strong Hnk for me on that day hut year. 
My God will loose another tlus year; how tenderly be 
deals with me, how solicitously he allures my love 1 ah, 
Lord, what is there in my wretched heart worth thy 
love, worth thy regard! Beeawte he has set his love 
upon me, therefore, with everlasting kindness, he draws 
me to himself, t want myself, I want every one who 
knows our precious Saviour, to trust him more; wril, 
well does he deserve ow most unlimited trust. 1 have 
found him so faithful, so tender, so eoniantiy remem. 
bering vvhereof I Mb made, so esarily weighing every-' 
mountam of difficulty in scales; what could have been 
4one more that he bath not done when, when- 
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shall I learn tu Irust Jhha a* I ought ? ho is indeed a 
trM stone; the nwre wo lean on him, the more we 
shall find his power and willingness to supprt us. We 
break our earthly props by leanittg too much on them. 
Thus, when he has taught yon that in him au. fulness 
dwelk, that he can be better to you tlian ten ^usand 
earthly friends; when he has made a heart, too much, 
perhaps, clearing to the dust, more his own ; when the 
good Physician him sufficiently lowered you, and made 
you like a weaned child, he will give you your heart’s 
desire, and restore you your loved friends, when your 
friends will not rob you of your simple leaning on 
himself. Do you nut think that it is thus ? , Do you 
not thiuk that it is in verjf the Lord has 

caused you this affiictiou: It shall accomplish that 
wheretmto he has sent it. But oh how he waits, how 
he loi^ to be gracious 1 he delighteA in mercy !.. .. 
My health is ^ite restored. I desire to go, aud to 
be, where I can sjmid it most entirely fur the Lord. 
As yet a door is- opened here, a great door aud effec* 
tuah and of course there are many adversaries. ..... 
Blessed be God, I have not a care, except it be the 
fear of ever liarbouring one, and thus, being ungrate¬ 
ful to the tendcrest of friends. 1 am very angry 
with you, dearest, for being low, hecauM you do not. 
experieuce such joy in your soul. Is it our joys, our. 
gifts, our frames, that are to save us? are yon hot 
as complete in Christ without them? Must wa put 
a paieh of our fildiy rags bn spotless robe? 
It is itmre difficult to lay these pood from* M the 
‘iwA :s>f .the cross, than to leave our vilest eiim tfaore. 
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When they diaa the single eye to‘Jesus, they «re 
to be dreaded, rather than desired. Coiuit n{> what 
the Lcn^ has done for you; begin, if you wSQ, 
before the foundations of the world were Imd; hnd 
when you hare completed the reckoning of his mercies 
and free gifts, mnrmur against him for withholding 
from yon what he. has bestowed on some. Then, 1 am 
sure, eternity would not find room for one murmur. 


LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

2.5tA, 1818. 

I BEJOlCE that your jien has once mure found its 
way to the {mper; though I should rejoice .•more, 

if it could inform me that my E-a had the joy 

of hw Lord for her strength, instead of the spirit 
of heaviness, to lay her open to the assaults of the 
enemy. 

“ Yet am I hdp’d on this to dwelt, 

Vlg Jesus doeth aU tbin^ weU.” . 

I endeavour to believe there is a need8-b6 for this 
heaviness, though, as you vsdue the... glory of God, I 
charge you struggle and fight against it. I think I 
hare, found something faseimUing in that state ; does 
sound strojtgef 'perha^' you have never felt it. 
But I have liad moments when I could afanost have 



like^ to take iqi the .eharacter of the 'mounter -m 
■oiDiethiDg easier; something which excused me frein 
eucQUutering' the heat of the battle, screemed me from 
many a cross, and excused me from many a duty. 
How would Satan have triumphed, had not bounds, 
been set to these his frightful inroads on my soul; how 
would my God have been disliououred, and many of 
his children stumbled 1 Praised be his uame 1 when the 
enemy has thus come in like a flood, his Spirit has lifted 
up a standard against him. May he do the same fur 
you, for surely I may say of yom‘ cKscouraging doubts 

and fears, an enemy hath done this. 

1 have great reason to be^huukful for this dispensation, 
painful as 1 have found it. It has kept me, I trust, 
from being exalu>d above measure, j with the gifts 
and talents committed to me; it has kept me clinging . 
and hanging ui>on my Rock and my Strength; it has 
weaned me from a vineyard, where too rich a present 
cn^ ihight have ensnared my heart; it has reminded 
me of what I too often forget, that I am but an eortben 
vessel; and I hope, through grace, to be enabled 
to glory in my infirmities, so that the power of (%rist 
may rest u]ion me. 






LETTER V. 

To TUB Samx. 

Oii. 12/4 l«lt>. 

Since you cannot have me, I must pour out a little of 
my heart to you on paper, aa often as I think I may, 
and hold some little communion with yon fluring our 
short journey. When we get to the end we shall 
have time enough, yea, eternity enough, to sjK'ak of 
the Lord's dealhigs of love towards our souls; to 
admire every step of the waj*, even the steps we took 
in separate paths; and, blessed thought, in our oter< 
uity of communion, we shall not find one moment 
to fritter away in idle vain words; not one incli¬ 
nation of heart to turn aside from the alone worthy 
theme; no faltering tongue, iio langtdd soul! Oh, 
might we anticipate such a meeting at tlie expi¬ 
ration of a thousand years, with all that was trying 
and dark included in those thousand years; if we 
were correct accountants, we should not reckon them 
worthy to be compared with this eternity of bliss. 
But surely in the little, little sp^k whk4 now liM 
. between—a speck whose every clciud is so g^ded, and 
whi^ is so irradiated by the shadow of that gloriotls 
union we are |Don to enj<^, our hearts might fiwget that 
we had any thing to do hut to i^oioe $ .angnls might 
wonder: where we could find: cause Ih^ heavoless. WW 
do yon mean, when yen say .you riiaB not 'aeu me? 
Supposing your vilest i^uUer should, obudk a higher 
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pisoe, (what an idea!) will tltere lio a schism in the 
glorified body ? will' there be disunion between the 
stones of that lovely temple? wiU not all the temple 
rejoice together ? Shall the foot be insensible of the 
glory and joy of the head ? and will the head say 
to tlie foot, I have no need of thee f shall the meanest 
saint sec the Kmff*in his beauty, and hold eoin- 
munhm with him, and shall a taint be ton bright 
for him to gaze upon, too high for him to hold con¬ 
verse with ? Next to the closest union witli Jesus, I 
know not a joy of heaven on which to dwell with much 
greater delight, than the close union of members. 

.Again and again, I am driven to say, “ O 

Lord, I know not what to do, but mine c^'es are unto 
thee.” Blessed be (jod, let me contemplate what trials 
or circumstances I will, nothing seems to hat#' any 
thing distressing or alarming in it, excepting what 
has the least apitearimce of evil, or a likelihood of 
grieving my Lord; and I think 1 may say, no plan 
of earthly comfort or enjoyment appears desirable, if 
deprived of the light of God’s counteiumce. Toan 
and do say, (though I confess my old heart would 
often unsay it,) do with me what thou wilt, so as thou 
wilt nwhe me more one with thyself, more conformed . 
to. thy image, nume formed for. tiby glory..... I earn 
only testify that mercy and love have been stamped on 
every moment of the last half year. I believe I apt. 
very delicate la body;, I know not what it is; perhaps 
it may be sjuritual huignor only; -hut you would hardly 
imagine how nneqdal f fhel to every thii^ at tha^ 
how sweet .the doda of the valley would be to me. 'I 
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hope 14o gtn^gle against it; I hope it is not sinful; 
urhen^Z.teU mjr LcNrd of it. he seems to say, uith tender 
compauion, that he knoweth whereof 1 am made^ and 
remembereUi that I am bat dust; that there is a needs 
be for H, and that he orders it thus, that the ^ory ot 
hk power may 1m more displayed. Praised be hU 
name, the seal of the Spirit, the. earnest of my future 
inheritance, has not been veiled from mine eyes; though 
foint, I have been enabled atilt to pursue; my Captain 
haa not left me behind, but still honours me with a 
place in hk regiment, puts hk sword sometimes into 
my hand, nerves my weak arm, covers my head in the 
battle, otid gives me to put my feet upon the head of 
some mighty kings. Oh, let my tongue cleave to the 
roof of my mouth, when it con no longer proelaim, 
“ Jesus ducth all things well:” 


LETTERS TO C.M P., HER NIECE AND 
GOD-DAUGHTEH. 


LETTER I. 

C -«, March ^tk, 163T« 

' . • 

How very kind of you to spend one thought upoii. 
poor me! still more so,'.hiany stitches. Yonr dear 
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pune will be mtfa me a purse to be much remeaw 
bere<1; not only for tbe loved ^ver’s sake, but for tbe 
day of clouds and gloominess in which it came'to 
me. My mourning eyes could see nothing in it but a 
monming purse, or rather, I should say, the blending 
of the earthly and the heavenly colours, one so dark, 
and the other so cheerily blue; I could almost have 
thought you had dipped your silks iuto my very heart. 
But soon, very soon, shades and sbadou’s will dee 
away. Here it is well, it is needful, that a deep 
'shiule should be placed beside each brilliant eolonr; 
God, who gannot err, Itath sot one over against the 
other—the weak eyes of our weak hearts need it; 
there, at home, with untiring gate, and unemlangt^red 
heart, we shall gaze on him who is the concentration 
of all that is brilliant, all that is lovely, and -need no 
shade fur ever. You will smile at my weakness, 

dearest C-, and if ever a very bright day should 

davm upon me in tbe wilderness, I shall perhops smile, 
I tiiisk, that even your veiy prettypurse called forth 
so many tears; but such a heavy cloud seems to hang 
over diis once extremely brillimit spot, that every 
' thing appears to me in a new lighi. But I would hope 
and pray tliat it may be that light in which I may take 
a more sober view of things that are seen, and things 
that are not seen. I have already discovered many 
mistakes which 1 have made when dazzled with sun* 
shine, and can read more legibly engraven on eveiy 
object, “ One thing. is needful.” Still, my gentle 
Teacher is most patient; I can feel how he feels for 
nm, and- makes me willing to learn, though in the 
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midst of tears, and I am sure tbat he is not teachiD||^ 
me one useless lesson. Maj yon lore him in erery 
comer of your heart, Mid erery drop of your blood, 
and be able to sum up your every desire far yoiusclf 
and your beloved ones in, “ Father, glorify thy name.” 


LETTER IL 
To THE Same. 

18.37. 

Truey do I thank you, my beloved child, for all 
your tender love and the many stitches you bestow 
njxm me; and much do I value your presents. I 
think I was much more unhappy when your former 
one arrived; it was a useful harbinger, and many were 
the tears I shed over it. iVbto 1 can look at my i/aci 
hag with smiles; it is well for ever with one I so 
dearly loved, and from whom I had scarcely known a 
separation from earliest childhood; and never did I 
feel less separated from her tlian now. I seem to faave- 
the privilege of doing her work, while she for ever 
rests; 1 would not have her back to poor Martha’s 
kitchen world for any 'thing; I seem to hoar her call, 
to me from her sweet resting-place, thing Js.- 

needfuland this golden ^read guides'aM! thiw)^ 
all the intricames of my new and sedemn duties. Awi. 
do you think you could bear to come here, and finih 
her gone?.... 
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LETTER III. 

To THE Same. 

C - n. May mh, 1837. 

Mt hearest C — ■, I must thauk you for yrriting such 
oil interesting note to me. I love to know what is 
going on in your precious soul, for I believe it is the 
work of the hands of a cunning workman; and that 
which he secretly fashions in the lowest parts of the, 
earth, shall be brought foi-th to the praise and glory 
of the wondrous Potter, and slmll display to admiring 
worlds tlie manifold wisdom of God. You speak of 
your earnest desire, my child, to bring forth fruit, and 
your disappointment that you do not find the fruit you 
desire. Do you quarrel with the lovely bursting buds, 
because they are not fruit? Are they not fruit in 
embryo? Do they not tell of life in the tree, and 
of fruit in due season? Nor is it only what man 
sees, admires, and tastes, that is fruit. Some of the 
most- ehoiee and precious arc laid up for the owner 
of the garden, and are seen and prised by him only. 
’’ ZiOt my Beloved come into his garden, mid eat Ais 
ileaaaat frruitB.’’ If you are learning to put no con- 
■dmiee hi the flesh—to abhor yourself—to become a 
ooli—to'wi^ tnmity on all creature good, these are 
<ot oertainly showy aocompllshments, but they are 
.baolntely requisite in the education of all who are to 
a part in the last grand chorus, “ Worthy is the 
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LmhW &c. May y<m and I be getting Into better 
tone for that blessed song, and tnay a change of world 
be no change'of the key-note with ns. .... ^ 


LETTER IV. 

To TBB Same. 

Der. % 1837. 

I DO not like to let a day pass, my beloved child, with- 
oat tbaidiing you for your satis&ctory note. 1 have 
been so long accustomed to watch over every synijvtom 
of i^jritnal diseases in others, especially in the young, 
and to r&prove, rebuke, and exhort with all authority, 
tiiat I fear 1 was too profuse in my scoldings of you; 
yet 1 do not repent that you are made sorry, seeing 
that it was, I trust, after a godly sort, and you kindly 
give me credit for acting only from “ anxiety for your 
,:best interests.” I wuld not, nay, 1 would not disguise 
from you, that I saw much in you that pained me, 
inasmuch as it led me to fear that you had. not received 
that first precious gift which manifests, 1 have called 
thee by thy nam^ thou art mine,” I mean,' the gift of a 
contrite^ a hroken'spirit. Oh, my idiild, re^ not short 
of thati as yen-dread resting short of heaven at last; 
and, l am sure I may add, of a^ heaven here. AH' 
stubbonmtth which is idolatry, ail pride of opinion, of 
intellect, &c. must come down, in judgment or in 
mercy. Wc have this morning finished Ji^ges, am 
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have been much atruck by l^be repeated diselosure 
the secret of aU Israel’s sin and misery, " Every man 
did that which was right in his own eyea.” This is 
exactly what old nature likes, and what new nature 
puts a cross upon at every turn. " Even Christ pleased 
not himselfi” If I am spared to see you again, my 
child, may I see more of this mind in yon, and very, 
very much more in my own most wanting self. 1 have 
long thought little or nothing, or worse than nothing, 
of religious talk and sentimental correspondence; I 
am too old to be caugbt by tinkling cymbals; let me 
eat the fmit, and I will tell the tree what it is, without 
its saying one word to me.' 


LETTER V. 
To THE Same. 


Jan. Qth, i 

.... 1 HAVE a particular dblike to birih-day letters, 
and find my .^iirit particularly straitened when I would 
write one; hut I will give you seven words to think 
upon id odd times, in this fresh stage of your little 
pU^hnage. They have been the means with me of 
running • through a troops leaping over a wall, dis- 
persing mists, pointing mit the way, stilling tite raging 
of the sea, turning hurry into composure, anxiety info 
calm, uncertainty into assurance, perplexity into bold*- 
ness, wd littleness into dignity. ‘*Stuov to 
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THTB£X.t tqiprovid unto God.” The Lord breathe 
them powerfbdly into your eery sold, my .child, imd yon 
(ball walk m a child of the Most High, and your peace 
shall flow in as a river. Oh that it were indeed MT 
STODT, my only study in every study, aiy simple aim 
in STXXT thing 1 The little I have been enabled to 
try of it is so extremely sweet, and soothh^, and 
elevating, and invigorating; and all that is spent to 
any other end is so greatly misspent. It will do for a 
spur, a bit, a bridle, a pillow, or a feast. 

The Lord open to you his good treasure, my loved 
cbUd. 


LETTER VI. 

To THE Same. 

1838. 

If my mind could forget you, my hotly could not, for 
you are an every hour comfort to- it; and when I pot 
on my worm, soft shoes, I frequently pray that your 
dear feet may be shod with iron and brass, and that 
from no earthly manufactory, and from no human 
hands. Your Guide knew well the wi^, when he pre< 
pared such shoes for you; and he nteant you to expect 
something rather rough: hut £d you nOt hear him 
say, "Fear not,.thou worm?” He is no inocker; the 
shoes tell you this; then Hesitate not to trust him when 
he speaks comfortably. But “am This?” Myduld,’! 
cannot answer that; wes^need very elear imuha temk 
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tbe Shepherd's own hj^l he marks partienlarijr the 
ear and the foot of bi« sheep. (Lev. viiL 2:i, 24.) 
Examine thjself. Be not satisfied with slight marks; 
they will not be visible when pinn and eiekness dim the 
eye, and another cannot see /or you. Then, bo di/t- 
gtoU to moke your calUj^ and election s»re. 


LETTEll VII. 

To TH£ Same. 

January Ui, 

1 voRintT that your birth-day letter ought to go 
to-ntorrow, and was intending to wait..... Now 
it is very bite, and I am more than usually tired. 
But it has just occurred to me, how you w'ill need 
every little tbimble-fuil of comfort on your birtb-day, 
this first time of missing that lovely golden vessel. 
Oh, how too, too well I can sympathUe vdth you! 
Earnestly would I pray that you may more than 
ever realise our God te lie the God of au. comfort; 
that all the vessels of the sanctuary are hung upon 
him; and that if he has placed your choicest one m 
his pavilion, there is no restrunt with him: he can 
give you a refreshing draught, even from the jaw-bone 
of au ass. There is but one thing, ray child, diat can 
rob you indeed; and if the cousoiatious of God am 
smaB with you, let that secret thing be diligently 



368 


vearchedNew duties and new snares surround 
you} but**He giveA more grace.” May h iws muU 
tifMed unto you in this opening year; and who eap 
tell what grace, mercy, and peace must be, when 
imdtiptied by an infinite God! No fear but the little 
eup must be filled to overflowing. 

1 shall endeavour to a-rite to some one of your dear 
party in a day or two. 


LETTER vnr. 

To THE Same. 

April 27 flf, 1839. 

Titaek you much, my beloved child, for your inte¬ 
resting note. We have doubtless all had our multitude 
of thoughts within us, for ourselves and for each other, 
as we have dragged Uirough the s<d«nn anniver-saries; 
but 1 trust we could each of us add, <* Thy comforts 
UELiGHT my soul.” And, while we tasted the sweet¬ 
ness of the drops, and found our eyes lightened with 
this "little honey on the end of a rod,” (1 Sm. xiv. 
27,) have -we not joyed to thiidc ci our blessed ones 
drinking full draughts of the river of bis pleasures for 
evermore ? 

How your praeious Father is liououred in the fore¬ 
front of die battle I . , . . Are your feet shod yet, my 
beloved diitd? Oh, what tender feet are nature’s! 
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Mining and tripping; wishing for well'^own la«fns 
and flowery meads; shrinking from every bit of road 
that would make old self feel, though it be well 
marked with the footsteps of the flock—but oh, how 
safe and happy! May this be your path, my love; 
luid then yon will go, not irom weakttess to weakness, 
as most travellers do, but from strength to stren^h. 


LETTER IX. 

To Tire Same. 

Jamwry 7tA, 1840. 

Yor ask me to wTite you a birth-day letter, my beloved 
child, "hvruute you know I jvirticularly dislike it;* and 
it is for this very reason I have placed it upon the 
list “ of things to be done.” Oh that we may know- 
more and more how to lire. Stndy John xii. 25. It is 
a strong, sharp axe at the root of old self; as last as 
the hydra spronts, it comes with a “ not J,* «not as I 
willand then, heavier still, " He that hoMk his life,* 
&c. Ah, my ciiild 1 the ramifications of this into aU 
the Uule* of every hoar, make up true life; and then 
the quiet study of that precious Pattern, “ Even. Christ 
please;]^ NOT himself!” Fasten the eyes of your'soul 
there, and you will almost unconsciously be transfornagd 
into the same image, and get such a sip of real life, as 
will make you earnestly thirst for more. Would that 



in speaking of this, I ooidd say, " We speak that we 
do know.” Alas, were I to pat togfethcr all the few 
and fiir between minutes of this life, you would not find 
me yet one year old. How old art thou, my (diiid? 
How ray very heart yearns to hear that you live, yet 
MOT jfou .• how is this to ho ? "Abide in ii».” Try no 
other way, though it proinise e\'er so &ir. 

“ Closer and riosrr may wo elMre 
Tu Ills lioloved embrace, 

Ex|>rc|. his fulucM to reccire. 

And ;raieo to answer prac®-” 

Yes, niy eliild, you are leaving one school-room, hut 
1 trust it is only that you may enter with increased 
earnestness and delight into another, where few, very 
few, are privileged to enter; nor indeed can they, 
unless they become little, tiny huhes; can bear to l>e 
accounted fools; can feel thankful for a place in the 
lowest class, and love their Teacher’s frown better tliaii 
the world’s smiles. Happy children 1 ScM>n shall they 
have their Teacher’s smile, and their sun sliali ik> mure 
go down. 

My minutes arc few, and my occupations verj 

many.I have not set you an todb The 

Lord teach your hands to war, and your eveaty finger 
to fight. 
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LETTER X 
To THS Same. 

JttHuartf nth, 1842. 

.You furu»1i me with the softest 

sliders, my loved child, and I am wishing tor yon to 
be snoi>. O how different from glipping on easy shoes! 
I want you to have shoes that will bear rough roads 
luid thorny paths; shoes that will stand. Yes, stand 
in the day of battle; or which is far more ditlicuit, in 
the slippery places of ease and prusj)erity. You have 
much to overcharge your heai't now, nut so much for 
yourself as for others. “ Take hoed lest at ANY time 
your heart be overcharged, and so that day come upon 
you unawares.” 

I have twig upon twig, but I cannot coll it a 
rod, unless it is of .Aaron’s rod; in his precious hand 
it looks lovely. 


LETT Elis TO C. H. R., 

XSR mrHEw AM) oousoN. 


LETTER 1. 

C - n. Sept. 21, 1835. 

My dearest C-, How truly thankful I am that 

you Iwre at length been able to break silence, and to 

a 4 
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tell me fJetnly something of yoiar past and present 
state of tmnd. 1 rejoice ia H, not so mudi fbr tbe 
nnspeakable comfort it has brought to mj heart, but 
from the assurance of the comfort it will give to yours. 
One of Satan’s strongest holds is a dumb sprit, both 
ns it reg;ard8 God and man; it is the affs{>ring of 
pride, and oflmi seeks and finds barhour under tbe 
borrowed name and garments of humility. May our 
dear Lord banish this dumb devil from our souls, 
enabliug us to pour out our whole heart before him, 
and to experience fully Psalm xxxii. S ; and may it be 
oiu* one object, through our little inch of ^fhe, our 
begun heaven, to tell how great things Jesus hath 
done for us, seeing that our most loving Father de¬ 
lights to hear his little ones lisping to one another, 
and will not let a word that be puts into their hearts, 
and draws from their lips, fall to the ground. Mul. iii. 
16. 17. 

Pleasant and lovely hare you and dearest K—— ever 
been towards me, and often have I thought your love 
to me was wonderful; but, of course, the more obud- 
tlantly I loved you in rotum, the more intense was my 
anxiety to be fully assured that Christ was formed in 
your hearts the hope of glory. I have sown many and 
bitter tears, but had they been ten thousand times so 
many, I think 1 should remember no more the anguish, 
for joy that those so dear to me are at. length mani¬ 
festly bom of God. Tou will still say that I am too 
sanguine; but I am not quite ignorant of the devices 
of Satan, and 1 know that he is psurtioularly fond of 
an “ ifnay, more, of “ 1 have no hope.” It has 
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Mnek me thAt tb« temptations of onr adorable 
Jeens, from erhieh he so truly '^tufftred” wen; ushered 
in with an “ If then be the Son of God.” Othe im> 
pudenco of the father of lies! O the many arrows 
that he has pointed with au “if!” but do you think 
he ever troublei his own children with one? I trow 
not. . s. • 1 love you too well willingly to mislead 
you with frlie hopea^ but my dear Master always 
charges me so not to despise the day of small things, 
that I know f should grieve him if I said soy thing to 
discourage you. Look at tlie smoking flax, how dis¬ 
agreeable to eyes and nose; man would turn away from 
it: but there is a spark from the altar of God, and one 
like onto the Son of God is stooping with inexpressible 
tenderness over the despised flax; and see, he every 
now and then fans it with his own breath—the breath 
of love: he screens it from every rude gale of the 
wilderness, which would fain extinguish it; he shelters 
it from the many Waters that would drown it; and, 
by and bye, tlte flame bursts forth, giving light and 
heat to all around. And shall not that which is so 
precioug to my God be precious to me?..... It 
appears a very peculiar mercy that the season of con¬ 
firmation it appointed as a means, I dq believe with 
many, of bringing the soul to a point; and where a 
soul hat been wavering, I doubt not it is a time wjhen 
the Lord confirms that .soul. O how gloriously is the 
prey then taken from the mighty, and the pour captive 
delivered; then is the astonished soul enabled to 
“ know and believe the love that God hath to it.” 
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Then b ^ ucret of heart-warmMig«-4iot firom the 
])oar little sparku of ^our owu kindling—no, nor mm 
of GodV kindiii^ within jnu; for even th(»4> an* 
searcriy to be found in the rowit loving hearts in mow 
hours of darkness; but from just ladieviiig the lose 
that God hath towards ua; and you rannot please him 
bidter than by the fullest assuranee of it, for he 
" taketh pleasure in tlioso that hojie in lu* mt rei/; ‘ 
and while yon give him credit for *<restinir in his 
love," you will find your own love grow so exeeedinglj, 
that you will base no room to question whether yon 
love him or not. Ilemember, when yon see God as u 
hard master, it ia a god of Satan’s dressing up. Do 
but just see what be has lieeii to you from your youth 
up. From your infancy, indeed I may say, before 
you luul your being, you were the rliihlrtm of many 
prayers; so tenderly watched over in mind, body, and 
estate, eiery step of your little pilgrimage; and now 
with the mercy of mercioa of Wing taught to fi-el the 
]>lague of your own heart, your own siekneas. and your 
uwni sore. You may well take up the argument of 
Manoah’a wife, and say, “ If the lioril had lieen picasoil 
to kill us, he wmdd not have showed ua all these thiiip, 
nor would he at this time have told us such tliiiiga as 
theae.” No, if ever lie says, " I wound,” he will adil, 
and I heal if ever he stripe off the fihhy garments, 
it is to clothe with dhango of raimmit, aad to put a fiur 
mitre upou the head. 

.Now unto him who is able to keep jm 

from falling, and to present you favltkt* b^bra the 
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preflence of .U* with cxo«ediag jo;; to ium 

do I moft earnestly commend yoa, fiiQy asmired that 
he is willing^ a» he is ablet to keep that which I 
hare commlttld unto him. 


LETTER 11. 

To THE Same. 

C -», Ajtril 18^. 

. . . Tilts new moon seems to hare brought in 

delicious weather. D—— (the gardener) is intensely 
busy f how amused you would hare been to hear him 
go'on yesterday over “ a worm at the ntot." .... He 
began routing up a sic1cly-lookiuj|; tulip; 1 was fur his 
giving over; but « fur certain there’s tnmething hero 
at length nut finding any thing around it, he pulled ofl' 
a bit of the brown shell outside the bulb, and still 
.seeing nothing, os he pushed it about in his hand, he 
said, ‘‘ If we had but a micrDscro]>e, I lay we' should 
see It manyhe had scarcely said it, when a pth^ 
which 1 had taken ior a fibre began to move, and 
we discovered that it was a living wire worm not 
thieker than a hair. Well, Di» — I said, ^s It-a 
lesatn indeed!.' What a Bin% bnt unseen enemy 'may 
be at the aoof; what need to have oar hearts tho¬ 
roughly seandied'through^ &e. " Aye^ but we’re , a^ 
befi^'^ianee, as one may say, than these pooT.^ingtll.-'’' 
for flmy can’t help themselves like. If the 'worm comi^ 
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they mtiarf'lp*." But 1 think we are pretty much like 
them, for our help stands in our head Gardener and 
Huabandmitft, n^'o sees dangers and enemi.es that we 
have ho idea o^ and no power against^; Now with all 
» your care you can’t see all the worms, hut there is not 

'Oue of our enemies hid from the Lord’s sight.. 

*As to . . I should say, unless there is something de> 

cid^ly favourably the acquaintance had far better be 
;.:dropped than kept up. The mixed multitude from 
^gypt were they who always led the Israelites into sin, 
and 6ie sooner they are ^ken off the kap})ier and 
safer it is .for Israd. We may tUnk to do them good, 
and win them over, but our God, who sees the end from 
the beginning, has so clearly and solemnly pointed out 
our path of duty and safety on this head, that when, we 
step out of it we do it at our peril, and return stripped 
and wounded to the camp of Israel. Few truths can be 
more plainly set forth in Scripture tbonthiy and almost 
ereiy pilgrim has set up some beacon to worn tliose 
who come after; though, alas with too many, they will 
only learn by bitter ex[)crieucc. 


.. LETTER III. 

To TBk Same. 

'• ( 7 . i th 1836. 

. i... 1 8A.'n»i,ir' ieel willing to talk hpon paper to yw, 
.dt seems so $tW and cold; yet, lest you should suspect- 
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my Leart of beings coM, 1 (am wmtd maks paper totify 
ag^in how warmly I love yoi^.^nd how earnestly 1 
desire that grace, mercy, and peace may be nuiMfiUed 
unto you; Aen yon will be rich and happy indeed, 
and whatever your added days may bring in the aay 
of providence, they must bring added blessings in the 
way of grace. In the way wherein you are to walk 
the eimmy will be sure to lay plenty of snares for your 
feet; but greater is he that is in yon; Jke shall make 
your feet like Jiinds* feet—able to tread safely bfer 
crags and precipices, yea, to leip over evwj difficulty, 
till you stand at last in “ on even place.” 


LETTEll IV. 

To THE SaSIE. 

C - n, I83G. 

1 THOCGBT I would not indulge myself by writb^. 
to you this time, my dearest C—, we seem to have 
written so often; yet my heart bleats for a wotd with 
you, if that word is only. “ Jesus.” Don’t yon. love, to 
think of him as the “ hefy child Jesus,” one Just as idd 
as you arc now, knowing the thoi^hts, andfeelings, and 
temptations of youth in all poiatSi-aiid yet immaculate ; 
and notv reckoning all that spotlessneas of lus youth to 
your account, so that he can say of yoi^ 7^0 

have hid yourself in him, " Tlmu art all. l|iil|f,,iny love, 
^theco is po 8]K)t in thee.” O it is such 
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lore I Look for love in jonr own heart! O we get 
froaen,while we are seeking this spark in these frozen 
j;<fegions; bat look at what he tells rou is in his heart 
'/ towards yon, and, while you are musingi the lire will 
kindle in your own soul, and, (u* ever you are aware, it 
will make you like the chariots of Ammiuadib, a willing 
one in the day of hU power. 


LETTER V. 

To TUX Same. 

C - — M, Avgust 2:irf, 1837. 

I WAS coimting upon a little bit of thU wet afremoou 
to write to you, when your welcome letter arrived, and 
much do I . thank you for it $ for it has qaieted^e Httle 
anxious inquiry which was peeping out at a comer of my 
heart, " Lorest thou me?".. O what angfuish does that 
qnestioit .stir, and yet how often do wc, as it were, 
fwoe it from our tenderest Friend; and if we dare to 
answer it in the afBraiative, oompcd him to add, “ Is 
this thy kindness to thy Friend? so little real delight 
in my cmnpaay ? So conuimiuicative with others, so shy 
,and dumb with ntsP so retairive of every kind ex- 
ipresuon from others, so forgetfnl of mine ? so eloquent 
and warm in praise of oths^ so dnuib and cold in my 
praise ?” What must Ids love he to bam so brighriy 
and so steadilyinthe undh|of so many waters t 
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LETTER TO THE REV. T. JONES. 


C ' . ' ■->!, Dec, 11, 1838. 

It lias not been without much and tender sympathy, 
my beloved pastor, that I have heard of your, sijffer- 
iiigs, atid greatly do I rejoice to hear of any mitigation 
of them. Some of your Imrdest days' work, I take it, 
my dear shcphertl, are experienced now; to stand in 
health and strength in a pulpit, cheered with the glow 
of ailcetiun and of spiritual ap]>etite in the many dear 
faces around you, and to iiruelaim, with all the elo¬ 
quence of a heart bubbling up with a good matter, 

“ the things touching the king,” especially his love in 
correcting and chastemng—^this is one thing. To be 
brought into the solitude of a sick chamber, shut out 
from creature excitement; the very avenues to earthly 
enjoyments for a timo 'sealed np; the grasshopper a 
Ipirden, and all beneath the snn miseraUe comforters; 
here to sit stiix and know that he is God — an all- 
sufficient Portion—^the same God who once so lighted - 
up dU creation and girded diem with gladness—tkif is - 
another thing. This, my much-loved friend, you wotild 
tell me, is a &r harder day’s work than three full se^ 
vices on some of your foriner happy Sabbaths. 
is satisfactory work, marinneh as it has more clearly .^b^ .. 
, impi^ of the finger of God upon it. Satan is ah«|i^ 
ape at active thu at pasrive serrice} a Judas may {Keach 
and be ymy busy, hut a Judas nevw sat down stripped 
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of all created good and said, " It is the Lord, let him 
do as it se^meth him good." When our natural powers 
iail, than does our Precious Prophet put his eyes upon 
our eyes* his mouth upon our mouth, his hands upon 
our hands, and make us understand a little what wc 
mean, when we say " I live—yet not J, but Christ 
: liveth in me.” Oh blessed weakness that makes room 
■ for such strength! blessed blindness tluit makes use of 
such eyes! blessed helplessness that gets such hands to 
war for us, and such hngors to fight our battles ! Nor 
have you ceased to preach, my beloved pastor; your 
vety sufferings preach—yea, I think they have sounded 
louder in my heart than your dear voice did. When 

Mrs. C. R-declared that “ our good old gentle* 

man had broken the drum of her ear,” 1 think you 
would have replied to her as Tlicnphilus Jones did to a 
lady who made a similar complaint, “ I assure you I 
aimed at the heart, and am sorry to find I only hit the 
head” 

We have some rich feasts under dear Mr. .— now; 

he told us the other evening, when lecturing in the 
school-room, not to think that the age of miracles w& 
gone by; ** Behold,” said he, “ the dead sinner called out 
of the gprave of corruption; behold the traveller to hell 
arrested in his course; every desire of his soul turned 
exactly the contrary way, forsaking the companions 
whom he loved, and seeking the company of those whom 
he formerly hated and despised; behold the man’s 
whole soul cleaving to the God with whom, a short time . 
since, he was in bitter enmity; and will you tell me^' 
that miracles have ceased? I «iy, eattiiig a^^iGorpe out' 
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of a grave it nothing to this." Ah! and well might tee 
say so, at we gazed upon and listened to this very man 
standing in his little desk of bore wood, withoat^y gown 
or form, but anointed with the Holy Ghost and with 
|H>wcr, earnestly contending for the fitith which such a 
short time since he as earnestly endeavoured to destroy. 
Who can say the many miracles which have been per¬ 
formed in this one case! 

We are espeeting our two eoIl^;e lads this week, and 
oiir two schoolboys next, and then our dear nine will, 
if God permit, be round our table again, all olive 
branches—some manifesting sap in them. Dear little 
Samuel is eery small, but very cheerful, and, for a 
teething baby, in good health and spirits. Your play¬ 
mate is as full of fun os ever. When she bid her papa 
giNtd night last night, he said, " My dear child, when 
DO y<m ever ke<!p stiQ ? I should Aartfly.tiiiak you do 
even in bed.” “ Oh dear no, papa; Miss S—r—often 
has t<> Hou* me in there, or I sbonld be out.” 

How I Itave filled my paper, bqt not emptied my 
heart. Oh, how I long to sec and hear you. Your own 
very loving, grateful 
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LETTERS TO MRS. J. F. C. 


LETTEIl I. 

\th, ItS2y. 

A UTTUE bit from one under much the isame dis]K>n- 
sirfiott as yourself, my loved sister, may be acoeptablo 
to you, and therefore I will make an effort to push 
the pen along the paper. We are both laid by, at a 
season when we expected to be very busy, and when 
my vaiu heart fancied I could be of some use to Omni* 
petence. And now he has put his riUy child to btal, 
and bid her lie quite still; but truly it is only to 
manifest more of his tenderness and faithfulness, to 
show how soft his gentle band can make a hard bed; 
how he can be the hcaltb of the countenance, in the 
midst of disease and languor. Uut now, ray naughty 
sister, don’t you begin to say, “ Oh tliat it were so 
with me r* I have no particular raptures, no frames, 
no feelings to tell you of, only increasing helplessness 
and emptiness, and freqnent utter inability to pray or 
praise. Wherefore ? To nuike me fire upon in sick¬ 
ness, what I could talk of in health, the finished work 
of my Jesus; mine, because just suited to me, and 
just glorified in such a vile, empty nothing as I am; 
your Jesus, my beloved Caroline, assuredly yours; 
for never man, nor deyil, tau^t you what you know of 
yourself; never an unrenewed bent eonld' say, what 
you can ^y, <* Just the l^viour I heed.* 
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Well, if you can never kere soy, “ He is mine,” 
there ore many vrho can joyfully say it for you, and 
who well know that « more happy, though not more 
secure, are the glorified spirits in heaven.” I have 
been enjoying with an eye to you this morning, Lord, 
she whom thou lorest is sicL” Sweet plea! and the 
strange, but often sure proof of love, so different from 
wliat Man would say and act, as manifested in the sixth 
vcrs»>; our “ therefore" would have been all bustle to 
see and relieve; but this is a heavy golden hinge with 
our Jesus; a “ tlierefoi'e” so weighty with tile thoughts 
of |)eaeo and love, that it moveth not as man moveth. 
It is the therefore that delays health and a cure 
to you aud mu $ a therefore which we would not 
exchange for all the health and strength that could 
bo given us by any by-meaiis. 

My head bids me leave off*, and I fear I shall only 
have perplexed you with my sorawl, but if it tend 
to ro>assure yoiur heart of my faithful love, you will, 
I know, excuse the rest. Remember me very affection¬ 
ately to yomr dear friends. You have all overwhelmed 
us with your magnificent contributions. The Lord 
reward you all a hundred-fold into your bosoms 1 


LETTER IL 
To TBS Same. 

Jfay 17^,18.31. 

The Record ha^ within the laat htdf-homr, otmveyed 
to ns, intelligence which has wrung our hearts with 



anguish for joa ; imd, in the midst of many engage¬ 
ments, I seem to bare no heart, or head, or hands, 
but for you ; and yet, peibaps, I am indnlgh^ my own 
feelings at the expense of years, for letters at such 
seasons are often worrying; yet to be assured of the 
very sincere and prayerful sympathy of friends, we 
hare found refrething, and as drops of consolation from 
the God of afl comfort. Be assured of our very deep 
sjuipatliT with yon, my beloved friends. 

.... It was with difficulty, or rather I am afraid 1 
must say, nnwillingnres, that we were brought to 
beliare that your lovely little plant was thus early 
transplanted. Sweet child! I hud often said it did 
nut look us if intended for a Icmg sojourn in the wil¬ 
derness. Oh, that your very souls and bleeding hearts 
may love and praise the loving aim which has early 
gathered the precious lamb; and, while you hear him, 
in sweetest accents, saying, Suffer the little infant 
to come unto me, may you joyfully say, Amen, even so, 
Lord Jesus. 

I may now indeed congratulate you; jtiu are ho¬ 
noured parents of a joint heir with Clirist; hut my, 
heart seems to feel your every feeling; and to an¬ 
ticipate for you the Marah'return to pour dear Sprat- 
ton. Those shrubs that the sweet love appeared to 
take such Interest in seeing planted. Ah! you moved 
them to a choice spot. With care your God has now 
done the same with your pleasant {datit. May you 
never look at them but to praise afresh! 

.... I shall wai^ more than ever to see ymi and 
be near yon; but it is all well. All the paths of ihe 
'T-pBD are merci/ and truth. 
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W« an all, t&rpogh tender nercj, irdl. 
the laat half hour 1 han peeuUarly ^t, “Mj fi4di 
tremhleth fat fear of thee, ai^d I am afraid of ihjr 
judgfme^” But it if all loTCt, can nothing elte t— 

oh, how rile the doubt. 


LETTER III. 
To TUB Sams. 


July, 1831. 

Had I not expected fomo earlier opportnnitj, mjr be¬ 
loved sifter, of writing to you by private meanij. I 
must sooner hare thanked you for your very land and 
interesting letter. It is sweet to me to hear you flog 
of mercy and judgment, and I would &in echo every 
note; for who riiould louder sing than I ? Your justly 
admired Rutherford tells me not to throw away the 
rod as an old useless hiU, that is only for tiie fir^ hot 
ratiier locdt Jt in the face seven times, and x^ hver 
and over again the message of the Lord upan:itj 'nnd ' 
truly, when it is hud up in the temple, and weighed in' 
the balance of the sanctuary—^when the eyes of nsitere 
are abut, and those of grace wide open—the rod miuH- 
fssts new beauties every .time I look at it $ it blossoms, 
and buds, and ^delds abundant liruit; it teQs of -snoh 
love,, such faithfijlneu,: such tenderness, such gentie- 
ness, such firmness, such wisdoxn,. tiiat the hwa£w«ric ‘ 
of the Father of all mercies, thc cbn^i^ons of him. 
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who loved me and himself for me, are exhibited 
in ever; twig of it. I wonder, I admire, I adore; but 
adll the abiding impression of mj poor weak nature is, 
** My flesh trembleth for fear of thee, and I am afraid 
of thy judgments.” Ah, how dwply I felt tliat when I 
last wrote to you! How every thing within my coward 
heart and conscious soul said, '* Your turn must come 
next!” But oh tile mercy, that 1 did not know from 
'one hour to another, nay, from one minute to another, 
whttt*t|ie next would bmng forth ; that the mountains 
were laid upon me by grains, as the three parts 
crushed worm was enabled to bear them! 

.... 1 have loved yon, my dear sister; I do love 
you, and through rich, rich grace I shall love you for 
ever, and be for ever with you, and with him who 
hath taught os to lore one another. Oh, the dust of 
the wilderness! how it gets into our eyes, and makes 
us so diui'sighted, so blind to that near and dear home 
which lies just before ns! But I dare say you are 
often gazing upon it now, and fcdlowing your blessed 
child from rapture to rapture, casting his soon-ob¬ 
tained but dearly-bought crown at, his good Shepherd’s 
feet. Sweet cbildj he ever appeared to me too sweet 
for earth, and only fit to be in his Saviour's bosom; 
mid he who walks his garden to gather his lilies, 
could imt overlook this early bi^ full-blown one. 
Hmionred parents! you hoped to train your loved 
cliild for glory; it is -h>s to tnufn, to dmw you on. 
May the attraction grow stronger and stronger, till 
yon are ever with him—mot the attraction of the'sweet 
flower, but of .him who made it sweet, ami has now 
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concentratei], it in his own sweetness, that perfume 
which fills the whole heaven. . 

I was rebnked hj' Psahn bodti. 25, at a time when 
I was indulging creature atteaction in heavenly (daces, 
when he whom I most tend^ly loved was reihoved 
thither, and I thought I might lawfully let my whole 
heart go forth in creature love to one who was where 
nothing can defile. But “ whom have I in heaven 
hut thee f" put a check upon my idolahrous heart, 
and set me a little on my guard against its evils and 
its dcptlis. 

.... Forgive my tired hand, my loved friend, and 
believe the warmth of heart with whichyou are 
loved. 


LETTER IV. 
To THK Saib. 


Sept. 1831. 

My heart is so fiiU when I think of jan. and all 
connected with you, that I quite shrink from such 
8 medium as a.goose's quill for giving it vent; and, 
like a chOd of, Eve, almost qnarrel with the tender 
mercy I might enjoy, because it fis not all I seem 
to wtmt. But truly, your quBl conveyed some sweet, 
things to me, my loVed friend, ai^ jwoved a channel of. 
refreshment to severaL I did love your dear PiithOTi 
very pOcnliarly; how foolish of me to put iii the 

s 2 
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. past tettse; do 1 love him leu,' nov that lie k per> 
feedyloedf, elti^ether like his Lord? Oh no! hot 
I loved him so, m the tdien&I, a&ctionate, syinp»> 
thuing' pilg^rim, as'sucfa a very lordy, and ekeet lily 
among the thorns of the wilderness; as such, I shall 
know him, I shidl eiqoy hhn no more. The full blown 
lily is gathered^ and is in a bosom which no thorh 
ever approaches. Those sweet little sentences you 
so kindly sent me qirite brought him before me, just 
the same dear ha|^ believer, giving his beloved 
LOUD full crecht, putting off hU iurmour only to put 
on his' full court-dress. It mshes the little toiling 
hark l<mg sore for the haven, when it sees a gallant 
vessel altering in swh full siul; how soon united to 
hk beloved grandchild, now vieing with each other, 
which shall praise loudest! 


LETTER V. 

To XBX Sake. 

f. 

June 1201, 1832; 

You accuse me, bnt I do not excuse myself; there 
ought irat to have been any apparent decline of interest 
in desr S—— fnends^ therefore, in mgleetmg to write 
sooner, I ne^ected a plain duty, and had I consulted 
my ii^idlihle CounseUor, I should have fbund space for 
this, even though it were at the expense of some fresh 
duty which had occupied its place. OHi, my dear 



iUlov-lidxKmr, do 70 a ndt often find « pnplexi^ in. 
^ fitting* in of dntief ? I apoil moeh worit, and torn 
right into wroi^i hj fitting it in ita wrong place. I 
have known some importunate avocations endeavour, 
wHii a WTj, innooent face and plauaibl#tong^ to push 
into the inch iof time set apart for prayer or seardiiag' 
the Scriptores, aye, and to my shame and losa, I must 
confess, I have known them succeed mid make a show 
of much done when it -haa been at the cost of the 
best things left undone. I do marvel at the patience 
which bears with such a servant and with such ser¬ 
vices. The stifled voice of duty would scarcely now, 

I fear, have been heard in my bnsy bustle^ had not 
a neglected cold at length forced me into my room 
and seated me at my desk; and now my poor body is 
almost crying out for bed, and grumbling at the fa¬ 
tigue of pushing a pen fitim one side of the sheet to 
the other. ’ 

.... Excuse the stupid production of a very heavy 
head. The desire of a man is ids kindness, and it was 
my desire to write you a nice long letter, but it. is not 

in me.Open your moutha wide for your Bible 

Moetings and tbef shall be filled, Psalm cxvi. It 
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LETTEK VI. 

To TBX Same, 

Martk ttk, 183.S. 

It seems a long time since I talked witk you, ray loved 
sbter, though few days pass without our talking of 

you.You have long most Idndly and affectionately 

sympathised with us in our joys and sorrows, and 
when I thought you were not sympathising with us, 
from not knowing our circumstances, I hare f(4t ns if 
my body wete ntahned, and- I wanted some important 
members to minister to me. .... Surely we are now- 
come to another place in our pilgrimage for fining 

gold. Oar beloved M . , whom we hud hoped to 

see this spring. in renewed healthj is—^wliat must 1 
say ? ' Oh! she is leaning on the bosom of Jesus; but 

whether on earth or in heaven, I know not. 

Her dear busbmid says she takes-eveiy opportunity of 
sweetly and oakdly trying to persuade him to be will* 
ing to let her flee away and be aik rest, and she added 
a few Mnes in this strain, at the of one of his 
letters to' our dear motiher. 81m spoke -altao of the 
Btabllt^ a/ii kight of "Ms rod in the midst <ff Jordsn’s 
rolUng stecipani in a strain which ought ‘t 0 | have tunusl 
I our very groans into loudest praises, * 

Short, however, as has been her stay at it 

has not been meteor-like t but as a feithfel star, she 
has been the hmoured instrammit of guiding many a 
one to the mcarnate God; and, I believe, hhould she be 
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talisn, the will still, a« it were, stand orer the {dace- 
p^nting to ium. • • • •’ 

Bnt now let me sing of inercy, as well as of'judg- 
ment, and now I' enter upon an eternal song, and in 
vain seek fw a beginning or an end. Our God had, 
indeed, purposes of love for many precious souls, when 
the command came to us in our S—nest, Turn 
you, and take your journey, and go to the Mount of 
the Amorites..... Behold, / have set the land before 
you: certainly I will be witii you.” We beard a little 
of the blessed message, and bat little, for Uie bieatings 
and lowiiigs of nature: we did cxjiect a blessing, but 
we have hod such an abundant one poured out that n'c 
had not room enough, in our utmost expectations, to 

receive it, and have stood overwhelmed.But the 

uorth wind must blow upon the jearden, os well as _ 
the south; the proud blossoms must be cheeked, and 
the doubtful ones taken off; the 8car<di will soon be 
made, “ Who can stand before his cold ?” 

.... I am still ttiueh of. an. invalid, and taught to 
make much of the blessed privilege of an hour’s hibpUr 
in tim vin^ard; but’ I have not yet learned to be 
cheerfully rei^f to be laid by,, so I ntust expect to ’ 
be over this very difficblt lesson some time yet 

.... Distribute my true love to asff to whom I may 
nut be able.to write it, and aec«{)t much ^.yearsri'^^- 
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LETTER m 
To XBK SiJOS. 

JlMhary IStA, 1834. 

.... Yoo will luiv<e eondiided hj this time, that mjr 
harp it hang upon the triOowst but it is soon doum 
again, for the chief Musician bids me nudce. a. joyful 
ninse unto tiw God of Jacob} yea, this » even a i^atutc 
in Israet end a law of the God of Jacob} and I am 
bound ^ declare thid my Gk)d has written his every law 
upon my mind and my heart with his own omnipotent 
finger, and his work standeth fast for ever. Pnuse 
thee! yea, precious, precious Lord! though I should 
never see the fig-tree blossom, nor any show of fruit 
in the vines. I will praise thee for winter; for that is 
thine, and therefore very good. I will praise thee for 
night, frw that is also thinO} and becanse thine, it is 
mine—mine to work fine my good, jea, so mine, that 
it brings round ^ everlasting morning; so thine, that, 
bseauso thou art wtdi in% the night shinetk as. the day. 
jinh! I . hope 1 have said nothing .diat appears like 
complaining of tao^ naspedkahly tender, infinitely wise 
HosbamL the idle thought of my 

. heart, if: U Iband a SKutienfs lodging there. 

My chirf reasod for addressing you to-day, it to 
: assure you. and' my dear brother of die nnem 'readi¬ 
ness widi whidi iccfmply whh your land request that 
"I shoidd he sponsor for your darting duld. I have.- 
^:t#en her to .our., bdoved Loan for hb Uessing, 
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nothing eUndftimg Intt I gfasli enjo;^ Ae privilege «f 
■Mirting lit the mote nblenia and pecnliar surrender of 
her into h» dear hands t and it is with few parents I 
can enjoy this privilege. 1 dare sot go with on 
Ananias or Sapphire, or with the more eonunon cha¬ 
racter of an Eli. I must go with a Hannah^r not at. 
all; no res^c; nothing kept for Egypt, nor trained 
for Eg^ypt. With you and Mr. C—— I can most 
eheetfuUg present her to the Lord; and that feith, 
which is the substimee of things hoped for, heartily 
embraces the dear child as a predous member of 
Christ, quite sure that we have the petitions we desire 
of him. I should like, if possible,' to know ^ day. 
and hour when you propose to present her, that I may 
more peculiarly be with you in spirit, joying and be¬ 
holding ^our order, and the stedfastness of your futh 
in Christ. * 

.... Bdoved C.- 1 the joyous day of her es¬ 

pousals seems drawing nigh. May her 'friends, } who, 
as yet, for a little while, stand without, and hear but 
the sound of music and dsneihg at a thstance, rqtuea 
greatly because of die Bridegroom's vtMce. How wBl 
he love and cherish hmr 1 how will he "cheer up" his. 
bride, not for a year, but for creel ..... Accqit my 
best love I dispense much to the many’fe^ds whom I' 
have not time to enumerate; and ever praise, and, for 
a season, pray for ——, Ac. 


8 3 
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LETTER yiU. 

To THi Sake. 

JanuoTff 3(MA, 1836. 

W'HEN'^tt 1 reoeirad your kind letter and aeceptnble 
preseo^ my loved friends, I thonght many days woulil 
: not pass ere I tikanked yon and eoced with you; and, 
did I not know’yw well Jtow often 1 deceive myself, 
and prove false to manj a right purpose, I should 
indeed be surprised to find that more than a monA 
had stretohed its full length between the willing and 
the doings A tme but mehmeholje ssmjde this of my 
life. Oh that heaven, where his servants sAaU serve 
hiih ( when willing will be doing, and doing* will be 
wilfing; whmi we shall never again have to look for 
the &r “how to performj” when it will be ever 
present,, and that for ever 1 when a spiritual body sball 
be a helpmeet for a soul,, without Spot or wrinkle or 
any each Uiing. 

Yon hsk me, my dear sister,'“ 'Why is it that the 
children of many godly parents do not turn out as 
deag Mr. R—And'yoo tken, hr greatmeasure, 
make answer to!yourself, by adding, “la iny case, 1 
know I do a& without wavering.'” Ah, ^ friend! 

I am tiumkftil to find tiwt you do not charge Go'd 
foolishly, or attribute, unftifthfulness to Mm. Merdis 
one fnntful source of inioalccdable ev9,' “ staggering at 
th^ promises.” But most 1- add, that, wMle some exfi 
too little, others espect too much; that is, they 
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e^^wot th^ promiMs to flow down in a tSirou^tt: 

aAieh God has dedared they shall not flow, imd 1^ 
for mortij, where they have a right oidy. to look for 
judgment. When I see parents honouring &oir chil> 
dren more than God; consulting their wills instead of 
his; and seeking their pleasure'more than his Honour; 

1 see indedd a promise for them, hut it is one the bare 
whisper of which should make both our ears to tingle i 
“ they that despbe me shall be lightly esteemed.” This 
at once unties every knot, unravris every tangle in the 
dismal histories of our Elis and Davids, and ever 
stands as a monument of tiio faithiuiness of him whose 
name is Jealous. In some casds, indeed, mercy rejoiej's 
over judgment; and haring used the child as a; smart .! 
rod fur the foolish parent, the Lord length caus^. 
it to bud and blossom,; and, hear hut there 

is &e<{ucntly a want of .meUo.VOess ahout such firuit, 
which seems to point at a faettm* pmi^ treer..*nd to 
say, “ It is good for a man tiu^-he bear the ycdie in his'' 
youth.” 

If there is one point which I‘pec|dSarly'al^-t^,.iu 
the training of children, lor giving a rig^t tone Ip the 
mind, it is this, " Not answering again}” but I wdald 
earnestly look to he first well drilled in . this, in 
heavenly Father’s 8clieol,*mMkly tidd^. every- com- 
mutd with a " Whatsoever l^:'sBith unto you, do. ki”''' 
Thus receiving the law at his ihouth, { wt^d ^peah to. ‘ 
my child as one having authority, not si^Cn^^^oom .' 
for the shadow of asthougbt that .sstfit authority might: 
be for on# moment disputed,or^ving'aet^vioe to thi^ 
abomination of the present da;^ the; riiikd IhhQ .hh' 
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Jiare hiaudtf prondlj agtJatt ihe ancieiit.” The 8um~ 
rntry of perfect filial obe(fience 'urea once, and 011 I 7 
once, euoipli&d:} ioid m'^how few words is it com* 
prised I "was sahjeet nntd’diem.’’ Oh that I. ini^ hear 
diis of a^pcedlous little godchild 1 Not kept under 
ligr a tldraatening, iriueh on!)*^ provokes to wrath, nor 
'yieldiiig^a cringh^ bodjr to oonoeal an unyielding 
siindf hut (he steac^, cheri4id snlijectkni of a well* 

- trained soul, hi^py in coi^plyi^ with what H has 
never once qnestioned the wisdom of. 1 know few 
duties whioh call for sudi houriy srif-deniid as (hose 
of a parent. The stnmg .yearriags -of nature plead 
ppwerfidly, and .erj'Of tiiis and the other indulgence, 
"Is it at^alktle odcT” I can scarcriy tell you the 
pi^ I-.^ave frit sometimes^ in - denyn^ only a cake 
to a child, eipeeiaily whea^ the lovrimess of not an¬ 
swering again has drawn’-fiirth all ray love; but,' 
"having -onee ocmviaced:.‘(l(|in. that it is lore which . 
withholds it, I iam always'wefi repaid in getting • ' 
great interest iqwn the stdfetknying effimts of love. 

.... Pnj mneinber joee very kindly to aaj who 
remender'aie. 
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LETTERS TO MISS B-H. 

LETTER T, 

« B - n,AuguMl*tk,\m. 

Tbj: uotes .firom JS- —— amTed lieM-lart aigid« and 
have fiUed our heart*, vrith sympathjr. for joa and ^our 
dear household, and, 1 trust, with prajer on ynur be¬ 
half. Maj ytm he enabled to uj, in £iU .assurance of 
faith, It is well—^it shall bo well. May 70 U sweetly 
rest on the faithful bosom of a covenant-lceefung God, 
and ^1 that when he giveth quietness, no «m and no 
Mng can make trouUe. “ thh^ are yourshow 
that little.great all takes into its wmuiroas sweep evoy 
little or great . dottd Uiat darkens our dty, whether of 
.things present or things to come,, and tell* a removed 
cterse and a certain blessing , in each and alL May 
yoor beloved mother experience, in tfap fuUasi sense, 
Jer. xxxui. 6 ; and dbc^d it not be w^l of'Our 
umning Father to Restore health to her dear body, 
may he reveal unto her .the abuHdanet of peace and, 
trttth. His foU heart setora to be longiiig to gito moire 
abundantly, mid we, his nlly, mistnuthd children come 
with such duty vessel*} we take but a »p, where ste 
might have an ocean. Oh that m might be eidaiged 
according to this rule abundantly 1 This hardly Se«ns 
to me like life, aftw C——; X so naspealohly. ixm 
my poor people, and 1 have Been so kaopked 
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tlw and am always so stupified with tea air, 

that I have aoareely energy to look out for work here, 
and hare tasted for these two dayk some of the uiitenes 
of beix^ dead while 1 live. 1 ho]ie and pray to feel 
nore of the lion and the eagle, and espeeuilly mure of 
that sjorit id adoption which affeetHinately watches a 
fkthei's eye, awl delights to do any tiling and every 
thhog at a father’s heck. Our Diide batiiie« will come 

on rapidly.. I sincerely hojie some of the 

extreme languor which I now feel, and whmh will 
scarcely let me path my pen along, may he remoied 
ere then. It .will ho, if it is for the glory of God, and 
{laiufnl as it is, I would not {lart with it on other terms. 

.Did I love you less, 

I uonld not send such a thing-as this sheet; but lovr 
believes that love will forgive, and would rather Iiaie 
pride hurt than have you hurt. 


LETTER II. 

To THE SaMJB. 

•' O/. 1833. 

Has not mine gone wiUt thee in tiUiu nps and 
downs, ovar hill and dalk? Inde^:it has, i^d joyfhUy 
observed, that amidst. idS, it. is onward, 

with you: that it is s^. the way to a city of 
habitation. I have seen, you ma^ muidi of, of late, 
in your, father’s £unily ; jEhr I ne^ not tdl jrou that it 
is the side and afflicted t^iSd in the, family. Upon whom 





tlM attention is peculiarly fisedlf towabSl^l^m tiiev 
ML current of afifectioh Sou^ and IW vbom ill are 
nade to miniater. - t have cAen been'* struck vrith it 
la -our fifreUy, erhen I have seen the fiiiid. father and 
modiv companttively regardless of the odiSr beloved 
children, while ev^^lodc; and thoqg^t, and' love, 
seemed rivetted npon the sufferit^ one.,. I have looked 
at yelt, my loved' fruend, taisMa into the.innmr room, 
into the ‘^secret of his pavilioB f’* every scattwed drop 
of comfort concentrated for you in One;. every sha¬ 
dow of joy substantiated in One. You can set your 
seal to Isaiah Ixvi. 13} for that is a '*diaU” wkhout a 

peradventore. Dear C. « - > 1 must thank ray God 

upon every reniero^nuiee of you ; for while I see him 
loading you with such benefits for eternity, i feel 
almost adiaraed to tell hint of the httlc trifles that 
my blind love at tunes’desires for you by the way. 
lie is sure to tell me, he will withhold no good from 
yott} and Iraw con t then answer again ? I conld hope 
he means you and our beloved obi friend to sojourn 
again under our roof. My heart seems to take a grass- 
hp{^>er’a leap to this ttorrow, tar I kpow it mnst xmt be 
vtfH near. 'Will yon not try and tnm your and your 
compsuiion’s thoug^tta northwards, os £sr as you nwj.' 
oliilt cist tray channelrun in on’earth ?' Ah, 
yd^'wiU me, tlW is not h^ond So-duy......;.... 




LETTER III. 


To TKE Same. 

C *■ — ^ Atigfut 29(i, 1839. 
Mosx than once hare f lon^d to write to yon, .hut 
. was apprehensive of eansing any excitement, which 
might be injimotts to yonr dear tabernacle. The re* 
quest, however, conveyed by our beloved Pastor, and 
seconded by his sanction, emboldens me again to hold 
sweet converse with one or whom and to whom my 
heart has often' talked, and j^^whom it feels no 
. common interest and regard. I shonld, perhaps, be 
ashamed to tell that that heart has said, when it 
has talked of yon; I do fry to preface H all with 
« Righteous art thou, O Lord!' ftc, but the « where¬ 
fore" is not always in a key 3 yet, to the praise 
of the chirf Musician, I must admowlddge he soon 
pnts it in tune, and enables me to rise to concert-^tch, 
with " He hath done ddZ things Wdh” It is so iw* 
freshing to teH him, “LMd, she whom fkbw lovest .is 
side;" but Jesus must show his love to a Mkrdut and 
a'Mary, as well as to a LasartuVthmoforo he hat- 
tmed .'—no, therefore “he fioo fHU' in * 
the same place wWe he was." What a Wjro dsiys for 
Martha and Maiy I To' witneai the liiit struggle, to 
dose the eyes, to have ev^ r»J ^ eictingnishod, 
to follow a brother ttf the gnve^ when all m%ht have 
: been prevented if Jeaua hid not ddayed' 3 'and 'it''RnB 
hia kindness to his frisnds? 3$ this hk kindness to 
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iu, in bu delayed niccoom to a Buffiiriiig £tiend 7^'Ob i 
tbougbU higber indeed than oara, u tbe bearens are. 
bigber than the earth; heights, of wisdom, heights of. 

love, passing knoad^ge. You» dearest C-, are in 

the secret of his pavilion, and can mad upon every twig 
of the rod, ** Evm as a fisther, the scm in' whom he 
delighteth.* Oh i adiat would such 'a rod have been, 
in the hand of an unknown or frowning God! How 
ten^ the love, whidt placed you upon his bosom, ere 
heart and flesh failed you, and enabled and entitled 
a trmnbling worm to say, " J9W God b the strength of 
my heart and; my portion for ever!” Our very dear 
old pastor arrived in good health and spirits lost Friday; 
we are quite amaaed at the powers of hb body, but still 
more at those of his mind, which seemed to have re* 

newed theb strength.. These little 

meetings are refreshing, but thb b not like a dome- 
meeting where each dear oo» who mins the happy circle 
will immediately be able , to say,.* Thb b dome—iny 
home, my rest /or ever, I shall go no more out here, 
on frw very day meeting, the day of partmg casts its 
shade,, and the going out treads upon the heels of the 
oomit^in. Our re-muon will be one of the superior 
order, in our Father’s houses and therefore in the home 
of each—the: sweet hmue, the Jong home. Thanks, 
thanks, be unto onr God for a hop foil of immortality. 
It would nqt ho w^ for your dear body to let my 
fon heart in. what I ^df say. We riudi meet and 
love in sjwbu^ bodies, able to bear the exceeding 
wmght of glory and of joy. 
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LETTER TO MISS C- 

ON MABBTIXU “ ONIUT IN THE WJHD." 

SfptMber 2Sth, 1820. 

.... Oi'K personal comaKonion was so short, that I am 
aware it will bat ill plead nij excuse for the liberty I 
now take of addressing yoa; bat 1 am urged by con¬ 
siderations so weighty and poweriM> that I cannot but 
hope they will more than apologise for me. We are 
dying sinners, hastening to the great eternity; the 
opportunity of connsel and exhortation is fleeing away 
os a shadow, and we sliaU fiml it again no more for 
ever. And may I not add the earnest fao})e,.tliat we 
are^both purchased with the same precious blood; both 
members of the same dear body, and consequently, if 
one member suffer or be endangered, the other mem¬ 
bers must feel suffe^ng and danger with it? Can 1 
then but (eel fca* yon, mj dear inend, in your diflicul- 
ties and troubles ? - Can I but tiwmble for you in 
the dangers to which you are exposed 7 1 cannot 
but hope, fiom what I 'saw of you wh^ here, and 
from- what yott Madly told me'* of the iMate eff your 
feelings, thitt the arrows of conTietion from the Al¬ 
mighty hare touched your soul, and that the. Holy 
Spirit has be^^ his gracious work there. If this is 
the cause of your teur^ 1 would say, bbssed cause 1 
happy tears! yen, preoioag tear(« such m the Lord 
will treasure up in fait bottle, such ta shall Iwing a rich 
haryett «f joy. Still I Wfodd not dacdTe.fhn; I naust 
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' remind you that he ndio knew well the soil cf the ' 
human heart, tells us that there is ground whidi re- ., 
ceires tlie word with gladness, and produces something' 
for a season, hut that its produce is not calculated to 
stand against the time of tri^ and tenpptation. He 
tells us also of a so'3 where the seed Was sown and 
made some appearance, but wm choked with the cares 
and pleasures of this life. 1 ptwy God thid: such may 
not be the sod of your precious soul. 1 hope better 
things -of you and things that 8ccom.paDy salvation, 
though Hlms speak. I am rather inclined to lotdc upon 
you as one whose inmost soul ha.s heard the voice 
of the Almighty, sayit^, and saying it to yourself, 

. ** Awake thou that sleepest, and arise from the dead, 
and Gtrist shall give thee light.” You attempt to rise, 
but there is one strong chain, and one which you 
afibctiouately link around yourself, whkh holds you 
back. Pardon me, my demr frieud, I am aware that 
l am now tofuching a tender p&rt, hut, believe me, it is 
not with an unfeeling hand, nor with an unsympar 
thising lieart. The sacrifice truly is great, hut what 
ia.it compared with what Jesus sacr^oed for us ? He 
reliaquiahed &r ascason.a throne, a Father’s bosom, all: 
joy, all glory, yoe, bimsd^ and.for oue aakes 

became poor, that we through his povq|||j[ mi^ bs 
made rich; anil shall we think it much to sacrifice is 
worm for him ? A promise, indeed, is .l>mcfiagt< Ind 
the command of our God ia stiS more Undu^, and of 
infiidte^ greater importance read, iasy opiniom when., 
iteae dash, the former dtonid giTe way to the ilatter, 
or we foO ' into die sin of hmmuring miradees more 



tluD (Sod. I reJoke to Bsir ef the poetponement of 
the intend^ uoioD, and I pray that it may be oreiv 
ruled for good. Yet the fiuthfiil lore 1 bear towards 
your precious soul farces me to declarci that I do not 
expect that s^ul to flourish under its present prospects. 
How could it hold sweet converse with that heavenly 
Friend, whose cuttii^ incpiiry must still be, “ Shouldest 
thou love them that hate the Lord ?” For, remember, 
my dear fiiend, that dM'oama] mind, even in the most 
moral natural man, it mimity against God. How could 
you feed with pleasure on the cdntents of that blessed 
book, wherein is enrofled the express oomraand, " Be 
ye not unequaUy yoked with unbelieTers, come out from 
among them, and be ye separate?” •* Thou shall not 
make marriages with them,” &g. &c. How could yon 
draw near with confidence to make known your requests 
unto God, when you hear him saying, “ If ye regard 
iniquity in your hearts, I will nothear you?” “ When 
ye set up your idols in /our hearts, and put the rtum- 
blii^ block of your iniqiuty before your fisoe, should 
1 be inquired of at all by you?” How could you, 

' wkh holy joy, approach the table of the Lord, and 
aokninly surrender youf whole body, soul, and spirit, 
a living sacrifice to him, when, Sa^hira-like, you 
were knowi|piy hewing back a portion to bestow on 
one, whmn as yet yon cannot think to be the Lord’s 
serwt? I mention ihese fisw pmiicalars to show 
how utterly impossible it appears to me, that your 
soul should flourish and he itt' hoalth under present 
circuadfgmces.t and ifao much aid Of the question now, 
it be. shoidd vou enter into the closest of 
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anions with one who » afiur off from year God? will 
you promise to obejr'onei who nay force you. into 
£sobedienoe your God ? <000 you honour one, who 
honour* not your Lord? and can you hold sweet com¬ 
munion with one, who knows not the lang^usge of 
Cana a n ? can you ^re your heart to one^ Irom whom 
you expect to be etenialiy separated ? I can but judge 
ol your friend from your own account of him. He 
may be made one of the Lead’s children, he may be 
brought to the light and shineUar nune brightly than 
I, who am renturii^' thus to qieak of him. But think¬ 
ing of him as you now do,- pardon me when I say, 
the Lord has taught me to think the part you are 
now acting sinful and unspeahaUy dangerous. We 
hare no license to do wrong from die hope of what may 
be; nor may we expect a blessing on such a step. 
Rather let us endeavour to ft^ow the Lord fully ; to 
forsake even husband, childrmi, parmits, y^ life itselL 
should he call us so to do; and then he will rtaad 
iaidifttl to his promise, give us a hnndred-fdd more in 
tins present world, and in the world to oome life ever¬ 
lasting. May he enable you, my frimid,to actuide- 
cid^ part; then shaU your peaea Bow in as a river, 
«id you shall enjoy a heaven here, aod a heaven hare- > 
after, which, that the Lord may in mercy grant, is the 
sincere prayer of 

Your very sineare and fsithfnl friend. 
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LETTEBS TO A VILLAGE ERIEND 
IN DIST^SS OF mJnD. 


LETTEK i. 

iVi»r. l»2y. 

I HAVE, as jon desirfjflt'' my dear afflicted friend, been 
on niy knees, begging that as the pen is in my hand, 
»u I myself may be M»^the htmd ef my Godf that I 
may be only moved and guided him; and that the 
words he teaches me to say may indeed be a message 
from God* to your precious soul^ for truly, except he 
s|<eak, vmn is the help of man. The Holy Spirit has 
therefore been jdcused to take to himself the title of 
“ The Comforter,” not a Comfort**', but tke only one; 
for you and 1 have both found, my dear fellow-tra¬ 
veller, that until he removes the burden from us, not 
all our cumpaoiona, however kmd, however desirous, 
can move it one inch; and if he glveth qwetness, if it 
l>e but, 08 it were, with a look, 'O'hu then can mfdce 
trouble ? I haiye - earuestly entreated him tltus to turn 
and look upon ’you, my sorrowing friend; but before I 
could ask, he aeemed td say, " How is k that dion dost 
not under8taiid'’6iat IsHhlnokiag upon hegi or vdience 
would arise ^ese-ilroaiM'^ deep digfreeti this horror 
tbat hath overwhelmed'her f.” Does Satiffl.0fa8 disturb 
his own? Would drowsy, desA; Mturii thw the 
alarm?" Ah, Lord,do see,'iii^ I wmAd aekoow- 
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ledtje thy might. I %nd no eearcd conscience here, - 
but the cries of thy own Spirit, long indeed resisted, 
lor^ unheeded, hut not quenched; no, nor crer shall 
be, till a wdnn he fimnd strmiger than Omnipotence,. 
and exulting derils cry over the mins of a deserted 
soul, “ Behold here proofs of weakness and impotency 
in the all-wise, all-powerful Jehovah, inasmuch as he 
began to build, and is not able to finish t” Oil, be such 
a thought far, far from us! You ask me whether I have 
ever known such a case as yours.; I am tndy happy and 
thankAil to have to tell you, that within the lost three 
weeks the blessed deliverance firom even worse thral¬ 
dom than yon are in, of a poor woman in this place, 
has come under my immediate notice. One with whom 
I used to take sweet counsel,' who seemed to enjoy 
spiritual things^ and whose only concern was that her - 
liusboud did not help her on in the way, was drawn 
away by the wiles of the devil, and has been a fearfiil 
backslider. She said she felt that Giod had forsaken 
her; that Satan had full possession of her, that there 
was not a promise that could reach her; that all I said 
about her soul was useless, 8k, In this awfid state she 

has continued above a year.Lost weric a message 

was sent by a {nous neighbour, to beg I., would go and 
visit this poor womans who was aeriui^r her long-lost 
Lord,. Borrowiiig. 1 yrent, and fimnd that the fsidifiil 
Shepherd had mdeed. brooght his rilly dheep 
from the wretched, mou nt a ins whk^ jt had been 
wandering jn.;!the dqndy and dvk day; ...-,1a the night 
site liadh^ rbased widi the inqt^, ** must I do 

to be saved and ^ God of peace his own 
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8 we(^ Itiu^ to Vr very boart,*'" SdioTe (m tbe Lord 
Jt»u$ i3kritt ud dwa niai.T bo- a^ed,” Ooee more 
h«he locdced •mto.lbei; Icmjp-oiiopme^ Kble;'once more 
'' •he bent ber stiibbom knee; once more site went up 
to the courts the Lord. This was about ten days 
before I saw her. Her hope is indeed very faint, but 
; it com« irom tic hcpe, and shall not make her 

ashamed. She a^ears like the poor backsUder spoked 
of in Ezek. xvL' 6% as if she would never open her 
mouth any more because of her shame, " l^hen 1 am 
packed towards thee for all that thou hast done, saith 
the Lord.” 1 read to her Hosca xiv., to which she 
listened with many tears; she now and then sobbed 
out, “ Oh, I am afraid I am lost!” I said; ** 1 am very 
pleaaed to hear you call yourself by that name; you 
are die very one, then, that Jesus came to seek and 
to save. I don’t ask how far you have been, for 
he does not; 1 don’t ask how many calls you have 
alighted, for he does not: but 1 can tell you this mes- 
aage from his own mouth, ‘1 will ieo/dieir hackslidings, 
>I win love them freely; mine anger is turned away. 
They may remmber, and go sorrowing at the remem¬ 
brance; but 1 will remember no more, it shall not be 
mentioned unto them.’” Ah, my .friend, don’t think 
yotirs;|ce die first wounds of the sorb die worst that 
ever were takeu in hand. ThejfreS they inifely are not, 
as many a well-healed Pavid conld tesdgfand the 
worst—Oh, yes, say you, but they are the wont 1 Well; 
be it so t but whgft ei^ y^ wounds, that thi^ sbodj, 
eahaa^ aU^ the halm in 6dead, imd widu^t^ aU 
skill of that almighty P^ickn? 01^ PO, no, 
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' you shall yet sit at the feet of Jesus, watering them, it 
may be, many ^s; hot jm dull tit and ting as 
in the days of your ^nth, and as in the day when 
you came up oat the land ot Egypt. Hos. ii. 15. 
The Lord shall speak eonifcatahly to you, and the days 
of darkness and desertion shall be ended. My paper 
•is fidl, but my heart has not yet empti^ itself. ■ I will 
pour it out again to the Lord for you, and beg 
that he may put his blessing in this letter, and.then it 
tiball be blessed indeed..... 


LETTER II. 

To THE S&XE. 


September, 1831. 

VooB letter, just reoeived, my dear friend, is indeed a 
contrast to those I formerly hod from* yon; and I 
desire to thank my G,od for what you now seem to 
enjoy in spiritusd things, sincerely hojnng that these 
are no "sparks of your own kindling,” but a eteady 
light and heat, communicatedl from the holy altar, and 
that your joy is indeed nr the Lord. I trust you are 
brought qp out of the horrible pit of death, curse, and 
conderanatlph, and out of the miry claj of earthlinesa 
and Sittiiness in which we all had our conversation' in 
tiim. put. If so, you may well have " a new son^ in 
yotir mouth f yea, the same hand that hnngs thd. )mlp- 
lesB soul out of the pit will it' in, " even praise unto 

■ '”t 
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OUT God.* Simple song' I beautify song! song of every 
inhabitant of die rock} song of the whole choir above. 
Praise to our God! no praise to the worm—no praise 
to an arm of flesh—all to our God. Such a song as 
failes not upon the liiw, nor expires in empty breath; 
for says the sweet singer, “ Many shall see it and fear, 
and shall trust in the Lord.” Psalm xL 3. Yes, it is* 
the eloquent language of the devoted life, the traiis- 
{Hirent conduct, the upright walk, the every day and 
every hour straight-forward traveller to ■ ffion. It is 
the passive and the active Christianit is the cha¬ 
racter eucireied with tlie golden bands, and delight¬ 
ing in those bands, “ VHiether ye eat, or drink, or 
whatsoever ye do, do all to the gloiy of God.” This 
character sings tlie new song, the song of the re¬ 
deemed, in such a manner that many see it; the life is 
an epistle of Christ, known and road of all, written 
by the Spirit of the living God on the fleshy tables 
of the heart. 

I do hope, (I like still to speak to you as my 
dear scholar,) I do hope you. ore enabled to witness 
a good confession in the trying situation in which 
you are placed. To a child of God placed iu a public- 
bouae, we may well Bupp<m our Father would address 
tlie sam^ wo^ that he,addressed to the church in 
Pergomos, "I know th^ troiks, and where thou dwellest, 
.even where Satan’s seat is;” And oh, that he may 
be able to suld to you, "and thou holdestyast my 
name, and hast vtA denied my fluth.*; Bar. .iv‘13;, 
Hovr consoling, how searching, Biat ^ JT 
My. dear fellow-sinner, the day is not distant .fliDpt'. 
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yon and from me, when that ■“ I know" will be our 
one whole concern. It will not be what our fellow-worms 
know or say, or think; it will not Be what name 
we Imvc home, to what denomination we belong, 
&c. &c.; we shall hare done with names, parties, forms, 
shadows; our eternity will be absorbed in that one 
tremendously important point, what our God knows 
of us. Oh, M. A.! a death-bed is a very, very solemn 
thing. I can say, os dear Legh<Aichmond says, “ It 
requires strong evidences for such an hour.” No 
sin looks little then; we begin to call things by their 
right names, to see them in their right light—the 
light of eternity. I would not discourage you, nay, 
I would encourage to boundless confidence in him 
who is the Lord our Righteousness; but I would say, 
and I do say, that we are hut half awake, but half 
alive; that when the night cometh, in which no man 
can work, the most diligent among us will he asto¬ 
nished and ashamed at the way in which we have 
trifled away onr little day. The L<wd enidde us more 
and more to live upon him^ to live to hii^ to think, 
and speak, and act as dear children of God! What a 
wondrous title! Servants of God would be a high 
honour; children, an unspeakable bouour; dear cbil- 
dren, a condescension, a love, a tenderness, which 
passeth knowledge! We do not'mad of dear angels ; 
it is worms, heU^teserving worttu, who are thus ten¬ 
derly loved..... 

May you AiUy realise 1 Peter iii. 1—4; may you 
dig into the golden mine, and search into the unsem^- 
abfe'. riches of Christ. I cunnnriid yon to him, and 

X 2 
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tn tile trord of his grace, which is aUe to build you up } 
and {)(oagh you dvdl where Satan’s seat is, may 
it be a place to whidi JesaS ofttimes resorts; yea, 
may he dwdl in you and walk in you, and'^tani- 
fest that he is a Father onto you, and that yon ard 
the daughter of the Lord God Almighty. Greater 
things I cannot ask for you, and greater things you 
cannot rc^ccive. 

With my eamestwiesire thiA God may be glorified 
in yoii, believe me, &e. 


LETTERS TO A DEAR VILLAGE 
FRIEND. 


LETTER I. 

May ‘2m, 1SI«. 

You have not, I trust, my dear Mrs. A——, thought 
me neglectful or forgetful, in not writing to you btdbrc. 
I have endeavoured to write to my dear old friends as 
often as I could; and could you all peep into my heart, 
you would see the same tender s^pathy, the same 
sincere love, the same fervent wishes^ that you may oil 
have joy and peace in believing, and live and reign 
with Christ finr ever and ever. T h<^ I. do truly 
love all tiiat belong to my preinous Saviour, however 
mean their attire, however unpolished theit manners; 
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•ad I desire also to be loving and kind towards the 
poor " stnmgers,” the bond-slaves of Satan, remember¬ 
ing that I was once a strainer in the land of Eg;rpt. 
We know not but that some, who at this moment 
are chained to the service of the wicked one, may 
ere long be received into the glorious liberty of 
the children God. Who would have thought, that 
had seen St. Paul set out for Damascus, fired with 
rage, brcaihing nothing but daughter, fierce, proud, 
and headstrong; who would have thought thAt he 
was a chosen vessel, a lovely member of him, wh«> 
is altogether lovely ? Who would have thought thKt*had 
seen the man coming forth from the tombs, exceeding 
fierce, so that no one might pass by that way, asking 
Jesus in the most insulting manner, why he came 
to torment him before the time; who would have 
su]>{)osed that such a one should soon sit at the feet 
of Jesus, clothed with the spotless robe of his 
righteousness, and wishing only to be allowed to 
follow him whithersoever he went ? And had we seen 
the }>oor, hardened thief nailed to the cross, and heard 
^the account .of the murder and insurreetiem he had 
been guilty of, and heard him cast blasphemies and 
insults into the teeth of Jesus ; how little should we 
have thought that he was, in an hour, to be trans¬ 
formed Into isn adoring peniteut—to be the first fruits 
of the blood-bought victories of the Lord .of glory'! 
I ..mention these few instanea^ among .the thouswd 
which might be related, to impress upon our minds 
moi^ that fervent love and «diartty ;'Ye should 
feel fac all, eveu thosa who, to us, app^ most lost. 
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We need more of that humility, which, while it «ap 
to corruption, thou art my fiuher, and to the worm, 
thou art my mother and my sister; while it looks 
to the vilest of sbmers, and says, I was alike by 
nature, dead in trespasses and sins, and the child of 
wrath, fitted to destruction ; looks at the same time, 
witli joyful gfistitude and hope, to him who hall) 
made us to differ, whose hand b not shortened, that 
it cannot save, nor hb ear become weary, that it 
cannot bear; who can bring those we are most in¬ 
clined to desfuse or think- ill of, or those dear friends 
over whom our hearts mourn, from darkness into 
light, from the power of Satan unto God. Thus, my 
dear friends, shall we think lovingly of all; thus shall 
we hope and believe the best for all; and when we 
see some of those, about whom we are very an-vious, 
still -walking in those paths which lead down to the 
cltambers vi death etemid, let vs endeavour to cast 
our care on the Lord, to remember -(hat nothing is 
impossible with him, that he who has changed uur 
hearts of stone into hearts flesh, emi strike the 
most flinty rock, and the waters of true and godly 
sorrow shall flow fordn - 

Perhi^ these reflections move sui^d to.my own 

case than to yours; hut I have fiaund myself judging 
too hardiy of othws lately, and have teent-talung my 
vile heart to task for it; and havkig still many thoughts 
on.the t^j^ lurking ^ut 'me, they crept upon my 
pen to weaQr you, fat out of tlbi abundance of ^e 
heart the month speaketh. . 

How di^y have I sympathised with you, n^ .very 



diakr firiendi in tfao«e feelings ‘which this time of the 
year mutt' awaken in you. You see all nature spring¬ 
ing into life and .beauty, but you see only the cold 
grave of jriHir beloved child. The natural eye sees 
only this, hnt, blessed be God, the eye of JiiitK pierces 
the veil, shows amon glorious sjn’ing-time of life for 
your sweet babe'} shows you the tender plant, flourish-- 
ing in the garden of the Lord; yea, sweetly resting in 
the great Husbandman’s bosom. Happy mother! you 
do not, you eaimot grieve; you would not for worlds 
pluok him fi-om that loving heart, where-alune his little 
weary soul could find repose, llest there, sweet diild, . 
till that awful day, whA th.ou shalt form a part of 
that bright cloud of spirits with whom Christ shall 
descend to jii^roent. O what millions will then 
wish for thy station,. will then wish that they had 
been so au^ called from the world, the flesh, and 
the devU t how will thy joyful mother-thmi pnuse and 
love the good- Shepherd, who so kindly gathered 
his little lamb into his bosom, though die so retue 
tantly parted from it! Through much tribidatkm,” 
is the only passage we liear of to heaven. Oiir be¬ 
loved Lord became a man of somtWa, and deeply ac¬ 
quainted .Wflh griefj .'ere he cdtdd open the kingdom 
of heaven to afl believers. He is our fbrenumer— 
in' his fioiotst^ let us count it our glory to widk’; 
for' if wS sfSer,' we shall alsO reign with him-; so 
asputs the everlasting arms oi his lore under, 
usi; ^t u sofiBoient.- St. Pacd. prayed, didee times,, 
eariiestly, to have his thorn in the .flesh'taken .ctmyj 
but M soon as ever Go<^ had wid, j^acA it suf- 



ficifiM tor tine,” in nm^'Mch p«^er, 

bvti 4 jurying in lii(» infiniraalh of 

Q^i nuightr^ spoil Jiiin. 


LETTER IL 
To THE Sake. 


JuneUth, i8i€. 

Mt vest USAS' Frieso, —Tbough I feel almost 
afraid of intrudiiig upon toS at this tiding season, 
yet 1 most assore you I hare been poura^ out my 
^eart to God many a time for you, and hare always 
Returned front the throne of graee ■with a sweet assu¬ 
rance that he will do for you exceeding abundantly 
above all that-1 can aisk or think. He tells' me that 
his thoughts are uot my thoughts, nor lus ways my 
wara; he points to the blessed company around the 
throne, and asks whether I am nnwiUing my friend 
should tread the same path they trod; he reminds me 
of the bright ..morning of that eterndl day 'which -la 
hastening on, when the Son of Blg^taonsuess ahall 
arise with heating under his wings. He asks me 'if I 
would have that heaviness taken away, whi^ endures 
for BO short a night, and bringeth joy fee that ever¬ 
lasting nHwning. 

Thus, mj dear Mrs. A-, is my heart soothed and 

cheered; but I cannot finget that you Irare a mother's 
feelings to contend widi, anddhough your spirit may 
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be wiUing to- believe ail th», yet your poor ^esh ia 
very we^b. jBpars'wiU darken the eye the soul, as 
well os of toe body ; and often when we are groaning 
beneath the Almighty’s heavy hand, we cannot lift oar 
eyes to the loving Father’s heart and oountenance, 'and 
remember that, 

" Behind a frowning’ provideaee^ 

He hides a smiiing bee." 

The words of consolation in the blessed Scriptures ti> 
the afllicted arc as the stars of heaven for multitude. 
utui brilliancy; may you and yours be enabled to ajiply 
them to yourselves. Indeed, tliose writings ftom above 
seem principally addressed to the sorrowing pilgrini, 
the sin-sick, the weary, the heavy laden; and such a» 
you. To you those glorious promises are given, and 
you shall enjoy their full aocomplishment, when thf 
cares, the joys, the donbts and fears, of this sad and 
fleeting world, are fled away for ever and for ever, 
o Behold, I have refined thee, but not with silver; 1 
have chosen theo in the furnace of afflictionand after 
all, my friend, these light afflictions are but for a mo¬ 
ment, and not worthy to be compared with the eternal 
weight of glory laid up for you in Christ Jesus. 

With the sincerest wishes and prayers for your ever . 
lasting peace, believe me very sincerely yours, 

H. P. 


T 3 
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LETTER III. 
To TBE Same. 


Judith, IHQ. 

As I wrote to condole with yon, my d««r sister in 
Christ, I cannot now refrain from rejoicing witii you 
over.the amended health of your dear children; and 
oh, that I CD;dd.h4p you to praise the Lord for his 
goodness, and. 1h> declare the wonders that he doeth 

fur the sinful chij^ien of sinful men. M-was 

rather siopri^^to fih^ you in tears last night, but 
1 think I can gpuess the cause. Were yon not mourn¬ 
ing over him whoio yon have pierced, as one nioumrtb 
over an only son ? were you not grieving over a cold, 
uugratefnl heart ? Ah, this is the grief of every true 
Israelite; but .they durt sow in these tears, shall reap 
in joy nmpeakafale and ‘foU of glory. There was a 
tkne when you passed hy the cross, wagging your 
head; when Jesus s«ud, 4Is it nothing to you, all ye 
that pass by ? behold, and see if there be any sorrow 
like nnto my sorrow, wherewith the Lord hath afflicted 
me in the day of his fierce smger.’' Your deafened 
ean heard not the moumful sound t year blinded eyes 
saw not the hlieeding God; and why is it.not so now ? 
why do you weep now at the sight the eroM^ . or 
^ least vUk to weep? why is. Jesus now the eld^kat 
drten thousaniil to yon« and altogether lovely ? Why, 
friend, but because ho hks placed hk 8|Hrit withih 



yon, hu called yea oat of darkness into Ids mar¬ 
vellous light; and remember, he who hatii begun 
the good woric in you will carry it on unto the 
day of Christ Jesus. Yes I have good hope 
of meeting you in that Uessed place, where God 
himself triU wipe all these tears away, where there 
are no cold hearts no stammering tongues, where 
the lame man shall leap as a hart, and the tougue 
of the dumb sing.; where the parched ground sliall 
become a pool, and the thirsty land springs of 
water: your poor thirsty, barren heart, my friend, 
diall then rejoice and blossom as the rose; • for the 
wildeni(‘S3 shall become the garden of the Lord$ no 
lion shall be there, to worry and alarm your soul. 
This glorious time tmmes on apace. I could ^eve 
at not seeing more of you, but I dare not be so 
ungrateful, when I think of tbc happy, happy eter- 
mity we ore to spend together. That God may bless 
you, and lift up the light of his couittenance, and 
cause his &ce to shine upon you, is and shall be, 
the furrent prayer of your very sincere friend in 
Christ oim Lord, 


H.P. 
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LETTER IV. 

To TBS Sam*. 

1817. 

..... I WAS iMppy to leave you, as &r as I could 
see, T^oicing more in the Lord, and saying more 
boldly, “ In tbe Lord bavc 1 righteousness ami 
streiig^ (mt I am aware this aumhine witl not, 
should not, last always.; the piatit of grace would 
become weak jSmd straggling, shooting upwards, but 
not taking root dotvnumrds. The spoose caUs &r the 
Bordi wind to awake, and blow upon her garden. We 
are ready, to aay at audi a tim^ my hope la cut off; 
the plant is nipped; yea, I know not if it is not killed. 
But the Lord sends health on the. wings of the wind. 
Oh, could we see the noxious insects it is destroying— 
mure especially tfaht canker-worm of pride —how shonld 
we welcome it 1. how shotdd we bless it 1 These dark 
and cloudy days, be assured, are not left out of the list 
of llw all thingB which work U^ether for. our go^-' 
Thew wwk pcMasneej they teadt ua to wait patiently 
on the Lord, to tarry his Idsure; and patwnoe worketh 
experienoe. We find that he is'fidthfnl^ wlfo hath p^ 
misod, and ahb also .to perforin ; . we .fii^ t^ -we wait 
not at'the beouttfid ^Stas bf'lhe'fi^pfe ih vafo;^^ 
though he grm ns net . just wli*t'%o..adced for, Ifim .' 
Peter.'wi|dr .th#i^e^ dij^e, he g&iw'^ns something 
better; d|u^if|y[i".tiot'. pew .he ' 'This > mperienw..;' 
worhefflWBe^iw a h<^ ^biit iMkdh not edutnei|i> 




421 


having experienced hk tender iove^ we learn to tnut in 
him, and to hope for the time to come; we have fband 
that though be hid his face from as for a moment, yet 
with everlasting kindness he will have mercy on tis ; 
and thus is the love of Crod eh«l abroad in our hearts 
by the Holy Ghost given to us; thus we learn to love 
this Friend, who fainteth not, neither is wewy of 
waiting upon us and blessing us, whose love the many 
waters of our icy hearts can neither quench nor^oool; 
whose tenderuoBS all our- unkindness cannot wear out,- 
We love him, because he has stood by us in the time of 
need, and put evei^ tear in his bbttle. When we were 
constrained to say to every one beude, “ miserable 
comforters are ye aH,” this dear Physicum stepped in 
wHli the bidm of Gilead. Ob, it as a sweet ^ea, a 
gwuiul of much encouragement, which David uses 
with God, " Thou hast known my soui.bt advenities.” 
Yes, he has kuown of griefs and distresses. in our 
sotds, which otliers have not even guessed at. Utere- 
fore, come boldly to the throne of g^ace; come to that 
Kingly Priest, that God-man, who is so deejdy touched 
with the feeling of your infirmities; Whd sufiered, 
tuffertd, being tempted. ' Therd haA iw temp¬ 
tation befallen you, but your elder Brotber has drunk 
of it, even to tiie drCgs. Do. you mourn under the 
hidings of Gpifs countenance?'; Lo<dc unto Jesus:' so 
completely was his bdloved Father’s face hM fr^m hin^ 
that m dte agony hk . soul he calls himself forsaken s ' 

and can you think saw a mifment as tiiat is efiaced 
fir^ his .rtowmbranc^,? can you think ..he has ibr- 
gcrl^imw ti^. fepl ^ .]M*.m4fk^ngmembem? he 
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feels for you more than ever you felt for yourself; 
’*hitiuelf cMTied our infirmities, and bare our sick¬ 
nesses” Soon, very soon, my. friend, you shall be in 
that happy land, where the iifibabitant shall no more 
say I am sick; and when that pierc^ hand wipes the 
last tear from your eyes, you shall look back u})on the 
way by which you came, and of the darkest, roug:hest 
parts exclaim, ** He hath done all thing^s well.” There 
msy your unworthy friend meet you through liim who 
hath loved us, and.washed us from our nns in his own 
blood. 

(Hve my Christian love to all your family, and 'be- 
Ueve me most fsithfully and affectionately yours, 

H. P. 


LETTER V. 
To THE Same. 


Jvljf, 1817. 

.Oh, my beloved people! if it lias pleased 

the Lord to make me an instrument of the slightest 
good to any one of your preeious souls, the only return 
I would ask or wish for is, that you would put in a 
petition for your unworthy teacher, when you touch the 
top of the golden sceptre. Sjwak not me to man; 
mention me only to your Lord. In the last day, that 
great day of the Lord, whon the secrets of all hearts 
are known, when every thing is revealed that 
nu^tjjftd to endear Jesus to his saints, and the people 
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of God to one ^otber, snrelj 'every prayer that we 
have offered for each other shaU. be unveiled. 
Then, my dear irieuda, I shall see how much 1 -am 
indebted to you. Wfaata woiidrons dh^ay will, there 
be! children- indebted to parente. parents to children; 
husbands to their wives, wives to their .husbands; 
].>erscrutor.s to those they once hated and reviled; 
and all these prayers acceptable only m they passed 
through the bauds of the Great High Priest! ..How 
dear shall we then be to each other 1 how unspeak¬ 
ably precious shall Jesus be unto os! Lift up your 
head, the time cumeth on apace; day rolls after day, 
week after week, year after year. Soon dialt thou 
see the King in his beauty; and, believe me, you 
will nut then complain of a imrd heart, a heart that 
cannot love; the beams from that sun will melt, will 
warm your heart. Ah, thongh the eye of fakh is very 
dim, though tliere is often, too often, a thick dark cloud 
upon thc-mountiuns, yet your Beloved is coming to you 
os a hart or a young roe. You cannot be so impatient 
to be his, as he is to have you with him for ev«>; he 
rests in hb love; he rejoices over you with joy and 
singing. Welt, hold out'&itli and patience; soon idudl 
the diout of joy prochu^ the marriage of Uie Lamb is 
come; his wife is arrayed in line linen, dean and white, 
a robe of the Bridegroom’s providing. 

Remember me with -dte truest. christiait. Jove to aB, 
and believe me must tridy and ftuthfuUy yours, . 
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LETTER VI. 

FfJl. J2/jS, 1818. 

I MOST, I fear, have' appeared a verv neglectful shep¬ 
herd of mj beloved little llocfc, in not having jret held 
any eonunnnion with them; but, blessed be God, I 
have been enabled to hold communion with him for 
them. 1 have come into his presence^ and put in my 
petition for my friends; and sweet is the huiie I enter¬ 
tain that my brethren and sisters have not been un- 
mindfii! of me. I am at times distressed with tliose 
words, “ They made me a keeper of the vineyards, but 
mine own vineyard have' I not kept.” Oh, luy friends, 
1 charge you, 1 entreat of you, if ever the Lord has 
enabled me to speak a word in season to you; if ever 
my unworthy hand has been nerved to rear up one 
drooping plant in yotur vineyard; if ever a sip at so 
polluted a stream has refreshed your weary souls, and 
enabled you to press on in the rtuv ; by all the ties of 
nature and of grace, I do uiitreat of you to make 
mention of me in your prayers; pray that my vineyard 
'may be watered every moment, kefit night and day; 
pray that that too flooriahiiig, too deeply rooted weed 
of pride, which here meets with so much to nourish it, 
may be kept under by the pierced hand of the meek 
and lowly Jesus; pray that all self-seeking and self¬ 
pleasing may be cast down, and the Lord alone exalted 
in my heart and in my life. . 

'My dear Mrs. A——, you can’t think how oflen 
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I have naughtily wiihed to pop you at my side, and 
let you come in for some of the reproofs which Mr. 

G- has lately been ^ving to hif' unbelieving be- 

licvers. There were such complaints from them of cold, 
hard hearts, formal payers, self-seeking, a worldly 
spirit, evfl teinprs, &c. &c.i till, wearied with the 
blank catalog^, the dear, rejoicing, thankful pastor 
exclaimed,' Well, my friends, one would tiiink you 
won* serving a hard master; I hear of many difficulties 
and distresses—have you not one mercy, one wmfort, 
to spuk of? not one instance of faithfulness, tender¬ 
ness, long-suffering, and truth on record ? these things 
ought nut so to be, this ail arises frwu a Icg^ looking 
to self, and taking our eye«off Christ, in whom we- 
might every moment discover fresh beauties, fresh 

escelleucies.Oh how ungrateful these murmurs 1 

though our hearts be not so as we could wish with 
God, yot our mourning over this is a pledge tliat he 
hath made with us an everlasting covenant, .ordm«d 

ill all tilings, and sure,'’ See. Mr. G-then In-dke 

fbrtli in prayer, or rather praise, tramng all the 
mercies of God, beginning at that 0 ;ne which lays 
the axe to the root of every murmur, t^ hell- 
deserving sinners were yet out of hell, that we were 
not lifting up our eyes in ’ torment, where pa]yer is 
heard no more; yet invited to come freely to a 
throne of grace, yea, to a throne of glory, &e. 
.... Let us then endeavpur thus to. rejoice in' the 
Lord always; “whoso offereth me praise, he gh^- 
fieth me." We only give place to Sattm, jsnd. ^jgrieve 
our blcssud Lord, by cherishing tliese mdasicholy 
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wher let iu '^6 busy in raising our Ebe- 
nexeiar ratW let u« meourage our £seble fellow-pil- 
:gtn^ hj ^teOling tbent of tbe fiothfuluess, tenderness, 
«(in»tancy, end care et oar precious Friend. Let us 
midearbur to lisp on earth, 'the soii^ which we are to 
. dng.tbronghetemity. 

.' t... Thanhs be to Ck>d, I am Y«rj happy, and feel 
not a want .or a wish. It will probably be long ere I 
see yon ag^. May we run on the faster towards that 
happy point, where we must meet; and oh, meet in the 
fulness of joy, in the presence of the preeious Lamb. 
And in our race, wdulst thus separated in the flesh, 
may we be more and more closely united in spirit, 
more knit unto him whW never leaves ns, never for¬ 
sakes us. 


LETTER VII. 

To THE Sake. 

April 2drA, 1818. 

.... I TBTOT my beloved Mends' wiQ never have rea¬ 
son to thiniE, that, in sedcing ont other stra^ng sheep, 
I have forgotten them; though, indeed^ I have reason 
to be very deeply bumbled far.my wam faithMness, 
^igence, and tendersfisss, wbile- antong them; and for 
the (too often) eoldnels and deadness of my prayers for 
thpm, how that.I am absent; yet I do no^ I cannot 
forget; them-' They an the precious handful of corn, 
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which the Lord of the harfeet bestowed upon liw, for 
mj encouragement, when I began to break op the 
fallow ground, and put mj bu^ to the Gospel plongh! 
Truly I was an unskilful labourer; but, thanks' to our - 
beloved Master, the success of the undertaking de- 
{icuds not on might or on power, but on ais SpirU, 
It is this, and dib (done, whidi can visit the earthly 
heart. It is this blessed S^rit which greatly enriches 
the desert land with the river of God s it is this great 
Seedsman who prepares the corn, when he has so pro¬ 
vided for it, watering the ridges thereof settliig the 
furrows, making it soit wi^ sliowers, and blessing 
the sprung thereof Who, indeed, is sufficient for 
these things, but God alone? Alas, tiiis is easier to 
say than to feed; how often would my vain heart roh 
my .lesus of the travail of his soul, and call those 
children of my forming, whom he ha^ begotten with 
blood, and g^ans, and tears! How often do I, * 
wonn, who cannot for a moment govern my oum 
thoughts, exult, os though I had cleansed tile thraghte 
of another poor sinner’s hwt 1 But why. should I 
trouble my beloved friend with a view of the workinga 
of a heart which is even loathsome in- my own partial 
eyes ? Could I think that yours was ^agued wfth the 
same diseases, I would gladly lay them open, kimwing 
how the weary pilgrim is relieved in finding tfact he is 
not peculiar in his cUstresses } tiiat the tcave&unt Son-. 
wards have the same enemies from witiiout, the same 
fears and conflicts from within: that sm ten^Mhm 
hath befallen him biit such W- is cOmnon to itS -the-. 
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beloved ehUdren of God: but for my own part, I mu(t 
confess, there is scarcely a truth in God’s word I find 
more difficult in realising tib«n this} yea, I am very 
unmlUng to believe that my most precious Lord meets 
with such a dwelling in any heart as mine. Ah, how 
often is every room in this wretched inn filled with un¬ 
hallowed guests, while the Lord of Glory has not 
where to lay his head 1 But 1 am returning to a sub- 
jeot which I said I would leave; most probably it is 
dmt yon may titink me grown more humble. There is 
but one subject on which I can trust my heart or pen to 
dwell; one dear theme,* to which we shall, through 
eternity, tune our golden harps. It is Jesus, the Friend 
of sinners, the Lord of glory 1 This name is as oint¬ 
ment poured forth, ever sweet, ever refreshing to the 
fainting traveller. Where shall 1 begin tho wondrous 
theme? Shall I speak of'that lowly God-man,,whoi 
befbre the highest parts of the dust of the earth were 
laid, contemplated, with delight, a time of sojounung 
with worms of the dunghill ? Shall I speak of that 
love whidi forced him from a Father’s bosom, emptied 
him of all his glory, brought him from his throne and 
seq>tre, to lie'helpless in a stable? wUch made him 
W^nge hallelujahs for corses, the adoratbn of 
thuusaud thousands for the scorn and derision of men ? 
ShcB 1 speak of that love which gave his back to the 
smiters, and his cheeks to those who plucked off the 
hair j which drank the cup of trembling, even to the 
dregs, which trod the wiue-ptess alone, bore a beloved 
Father’s curse, and died a million deaths in one ? Oh, 
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love past fiadin^ out t Angels, je would puse your 
God for it; but it is » mystery whose depth ye cannot 
fathom. Worms, for you he died. Alas, ye feel it not; 
or, if ye WiOuld praise him, sin damps your hallelujahs, 
checks your songs. But the hour is coming, (yea, with 
some of our dear departed brethren, now is,) wfaeit we 
shall be enabled to praise him. 

" Then in a sweeter, nohler song. 

I’ll sing his power to save •, • 

When tills poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies sUent in the grave." 

Your time of trial, if not yet past, is nigh at band, my 
beloved iriend. Will yon not trust dove like this? 
What could have been done more for you, that Jesus 
has not done ? and what good thing will he now with* 
hold? He has given you grace to feel your need of 
him; and remember what is linked unto gmee, in a 
chain which netier can bo broken: " He will give 
grace anff glory” He has an inlieritance incorrup¬ 
tible, •undefiled, and Uut fadeth not away, reterved in 
heaven for you; and you are kept for it by the power 
of find. How safe! how happy! who is like unto 
thee, 0 people saved by the Lord I 
.... I tiave now been at^s dear placea week; it 
is a sweet spot, n>^T surrounding u« on every side; 
hut what I esteem greatest mercy of all, is the gift 
of a heart which' eannot rad in these mercies. Our. 
large garden is walled in with cottages, some con* . 
taining jewels, oUmrs interesting seekers, smiLall some 



430 


work for us honoured iustruments. - A very dear old 
luinister we have, of whom you shall hear more another 
time. 


LETTER VIII. 

To THE Same. 

JunelL-Uh, 1818. 

I MCST take this opportunity of writin/^ once more to 
you, though my time is peculiarly occupied, and I am 
anticipating a little oose with you by wonl of mouth, 
ere long. Oh, my beloved Mends, should 1 lie }icr- 
mitted to sojourn amongst you once nwre, do, I entreat 
of you, pray that 1 may come in the fulness of the 
blessing of the Gospel of Christ; that 1 nuiy be en> 
abled to refresh you, and be refreshed by you. T look 
back with many a heart'acho to the idb, unprofitable 
visits I have too often paid; talk, indeed, I did; hut 
my talking was not of the Most High. Vain glory too 
often animated my tongue, self was exalted, and Jesus 
'placed in the back ground. Fain would I wash out 
fr>r ever many a visit begun, contmued, .and ended in 
this frame of mhid$ but were mine hesul waters, and 
mine eyes fountains of tears, they would avail nofoing 
to wash out one of these stains. Td my injured, 
' slighted Liord only can I turn; and'ch; what a recep* 
tion do I here find 1 " Before they call, Fwill answer.” 
Ah, Lord, and what wilt thon say to such a wr^h r 
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« Cry unto her, that her iniquity is pardoned: fcD her, 
that the thickest cloud of sin is blotted out: tell her, 
that when they are brought to her charge, 1, her 
Judge, will justify her; that every mouth which riseth 
against her in the judgment shall be condemned: tell 
her, I love her ,/hHN everlasting to everlasting: that 
the mountains may depart, and the hills be removed, 
but my kindness cannot, and shall not deimrt from her: 
tell her, though the fondest mother may forget her 
helpless babe, yet will not I forget her: tell her, she is 
perfect through my comeliness; that 1 can find no spot 
in her, nay, that I cannot rest satisfied until I have 
brought her into my rest, into my joy, into my glory, 
into my presence: tell her, I rest in my love and 
rejoice over her wid: joy and singing.* Truly, my 
Lord, this love to me is wouderihL - Unbelief is ready 
to say,'“ How can these things be?* but, thongh too 
often I. believe not, yet thou abidest faithful. 

I must now congratulate yon, on the loan you have 
lately received from the Lord. I have been truly 
happy to hear that you passed salhly through this time 
of danger, for I am very unwilling to part with you; 
you are wanted in dm church militant, though you 
would recedve a joy&l welixmie in the church tri¬ 
umphant. I pray that your new treasure may be a 
jewel of the fiedeemer's crom^ and diat you may lend 
tier to the Lpid so long as she liveth. 
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LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

/M. 15rifl8I0. 

I FEEL at a loss which to address first of all my precious 
dock; but I think the foremost on my list are those 
who have been loDg dear to me in the flesh, and who 
ministered to me in carnal things long before I was cn> 
abled to minister unto tiicm in spiritual things. Among 
these, yoQr name, and the old servants snrroundiiig dear 
F—e, have the first claim. .... With mingled emo¬ 
tions, my beloved friend, did I pass your happy house, 
on the morning of the 21st. I looked at the little 
glimmering light in your dwelling, while tlie brighten¬ 
ing horizon promised to give you, ere. long, an ample 
substitute for your expiring taper; die morning star 
shone brightly as the forerunner ofday m which 
you would not want the light of a candle; and should 
1 not trust One, who had made such ridi provision for 
your temporal wants, to provide for your spiritual 
. alfo? Though your poor glunmeriug taper was de- 
.parting firom you,.yet, blessed bo God, the "bright 
and morning star” has been ^iven utjto you, the har¬ 
binger of an eternal, a cloudless day. .Soon, soon shall 
your precious soul awake, and diakn. iteelf firaiB die- 
dust; soon shall eVery shadotr of ai|^ awnyt 
sesm ahaU; the ehilR^ dempi idgfat be dkpriejied; 
soon shidi slumber of 

ihg eoul, and ^ dull wnlta up is the lilw^ of 
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him who is altogether lovely* Then shall you no 
more need the light of a eeiulle, for the Lord shall 
be thine everlasth^ light, and thy God thy glory. 
Ah, my fncnd, with such a day bcfora us, we might 
well be content to through a night of gloominess 
and sttfleiing! But it is the will of our God that 
our joy should he fulL He hath already given us 
the bright and morning star, even Christ, the hope 
of glory. He bids us lift up our eyes and look untrt 
the bills, behold the dawu of day ou the tops of the 
mountaius, the shadows fleeing away, and our Be- 
iorei], like a roe or a young hart upon the mountains 
of division so speedily coming towards us. Behold, 
his desire is towards us; no> exile can so hasten 
to be loosed, as he hastens to receive us unto himself, 
that where he is, tliere we may be also. Angels 
wait for a iitUer discovery of tlie honours that shall 
be put upon that people whom their King dch^teth 
to honour; yea,, heaven shidl be einptie<l for an escort 
to tdke his bride home; “ be shall come, and aU 
the holy angels with him.” Then shall the “taber¬ 
nacle of God be witli roon, and lie will dwell with 
them.” No need then of creature cdtnforts, no need 
of shallow streams; the Lord shall be your all-satis- 
fying portion for ever, and you shall driuk at the 
foulitain-head .of blessedness. Thus, my dear Mrs... 

——, 3ivaa, nyr .hriprt revived in the painful sepa- ■ 
radon from you ai^. my litt^ flock i thus, when 
agrinat your prayers and entreaties, 1 seemed fo .n^ 
you jpup broken Vdistern, iny he«t. re8tedi .,widi 
d^[|ht oit tlmt living fountain ever opeiied to i^jiiho 
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are athirst. It pleased the Father, that in Jesas 
should all fulness dwell, and dkonld H not please us 
also ? Neither men nor devils can shut as out from 
it; ever near, ever open, capable of satisfying the 
lai;gest domunds. From this we are encourage<i to 
take, Until wo be filled with all the fulHvtx of O’od. 
Well then may we ask, How can' the soul a tlrojt be¬ 
moan, That has a finuUaiu near ? One thing, however, 
in seporatimi from frieu^ I ntust ockuowleilge, ever 
weighs hea^y upon .luy heart, and that is, that our 
eonuiiUning, whilst we walked together by the way, 
has not been more of Jesus; that our talk has not 
beeu so much of his righteousness and wondrous 
wnrics, as of our poor wortldess selves, and of our 
doings; tiuit we have not tuned our hearts and voices 
more to songs which we hope to sing together through 
eternity; that our conversation ims been so much of 
pretmt things, of a wiidemc.4s which is fleeing away as a 
sliadow ; of difSeulties which are vanishing as smoke; of 
enemies, whose place shall soon be sought fQr,'and shall 
not. he found, whilst crowns, thrones, victories, mansions 
in glory, an ^mity witli Jesus, so little (wcupted our 
hearts aud lips. How often, were Jesus to join us, as we 
walk by the way, and arc sad, (as he did those going to 
Kmmaus,) might he ask, “where is your faith? and 
how is it thift ye do not believe? 0 slow of heart 
to believe all that theprophettf ,have spoken!” .Wiio 
would believe, that ov^beard us, that we have suc^ an 
inlmritaneo'b^ore us! The exile speal^ of the day 
when his tuna of banishment expires, the priso^r, 
lei the end. pf his imprisonment, the school bpj^' of. 



Ills holidays, the heir to an estate, of the day when-"-: 
he comes uito possession; and liave behevers no snch' 
blessed |>eriod tO qiealc of? . Ah, it is unbelief that 
st'ilis their month ; they question whether these thinj^ 
shall really ever be for them; they look to a title 
ill thems)‘lv(», and there they never are to find it. 
In Jesus, our title is. the same yesterday, to>day, and 
for ever; though we change yet he changeth not; 
he has secured the purchase, he has the keys of 
death and hell, wherewith to set us free; already 
luith he made us sit with him in hearculy thingw 
mu! places; not the meanest member shall be, or 
can lie, left behind. '‘The head wUl not say to the 
foot, I have no need of ihte because he lives, 
we mnuNf live also. 1 have left but little room to 
toll you how we are going on here. Our God is 
gcKid, and docth us good continually . , Take care of 

your eaithen vessel,, because it is not your own, but 
•Mmght with a price. 


LETTER X. 
To THU Sake. 


Ma^, 1820 . 

:CAUCBX.X do I catch a glimpse of my precious little 
Qck, as it travels through ihe ^wUdeSnew, ere I aiu 
Amoved from .them, and can behold thed^ qply with 



the eje of lintiii m ttoj eonift 
.Belove4« Tho Seeh imM feel t^ .eeptnitfen, 'while tl>e 
i^irit eaya, “Even to, jPather, fer io'H eeenieth good 
in eight i" yea, thtwgh majoj * long mile lies be¬ 
tween-the’travellers,' tihe spirit &ids matter few abon- 
dant joy. It beholds the fioeh eominff vp s unable, 
unwiiling to lie down, and tak^^up its i^t, in a land 
so grcatlj polluted. The sprit sees the travelletis, 
when deprived of eveij created friend, in possession of 
the most powerful, the most faithful, the most loving 
of friends: One w'ho removes every unnecessary thorn 
from tlieir path; who will carry them in his liostmi, 
when they grow wcaiw, or the road becomes too rough, 
for them: One who -will spread a table for them in 
tlie presence of all thtnr enemies, and whose unchang¬ 
ing word is passed, “ nothing shall by any means liurt 
yotu” 1 see t^t oiir paths, though a little apart now, 
meet in a point at the end; and oh, what a [wint is 
thm! a Father’s home, a Father’s bosom. I see that 
we are approaching that blessed end as fast as time 
can move; asod what emt I, what dare I, ask for more ? 
,WhKt «an I tell my God we are in want of, with such 
a ptatUm ? 1 may tell him thiA we want ^yes to 
see and hearts to feel, our blessedness. -' Then would 
not the soul a drop bemoan, which baa a;feantaiu near. 
Then would ihe, feet ruii with patience' idiun^ the 

race set before Aem. Then arould ^Idrtt of 

a . jpng^ go- ainghig: lover the roughert jpath. ..tiduch 
was leaihi^ Ihem to' snbh a home. Lord, increhse 
our faith I ■ . ' • . 

I fed Miured, my dear Mrfc A—.—, that we . 
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.^tsve Wl * ^afee in ;^br tluniglos and jiiiayeni, 
and I would hejie.la joor ttafdk^vinga j for truly we 
hare abundant cauae to be tbankfid. Mercy oubraceth 
us on every side. Tbf {nomue is abundantly fulfilled 
to my beloTod brother and sister btere, I- will bless 
tbee, and make tbee a blessing,” &o..... I must only 
add my kindest regards to sdL 


LETTER XI. 

To TBE Same. 

April 2nd, 1821. 

*....! KNOW not when I have been much more in 
earnest in calling upon niy God, than for you, my 
beloved fnend, while I have been looking at you Walk-.. 
ing through a furnace heated (me seven times mere tiian 
it was wont to be heated. It was not long sinee you . 
were speaking to me of the delightful duulow which yodi^‘' 
bdoved (diild began to yield you; what must have been- 
your feeliugs, when your gourd begun tu'wkber, when 'a' 
vehement east wind, and a,8Corchiug sun of tomjiitii^on 
dieat i^pceii Toth.^aod the bdsy tempter almost’ forced 
your heiiart to sej^ I do vxU .to be ang^ ?” I; 
have dcM^y sympathized with you in'all these ^uiiga.t: 
^Mit while my poor sympaUiy could profit'you Ritk^ 

. a far better Friend,' I w^ know, has been al^icfed 
in your every ufiBictien, ^ stoyed hie, 
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in tibe day «f the eiet irinds ha* mdked widt/yen 
in ihh foitiidee, and in every temptafi^ haa ma^ 
n ar^ for yea to escape: For the life of your child yon 
pM^ed, and the Lord hath given yon your petition 
ithieh you aAed of him. May you have grace to add 
with Hannah of old> hot —^ereforej 1 will rejoice in 
ny tdiiM, and prize her moro dearly than hrfore; hut, 
" Therefere also have I lent her to the Lard; as loii(^ 
as she liveth riiall die he lent onto the Lord;” • So shall 
yon indeed ei^y your .child here, and hereafter shall 
receive your own with ahundant usury. You wUl, I 
know, oununi that you cannot do this more. Well, my 
friend, bless that God who hath put tiie (frn're into 
your heart; he knows your weakness, and he kin<hy 
says, “ It is vtdl that it is in thy heart.” In the uonntry 
whmo our best treasures are kept, wo shall he ahic to 
h^ them vtithont danger of crushing them by our' 
..too: eager grasp : we sliall drink of rivers of pleasures, 
and pollute die stream no more wMi our sinful lips of 
day. Ah, happy country! May we keep it more 
steadily in view 1 ^ 

’ Jffive^my^ove to dear C—*■', imd tall her I hoiie 
she haa foand Jesus precious to her. 
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LETTER XII. 

To THE Same. 

January Mth, 1822. 

It is, I hope, a grateful heart, that I this 
morning hear how the Lord has shewn merej unto 
you; and as I have prayed for you, I wWd now 
praise our prayer-answering God. In this land, how¬ 
ever, ire<di mercies bring fresh snares; and prayer 
and praise must be laid together on the altar of in¬ 
cense. Yon have another tie to earth, my beloved 
friend, another weight upon your wbgs, which fain 
would shake themselves from the dust, and soar up¬ 
ward. But he who bestowed the gift has sanetified it; 
his watchful eye has foreseen every danger, and his 
faithful heart has not ceased to pray for you, that your 
faith fail not. “ The seed of the r^teons U blessed.” 

1 welcome the dear , little striuiger, as onA of the Messed, 
of the Lord, and I non^atulate you that the child bom 
of you is, we may humUy a child of. the naost. 
high God. May you hold her, as though you hdid her, 
not; nwy your chief joy ever be in the hpfy ahUd.. 
Jetut! Precious namel .Dwell upon it;' wnm sIh':^ 
comes in like a'Rood,- when fiery ds^rts fly thick, 
raembw he cannot answer to his muni^ bat os' he saves 
hti. pe<^e from their sins. 

i have paoeh to write, and little time.! Givd nqF.teue.'' 
christhuii love to all niy dear old friends, &c.. 
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1-BTTER Xill. 

Td CHS Samx. 

December ISllt, 1S26. 

If I had onlj time to tell you that 1 hive you, and 
think tdiout you, I cannot let this parcel go, without a 
line to say so; and perhaps it may just refresh you to 
remind you, that Jesus loves you, and will love you to 
the end, and surely the only wonder is, that hlood- 
bought {ulgrims «an talk. of any thing beside. Ah, 
say you, I wish I could be sure of that, and I would 
talk about it. Why, my dear friend, your very wish 
is an assurance; nature never gave birth to it, aud 
I think you will not give the devil credit for it. 
Then who created it ? One who never leaves a work 
unfinished—One who loved you befOTe the world was 
—One. whose lore cannot know a shadow of turning, 
who says in your worst days, “ I have uot seen ini¬ 
quity, neither have I beheld perverseness in her. 1 am 
the same, I change not.” Bring.your poor cold heart 
to this glowing fire of his lov^ and see if it does uot 
get a little warmth t and sit not pufiing over the poor, 
d^g embers of yotur.love to him. We live by his life, 
tuid lore 1^ his love, We may hot, cannot, keep a stock 
of our owni. It would breed worms. . 

: Kind efaristiaa love to. all old.j&ie(Dds.>. . v> 
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LETTER XIV. 

To TltB Sins. ’ 

February 2nd, 1830. 

I1.4D 'I written to jon as often a«-mjr-heart has 
wished it, you would have had many'a. long letter 
from me ere this; but in this, as id ihany other 
things, I eould say, “To wili. is present'with me, 
but how' to perform that which is ^jpod I find not.* 
Yet why did I laish to write to you, but beeause 
yon were dear unto me ? and why does my ^ter in 
Christ so often cry out with tears, “ Oh, that I could 
but hold more eommuniou with the Lord! Oh, that 
1 could but pour out my heart before him, and be 
quite sure that he speaks comfortably to me, even 
to me/” Why, but because he has let fall into her 
heart a drop of love from his overflowing bosom, and 
given her this desire to love him, who ha& yfret’ 
loved her with an everlasting love? Wrong liiro not, 
my dear &iend, nor think that a heart, by nature a 
lump of enmity against Ood, could ever feel a draw* 
Ing towards hlm« if. it'^ere not for . a goldea ebain. 
let down from his own heart. Wrong not Uie riches ' 
of his grace by sa^£^,'“ I am too vilet I Imve sinned;' 
against light.^tmd love!* Oh remember, “If when.' 
we were sweniiss tto'> were iwonciled unto God by the: 
death of his Son, mwcA more, being reconoilei^ we 
diull be saved by bis life.” What were ws^-'.when 
Jesus Was agonising for «b in the garden, -dyings. 

n 3 
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on thn aocwied ti«e? God” "I luww 

thnck” might ho say, “that tltou wonldoit deal rerg 
trenchmnsly, and waat colled a trauagfossiir fi'otn the 
womh.” Yet, dead aa iro were in trasjNts'ios and 
prepared to fight against God with a high hand oven 
(rom our mother’s wtntib t then, even then, the Father 
rould say he wos wfU pleased} tin* Surety could say, 
“ It is finished and the H(dy Ghost could lUiclan*, 
the Mc'siah hod “ made rei-unciliatiun ft>r inupiitN 
You must acknowledge, iu your darkest momentii, 
that roil are rd||pcih>d to God; that the enmity is 
removcil; tlial “ it is your chief eonqilaint that your 
lore is aeak and faint.” And was this etfi,*ct<sl bj 
the death of hi« Son ? when crucified throvijh tnill¬ 
ness. aas there this Mighty jioieer for yon, aii uiiIhiiii. 
hardened relud ? Tlien with ahat a aondrous et.i- 
phusis diM*a this '*Murh word' <‘Oine in? The lainl 
give us to understand Ivtier the weight of this goldm 
argunient! Much mote, bidng ruconeiled, «*hildn'n, 
iuloi>tcd, retviMsl into the family, heirs of (Jml, joint 
heirs with Christ, we sluill la- saveil by his life. Yes: 

jou being dead in your sins, ami the uueireumeision 
of your llesli, (you cannot make out a more loathsonie 
state.) hath he gnieitned bigether with him, having 
forgiven you all trespasses.” Look at “the iMuver 
of this endless life;” and that precious “beeauiu- I 
live, ye shuli live alsoour life wra|^Md up iu his; 
nay, not barely living, but our reconciled, wetl-plensed 
Father hath made us sit together widi Christ in 
heavenly places! Oh, for more realisu^ views of 
this our retlemption Sabbath 1 Can we eay, “ We 
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wliich liavo beJiovodt JtO cater into rest?” Can iv(| 
<Myt we hare cocmhI from our own works, os Goil did 
from his—uu l><>(pnnin||f Of^in on Motuihijf f ** Ob, but 
if 1 could pra^ Iwltcr; if I could love more; if iiij hard 
heart wen* but more broken!” My dear friend, this is a 
Had lm>akiiij( of our Christian Sabbath, a sad slighting 
of tiuil lining triumph of <«ttr Jesus, wliich will newt 
(■<>dv to sound ill heaseu, oorth, and hell, “I haTcliiiishcil 
the work whirli thou gasest me to do." This is a turn¬ 
ing away from “the rest and the refreshing wlieienith 
he causes the weary to rest." This is but Inlamriug 
fur scry sanity, aiul disquieting ourselves in tain. The 
-uiil grows loan with the fruitioss toil; the dis<i|i|Miinted 
spirit is useruhchiied ; .iiid in place of the Chrisiittii 
fnitmjt/nutf almiff in Chrht Jisim, we belndil the 
<li,ld lio'iud with the feluws of a sUvts and groaiimu 
uudei I ruel Ixindagc. 

While I siKwk to yon, I would speak first to my 
own dull, stujiid heart, mid address it in thohO strange 
storils, «I.<«t us LABut'K, tlierc«f<us>, to niter into that 
rest.” Tlue, this is jour work—well eallcd the tror/i 
111 f.titli—to gne (iikI full eredt/, to take him at Ids 
word ; simply to la'llete that he nu‘nns what he .saysi 
to ataiid Jiid in the liberty whcn^witli nirist hath 
made ns fret'. Tilts brings the loviug spirit, the tender 
heart, the child-like dependence, the (nal-hoaouriiig 
walk. This, and this alcmis brings into the rich ex¬ 
perience «rf each lessel of mercy, that which the Lord 
has s(iokeu concerning them, " The Iqftinmt of roan 
shall be hatred dotrii, and the haughtiness of men ahidl 
be Iftid lav, and the Lord alone shall bo exalted.** Ah, 

u 4 * 
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n^'&ramli rMit dbtiiijfuithii^ (TMmi iist «A, the 
tcnigglee end fpweiM <if the oW men •* tku> btgmg hm 
vork. lUppy. hai^y for o*, that Ood Ji (freeter tlmii 
ottr hearts i that the decree is ffoae forth, “ Sin shali not 
have dontiuion over joti ;'’'an»l for this ble»iQd reaMMS, 
•• Ye are not under the kw, but under This 

apecidos, velf-aet'kin^f righteoustiMH, this wolf dreswil 
in dieepS elothiiij', tlial autild fo'in make us rail H a 
drein- of hniiuexs, humility, ami matir other pretty 
]iBmes_the Lord tfive uk to know thh uievsent’er of 
Satan in nil its dispiiM's; tjie laird t;itc ui to iitiiki’ 
hill), what he has most fsruetiiusly iiinde liini'ilf to us, 
“ t1u> first aud the last, the Ix-t'iimiii}' uud the vutlint;, 
the Author and the Fiinsher,” 

I fear I have hut darkly oipresseil, what as \et I do 
but so(‘ through a glass darkly t but I often fear that 
my lonnl, and I may say bett loved little iloek 
are not oAen led to the “ htffb mountnitis of Israel.’* 
aud I try to plead for them, Krek. xxxit. l-i, Id. How 
pri'idous that “7/” “I will;” what? “ftedi” not only 
proride fotal, hut /rerf; they shall have it all from his 
own dear piereed luind. They sludJ lie down; no, not 
soj “7 will rausf them to lie down.*’ Never, never 
shall the riefaest promise prtive a restiiig-plaet*, till the 
Lord spread it out for us; nor ever slwll latr weary 
souls be aide to lie down upon one oonmr of it, how¬ 
ever open and free it looks, till that gtwd She]dierd 
rftvse ns to lie down. But I neeil not tell you this, iiiy 
dear sister j you know it well; but prha|is, like me, 
you too oAen forget it, when you turn into Uio good 
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'|iMtoN of lt» Word; and tben w« wonder nUij ' 
pwttileo iiweU our eye, and will not meet <mr «we;f ; 
w« Winder why we are etill “ in«ia.voured and lean-i 
deahedt’* thoog^h wo hare eaten chaptw after chapter; 
we wonder why oar weary soul cUU wander* to and 
fro, after the iiioeieant call, " lletarn onto Tinr rest, 
O my soul r Let u* resort yet more and mure unto 
these pasture*, but let it be with an eye more intensely 
iixed upon our Shepherd, a heart mure simply lookings 
unto him, a ntiud more entirely dejKmdent upon him. 
Tlien shall we Im> ubtuidantlj/ satisfied with the fatness 
of his hi>us<>, and find tiint he Iia» indeed bread enough 
aittl to sfiare, &r. .... 

.... I base l><>en writing the latter part of my letter 
ulmu'>t ill the iltirk, and ft‘ar yuii will Iiave gnnit trouble 
ill iiiBklii}> it out; but if sou ean sficll out a little of 
tile faitiiiiil lose of your old friond in this sheet, I sludl 
lie jileasisl; and 1 sliali ask my Lord to make wliatcver 
I have written aright of bis dear name to be as oint- 
ineiit {Miuivil fail til, and then I know it will refresh 
;iua. IteiiieuitMT me kindly to all your family; may 
}ou ail fully experience Psalm xc. Iti, 17. 


LETTER TO MISS L-Y T—iY. 

S -«, Fdtruary 1826. ■ 

To my great surprise, your mother tells me that yod. 
cannot rest satisfied without a letter from mg; con^ 
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qnentljt'ilioQgh 1 have many calls upon niylim^ I am 
m my turn in a state of restlessness, till 1 hare en¬ 
deavoured to set yutt at res^ by devoting a portion of 
it to yon. But vriiat shall I vrrite, that may |dease and 
edify you? If 1 am luqqty eiwugh to do so, it will 
only be in proportion, as ray letter is derived from tliat 
precious letter, which is sent from tlie court of the 
King of kings, and which is open nnto you conti- 
nurily. Oh, whut can you remlcr imto the Lord for 
the uusiwakahle mercy, that to you is the uord of tliix 
salvation sent—that for ^ok the l.amh lias prcMuIed 
to open tliose seals, nhich no creature in earth or in 
heaven could have oiKOted—tliat (tod, wlnt coranuindcd 
the light to shine out of durkn<‘ss, hath '•hiued into 
your heart, so thiU in hit light you see light ? When 
you look at the thousand thousands, to whoin this 
letter has ueser yet keen sent: the tens of thousands 
to whom it is, a dead letter,, closed aiul sealed from 
them: the thousands who have tlie light shiuing in the 
midst of sueh gross darkness, that tlioy eomprebond it 
not—and tiie millima against whom this letter will be 
a swift witness; Uie distinguishing grace and loving- 
kindness of,(iod tomrds you do indeed appear. You 
will, 1 know, be ready to accuse younelf for prizing 
this precious book m more, fur studying it with mi 
little prayer and praise, for fashioning yourself so 
jiartially by it. But while to .lu must ever belong 
sbame and eoitfiision of face, let os at least eudtwvour 
to give onto the Lord the glory due mto his name, to 
bless him for every spark of grace in such an ocean of 
corruption, for every ray of l%ht that [derces through 
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nucli thick darkness. That even one word of lus hna 
been to you qoiok and powerful, one promise been 
made a song in die bouse of your‘pilgriniage, one 
precept been so hid in your heart as to preserve yon 
from sinning against him; these are mercies for wlach 
your heart should ever glow, for which your life 
should ever he ready to show forth his praise; and, 
truly, praise is eoiiiely and healthy fur the soul; it 
satisfies it, us with marrow and fatness, and strengthens 
it to otter yet luiuther and another sacrifiee, even the 
ealv«*s of our lives. 

Your mother telN me, dearest L—.y , that you 

fiH-l grstefid to me as the unworthy, but honoured 
instrument of goeil to your ]>recious soul. Of this 1 
was, presioubly, quite uueoiiseiegb; but I trust, while 
it has greatly added to my delrt towards that wonder¬ 
working trod, who has mmdesoendeil to use so very 
vile a tiHti, it has also added to my poor tribute of 
gratitude and ]>ruiso, and encouraged me in my ialiourh 
for such a Muster. But when 1 weigh ray love fur 
your dear soul, with his everlasting love; my cmiet'm 
about you, with that interest which he felt, when ht 
even agonised and died fur you; my watchfulness, with 
his every moment’s earo; 1 am ashamed to tiiink that 
you should, £or one instant, look at ihe instrument, 
or spend one particle of love and gratitude upon it. 
Much as I prise your love, I would desire freely and 
unreservedly to transfer it all to him who alone is 
worthy, and I think I would he content even to be 
fiiigotten by you, if by that means Jesus wight be 
nmie fervently prised. • 
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1 hope jFou are enahied to go c^eerfall; throngh 
yonr oorapatione, remembering' that you arc in the 
path of dd^^tehllo ttae day* you ItAour. Blessed be 
Ood, yoivs is not the complaint of those of old, *“ We 
labour and have no rest.” ' You do hnow the rest 
and the reiznhing wherewith the weary may rest in 
' tite midst of toils and weariness. all you' do lie 
'done os unto the Lord; and of the Lord you- shall 
receive the'reward of peace, quietness, aod assurance 
■tor tent. 

'■ ''Iff ever a feeling of love and gratitude towards mo 
springs up in your heart, tiy and turn ft into prayer 
for me. So will you repay a thousand-fold one wjbo is 
tnilfeed poor and needy. 


LETTER TO MISS R-T-^Y. 

. s -m,4a»«if n< 4 , 1828. 

WHm I eonsider What an ^^ertion it must , have 
heen to you to . write to me, and how 4^d it was of 
you to malm dut '^slrtion, I- am ashamed of 

my long silenee) and though 4te’**.jeltC man,” who is' 
never at a loss .lor excuses, oould* how'fill pages with 
reiWoos why.r^ 'have not written fiii's, I would 
Jrather hush the mlf-jaififier^ the onnHion 

the heed of that dark, ^>1% list'hf;-thhigs left- 
whii^ oe^ to harexheen done., pit, 
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chctrinj^ to turn from tUs dnrk list to the records of 
die life of One who fulfilled att righteousness, and to 
lie permitted to inscribe over this, “The Lord my 
rigliU-ousiicss.” While I hear from the month of mj 
well pleased God, “ You arc complete in him,” I won- 
<h*r, gase, odmiru, and rejoice: but etefrj omission 
ac<)uires a ten-fold darkness, while contMsted with this 
glorious brightness; and in this light sin does indeed 
ajipear exceeding sinful. May I increasingly see and 
feel how much is forgiven, how much is fntdy givao, 
tliat I may love mucdi 1 

You, my beloved child, are now hid in his pavilion, 
in the secret of his tabernacle, and appear, as it were, 
to stand in the s'cstibule of your Father’s house. Ilow 
would ail affectionate ehild, in such a sHuation, long 
to se<‘ the servant arrive to open the inner door and 
admit her to her Father’s bosom. But ufay speak I 
of a servant? Jesus, the everlasting Father, has de- 
cloreil, “/ will come agmn and receive you unto 
uiysclf.” Ycb, he who has done the meanest, lowest 
borv’iees for you in your low estate; he who hinaelf 
washed you from your Uood, when no other eye 
pitied you, when no other hand could or would have 
touched you; he who anointed you, clothed you, who 
stoops to wash your feet daily from every poUution 
contracted in your walk through dtis dir^ world; he, 
whoso joy spread a fresh gleam of gladness over his 
surrounding gladness, when your trmnUing fret took 
the first sfep Zionward; h<H oven he himself, has un¬ 
dertaken to be with you in your last step, and of all 
the precious objects that engage his attimtion, of all 
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the scenes in which he rcjmces, (we speak emphaticallj, 
bnt we speek sfier hisoi when we saj,) " Preeioiii> 
in the sight of the L«bh1 u the death of his saints.” 
While he thus takes pleasure in having jrou nith him, 
that you may behold his glory, may you joy more and 
more in the sweet prospect of being ever with the 
Lord; freed frmn your tile body, far ij'om the assaults 
of every enemy, out of the reach of every storm a-ith 
him in whose jnesence is the fit/tuM of j<^, and at 
whose right hand there are pleitsnres for everuiore. I 
greatly rejoice to find that he has enabled you to take 
him at his woni: to believe that he will deal bounti¬ 
fully with you aennding to bis word: this is the seerrt 
of comfort, joy, jHiais*, holinesk, and ha[ipine,-<. Ob, 
write over against every jirecious promise, the self- 
auswering inquiry, o Hath ho spuken, and shall he nut 
make it go<Ml?” We want more simplicity in heaiiiig 
what God the Lord saith unto us, more of the spirit 
of a little child: we often gainsay, and argue, and 
eavi! more against a God of truth than we do against 
a fellow wrorm. And, for our further eneourageineiit, 
the glorious treasury of the {tromises is Christ .Toms, 
perfectly secure from every enemy and from all dettay ; 
aiid the power, the justice, the mercy, the truth of 
God are glorified when any proiniso is fuliillod in any 
poor oinner; for they are all in Christ, yea, and in 
him, amen, to the glory of God by us. Wliat eneon- 
ragemont, then, have ww to plead with every promise, 
” Now, Lord, let this thing that thou hast s^hen ooit- 
ceming thy Servant be estahiiabed for over, and do as 
thon hast said.” Soon, wndi a less tremulous hand, 
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you set to your seal that God is true; a&d, with a 
a less tremulous Toieef eternally testify, that not one 
thing’ hath failed of all the good things that he hath 

spoken euiiceming you .... 

. . ..1 shall rejoioe to hear that the Lord is 

pleased to prosper your dear mother and sisters in 
their school: but, whether he frowns or smiles, it is 
all from the same soureo, love, and all to take away 
sin and to do us good at our latter end. There can 
be no vanation in the thou^te that he thinks toward 

you, thoughts of peace, and not of oviL . 

. I trust 1 need not say many words to assure 

you of the faithful and affectionate love of your sincere 
friend. 


. LBTTEB TO MISS T-Y. 

April 27<A, 1831. ' 

It was with sincere syn^olhy I last nig^it heard of the' 
hot furnace in which you are ww placed. 1 hasten to. 
assure you of that sympathy,'for however vain oreatore 
help, in circumstances such Its yours, yet it is the ap- 
poiutment of our Head, that if one member snflbr, alt 
the members sv^er with it; and .while by this unerring 
appointment sorrows are, as it were, multiplied in the 
body, their very multi^cation is th^. niepis.. of their r. 
mitigation. But what slwdl.. I .,aay unto my: btdov^’' 
children?. Ah! the Imrd has put a word, ip my-; 
mouth;.he.has bid me say,y‘ I will not h^e you 
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orphaiui i vQI oome unto joa." Foitb will wiuwer, 
" It is enough. I have all and abound, having the 
fulueaa of him who filloth all in alL* Jeaua, Father, 
Mother, Hoaband, Brother, ia yet alive; and he beara 
no empty namea: all that I ooidd have enjoyed of the 
creature in these lelationa would have beeu but a drop 
out of his fulness. He saw me too well content with 
drops; and because it is his will that my joy should 
be /td/, he has brohen down every cistern to uhich 
I so eagerly ran, aud thus eonatrained me to coiue to 
the Fountain. Beloved children, my very heart lilecds, 
when I think uhat you will feel in beholding the de> 
solatiou of a cistern from whieh you have derived 
your best drops, aud .to which, from your very birth, 
you have been so accustomed to resort. But do f, the 
very least little ineuiber of the body, feel for you thus ? 
What dues the Hood feel ? Ah! lie sees you bereft of 
a mother’s comfort, and ho steps iu and says, “ As one 
whom his mother coaiforteth, so will 1 comfort you 
and he adds, (what your beloved mother could never 
add with all her most strenuous and affectionate eu- 
deavoura) “ Ye tia// bo comfnrteiL” Oh the oinni- 
]iotency of his love! the boa-els of his compassiuim! 
It is but to open to ns fresh stores of these, that he ever 
tuffen a pricking hrier, or a grieving tihoru, to distrew 
and wound us. 1 ought to congratulate you, my dear 
friends, not only that your previous mother is escaping 
the evil to come, and entering into rest, but tlwt the 
Lord is about to lay a double claim, as it wero^ upon 
you; to bind btmself to you by double ties, and to g^ve 
you the choicest place iu his pavilion. He will uani- 
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Aft imto :;ymi wliait. \ie meiu» when ;|^ atidertak«t to 1A 
ft &>(f onto lfrae1..1. Oh hm; he keep job from vrong^' 
Ag hb Aithfiil heftrt bjr nay hard thoug^s; may he 
make yoii quite eidra that qU his patha .s» aaeecy aad 
truth; that he knots tlm Uioughts that he thinks 
toward you, thoughts of peao^ and not of evil, to give 
you an expected end; and you will surely " kiss thoK 
troubles at parting, which you mot widi trembling.” . 
May ho cause yon to know the certain^ of the words of 
truth, and to wdeome tliose workmen, however rough, 
who are engtig^'d by one Master, and combined to ac> 
coniplish good, and only good for you. 

A great pressure, df occupations, within and without, 
obliges me to desist from writing more, and^must plead 
my excuse for the extremely hurried way in which I 
liave written. Bnt “ the desuro of a man is his kind¬ 
ness and truly it is my desire to ministm' unto you; 
and if this scrawl does but convince yon. that yon are 
still dear to your Teacher, it may be a gleam-of sun¬ 
shine in a cloudy day: but oh that it may be a means «f 
darting a ray of the love of Jesus across your path, and 
then I shall not have writtra, nor you liave w^d, in 
vain. To bis most loving, faithful heart, and un¬ 
ceasing care, I would affectionately comnmnd you. 
May he fill, to overflowing, every craving void: and 
when be giveth quietness, who then cad make trouble ? 
if you can spare a prayer for a pilgrim, and a soldier 
about to engage with hosts of .Philistines, remem-, 
.her UK. 
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LETTER TO MISS A. B. T-Y. 

C~—n,^u^fit:iO(h, 1827. 

Praiss to the precious se^ I and praise to the good 
Hnsbani^an! She that went forth weeping, now 
comes again with rejoicing, bringing sheaves with 
her: but neither is she that jdanteth any thing, nor 
she tliat watcreth, but Go4 that giveth the increase. 
Thank you for your grateful remembrance of the old 
plough; it made rough ' work sometinu'^, but God 
settled the furrow^.; made them soft with showers, 
greatly enriched them with the river of God, prejwred 
the com, and blesscil the springing of it. Let him have 
all the love, and all the praise, for he only is worthy. 
I could love to see your dear faces again; but I 
have no greater joy than to hear that my children 
walk in the troth, and this my joy is fulfilled, in you. 
And now tell ye your children of him whom your 
soul lovetii; and let your diiklren tell their children, 
md their children another generation, tiU the world 
be filled with the odour'of that precious name, which is 
as oiiitm^ poured forth. Thgn get to heaven, and 
find that the thousandth p^.he^ im been toil: go 
there and see the sitting of hie aervjin^: and the meat 
of his table, and the attetshmoe sd 1^' miniStors 
their a{q[>arel;. a^ .i{^d[su)^^ yah 

will have ito mbieti Spirit to^iilusdc you ej^ke 

so coldy~4o uinto^ily;~i^ of/iw n- 
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King—nch a- Brother—each a HusImumI ! The, Lord . 
touch our heuts and lip* with a five coal from fhg. 
altar, and keep it glowing amidat the damps and fogs of 
the vihlornesi I 


LETTERS TO MRS. P-E. 


letter L 

F——e, Ang. 29tA, 1825. 

I \KEi> not, I hope, as.<(urc ;ou how much my heart ia 
with you all, and how particularlyT have thought of 
you iu> luy kind substitute on Sunday with my much* 
loved children. I ho]>e to have such accounts of them 
as will lead me to say, with fresh joy and gratitude, “ I 
love the Lord, because he hath heard the voice of my 
suiipiication.” To you, my dear friend, I feel assiu^' 
that it will prove a source of joy, however arduous and 
. even appalling the work may at times appear; hovw- 
ever unpromising the soil, the word of yoiir God is ' - 
^ue forth, tlmt your labour shall, not be in viun. The ■- 
seeds watered wBh teua oft^ come up the strooger,. 
and k is the wee^g seedsman who shiJI at hist bring 

his a&eoPM wh3i him.. Tell my dear gir^ that • 

my hmirt has been lifted ^ in .prayer for them, and 
that the day .i pear whi^ I ihiSB know wUch of 

their Hemrts hiaWhera lifted up jEbr ^efr absent teadier, 
js^d for wdiioh .df ptj iaiaay mex^s am indebted to 
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tltcw ’patfen. The time begiiui to seem retj ‘lon^ 
since I sa^r them, and reminds me how awfull; ]dng 
the sepantion would ,be, should the Lord say to any 
one of them " Depart into ererlasting burnings.” Oh! 
thfdllhougbt that I couM never get near them again; 
once pKU^ invite them to Jesus; never bohcdd 
except at an impassable distance, lifting up.their 

« es in torments; my very heart shrinks from it. The 
>rd forbid it, and grant that we may meet in that 
hles^ [dace; 

“ Where ooiieve^tlons ne’er break np. 

And Sabbaths aever and;" 


LETTER ir. 

To Tire Sams. 

J5-«, July iTril, 182^ 

I (Iaw no longer forbear calling upon our 
frimids to unite with us in praise and t^nks^ving to 
our adorable Lord, for the miiRitadc of tender mercies 
showered down upon us during jdic last week. Through 
his most mighty protection, otir party of lourtMn has 
been carried -through 170 mSas widbout ao imw^ m 
the fear of danger; and whmi we aJI ap^ye^^Mro 
on Fnday, in perfect health paM^ tpia could but 
exclaim with grat^udh and woa^^^;^‘'1^^i&:lmth '^ 0 !d' 
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wrought?* and if he hoe taught our heart* tu glow 
with gratitude for bodily preservation, through a few' 
miles here, and for the peaceful re-union of our dear 
party, what will he make these hearts to feel, if, 
through rich grace, we join the general assembly of 
the church of the first-born, to recount in that day of 
“ our gathering together unto Jesus,” the mercies, the 
deliverances, the joys, and sorrows of the narrow path, 
by which he has led us through this waste howling 
wilderness ; this land of deserts and of pits, of bought 
and of the shadow of dead) 1 There is something to 
me |)cculiarly dear in that expression " general assem¬ 
bly.” Though we seem to be*a large party here, still 
how many, whom we dearly love, we missing; but of 
that general assembly we may say, 

” Apostles, prophets, martyrs, there 
Aroaad'oor Saviour stand; 

And all we love in Christ below, 

Shall Join the glortons bond." 

In that general assembly Utere will be no division of 
church or meeting walls. One temple, one song, one 
light, one love, one joy, oven the joy of our Lord. 
Oh, may wre hasten in spirit and affection towards that 
blessed "gathering together,” and count every rest but 

restless till we arrive there.. 

... We got among some of the poor jpoople yes¬ 
terday, and I am thanl^ toeay they receive us cheer- . 
fully and- gratefully. 'Ms^ -our God prepare work for 
us here, and prepare ns it; but I.beUev4' I like 
Best to move in a i^tmd of diii? dudes, like a:horse in 
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a mill, and am-nerer aa haj^y as when ao employed: 
yet it U well for me to be sometimes taken out of the 
mill, to know whether 1 am willing to do any other 
woric my Master requires, and whether it is his love 
whidi ctinstrains me, or whether 1 go my rounds from 
habit and formality. Pray that I may lie ready for 
every good word and' work every where, and at all 
times. 


LE^TTEU III. 

• To THE Same. 

B -« Q - y, July ‘TUtk, 1W(>. 

■ . . t .Yoc may well say 

yuur’s is a situation to be envied; for to minister to the 
precious members of our ailorable Lord, is an honour 
and a privilege for which angels leave the habitations 
Ilf glory, and hover around the tabernacle of worms ; 
yea, not only around the taberviacle, but for this joy 
ami privilege they cheerfully enter the meanest dwol- 
liiig, pitch their tents beside the bed of languishing, 
or minister to the outcast Lasarus. I desire to Utank 
my God, upon every reniembrancc of you; and while 
I bless him for the effects of a drop of his conqpassions, 
os it were, in. your soul, what ahaJl I liary, what^dwU I 
think of him who is JuB compaaripn? ' IVith. what 
joy may 1 think of. him “ abodt. doiny yoed ;** 

making all the bed'eif the nek; binding tqp the liroken 
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in heart; giving'/^ the medicine to heal soul diseases ; 
sitting os« comforter among the mourners, afflicted in 
all their afflictions, and most hackn’ard to give the 
necessar;r }>ain. If you, my beloved frietul, find such 
pleasure in your labour of love, what does Immanuel 
feel ? How truly docs he rejoice over his peojde t<i 
do them good, with his whole heart and with his whole 
soulOh may we be eiuibled quietly to leave with litni 
the way of doing us good! may'we rest assured, that 
wliat we kttow not now we flmll know hereafter, and 
tJiat however dark the cloud, there is a bright .shining 
Mind it, and tliat his thoughts towards us a;rc thoughts 
ctf peace and 'not of evil, to give us an e.\pectetl end. 

Dear Mr.-has scarcely been out of my thougl^s 

since your letter. May the Qod of all consolation la* 
better to him than ten wives, yea, than ten thousand 
rills of earthly comfort; may he be enabled to drink 
of the river of his pleasures, and be abundantly satis¬ 
fied! MTben I hod the comfort of seeing him, he 
seemed to feel, and I think, almost to say, that he 
could give up every thing. If he might have an interest 
in Jesus. Does he know that sweet hymn, 

" I asked the LonI that I might grow T’ kt. 

I have thought so much of it, since I have found by 
what terrible things in righteousness the laird has 
answered his prayers for growth in grijie. Assure 
him and alt my afflioted friends of ray tender and 
prayerful sympathy, wid. that thoagd< absent in body, I 

x2 
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am very often with them in ^rit ... 

... My grac'ions Master 

h» most kincUy opened a dwjr for me here for my 
favourite work, and f have a very attentive party of 
about thirty children to address every We«incB<lay 
afternoon; may be speak to dieir very hearts. Wo 
also have in view the foi-nuition of a Bible Association ; 
mountains stand in the way, but we have Seen our 
Forerunner level the mountains around, ns, so that we 
are enabled cheerfully to follow his leading, believing 
that the mountains shall become a plain.. 


LETTER IV. 
To THE Same. 


C - n, Sept. 21s/, 1830. 

1 WAS h^f inclined to scold you, ray very dear foiend, 
for making so much of ray poor letters; but really you 


hare repaid roe so handsomely.that I can 

do nothing but thank you.and let you go 


on, well knowing of whom yon ask counsel, and inquire 
in all things, “ WImt wonldst thou ^ve me to do t” 
May you ever enjoy a foil answer, according to Isaiah 
Iviii. 11. It is a sweet employnient to «gather the 
ehurrh togetlier, and rehearse aB that God hath done 
with us, and how he hath opened the door bf foith 
unto tlie Gciitiles.” But “ when I wovdd do good, evil 
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' M present with me j” Had when I would laj all the 
emphasis upon what God hath done, and the door 
-which he hath opened, vile self would fain push in for 
a corner. Well; it does nudce one long- to sing and 
praise in that blessed land, where self cannot creep in, 
where we shall sing tlie song of Moses and the Lamb, 
when self is sunk os lead in the mightjr waters, and 
the Lonn alone is exalted. Oh, what an unspeakable 
mercy to have a heart tuning up for that song; tn 
have the detire to ascribe unretervedly blessing, and 
honour, and glory, and jtower to him that sittodi upon 
the throne, and unto 6ie Lamb fur ever and ever! 
You leeU know, my beloved fellow-labourer, that it is 
the sole prerogative of him who has the keys of the 
house of David, to open the sb-ongly-loeked hearts of 
the children of men; and you will give him all the 
praise, while I give you a peep at one or two ojutning 
lieurts, which 1 have met with in iny visits. Entering 
a house, I found an intelligent looking woman, very 
busy, with three little children around her. Her at¬ 
tention, however, was soon arrested, and having set a 
43haii' for me, we both sat do^m, and her eyes were 
fastened u{)un me, as 1 began to speak of the state of 
her }ioor souL They soon filled with tears, and to my 
surprise and delight she sobbed out, “ Ah, I was up at 

the Hall once, and Mr.- read about the' {luor 

heuthm worshipping crocodiles and all manner of 
fiioUsh things; and that seemed very shocking, but 
they are not half so bad as I am, for they do worship 
to>Hetki$iff, and I worship nothing." She covered her, 
face with her ^pron, and sobbed aloud, and 1 could 
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rMBmk from Weeping-'witb }im> though, yon 
may bdiove, mine were te«r$ of joy. Fmdtng her 
iimIIv burdwed with a sense of sin, I said, ■" I have a 
message from God to you, and I .think yoii will' iii^ he 
is addressing you by name." I then read Matt. id. 28. 
8he said, “Ah, that^s to ms, sure enough, fur 1 am 
tHflcerf weary and heavy iadun.” 1 ttdd her I was 
delighted to hear her say so, and that God had eoih- 
misstoncd roe to s|K‘nk nothing bnt comfort to her. I 
read Isaiah xl. 1, 2. Her look was so eager and 
expressive, that I hardly knew whthhcr she was fully 
entering into the i>assago or waiting for a comment 
upon it; and though I do not like to gild gold, 1 was 
wj anxious to deliver a full gospel, that I added, “ Now 
if you owed an immense bill at tlie diop, mid had no¬ 
thing to pay, and I stood your friend, and went and 
}>iud it all (>ir, aye, and even double fif wiiat you owed, 
should you be in any further trouble about your debt ?” 
“ Oh, I take yoiu’ c-omporison : no, I should be in no 
further trouble about the elebt, but I siiould be in u 
<leal of trouble to think how I should ever make you 
amends.” Never before did I bear so sweet and so 
simple an. application of gosped doctrine, so straight 
and short a cut to the true morality which is learned 
at the cross of Christ. “Blessed trouble, my dear 
friend,” 1 cxclmmod, “ may we all feel it more and 
more! 1 could ahnost suppose there’would be $noh a 
happy trouble as this in heaven itself. . What.idiall 1 
render unto the Lord for all the bent^ be baa .con¬ 
ferred upon me ? What? why just raerira nKwet bake 
; the chp of solvation, and cidi upon the name.;^ .tite 
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Ixtrd.” Wo bad inudi more oonTorgation, and 1 loiif; 
to mi her again; but tim is my bist day bore {or the 
prosent, and 1 shall not have time and strength to get 
half round ere 1 Wve, Oli, how I could rt'juiiN- to 

think of going from house to house.with 

your supply of*winc and milk for proOious souls; but 
now I hope I can rejoice even in the want of sucii .i 
fellow-labmirer, knowing that there is no mistake, mul 
that if our (>od would bo mure glorified in your being 
here, uotbing ctmld or thouM keep you away. Our 

Ji'sus doctli uil tilings well.1 thought to go into 

Kent to rest awhile; but my precious Master is too 
gracious and kind; he will luit lay his poor honoured 

tool by. 

.I desire to he very, very thankful. 

I hu\e /wo bcloted brothers there, aU alive in the 
blcaiied work, and iimiiy dear sisters; and (or officers 
and collectors 1 evjH'Ct to K(>e those valued old s«‘r- 
vouts, who have often carried me in HjUirsarins, and 
who have since been gatiicred by my Saviour’s unit, 
and are now carried m his bosom. You sec, my loved 
friends, I uetsl your prayers wherever 1 go; and 
oil, that they may abound ui my behalf! you can bate 

no idea how they strengthen and refresh me.. 

.But oh, how ought I to be encouraged, 

when I think of my incessant, my powerful Advoeute. 
ever Imiig to make intercession for me, and praying 

lor me that my ^tli fail not 1.Dear 

Mrs. ., give my best love to her. I do bless the 

Lord that he called her to the work of a Sunday school, 
to giv^ her a higher and happier place in hit blessed 
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lehool; may she make rapid progress, and find the 
sore fruit of his teaidiing in the, enjt^ment of great 

peace.. Thank mj dear class for 

their love and sweet verses,' lind tell them how it 
rejoices mj heart to hear ail is going oif so well. 
One of my girls here, in whom 1 had tibscrved some 
change, told me the other day in jarivate, she had 
been trying to pray the last few weeks. Oh, when 

will it. be said of my dear-gifls* * BcMd, 'she 

praycth 1” May they kn^w all the weakness and all 
the strength of Daniel x. 17—19. Dear ■ ■ — , may 
he encourage himself in Job sxiii. 10. I long to 
send a word to each and all, but I must run to 
my dear flock here. • 


LETTER V. 
To TIIK Samk. 


£ — ft, im 

Thank you very much, my dear kind friendi .for 

your note.1 seem to live upon Phil. 

iv. 19, for mystdf and for all dear to me; and ! am 
quite sore the Lord will remember the word to his 
servant, upon which he has caused to hope, for 
never, never shall it be said, that he » a staff of 
reed unto the house of Israel. When he causes to 
hope, he has well proviAid the 6iing hoped for ; and 
he de%hts in seeing hb servants rest themselves 





upon bk gobJ and <Mmfortable words, and asturedly 
he win gire tliem abundant cause to say, " Thon 
hatt dealt weU with thy servant, O Loan, accord¬ 
ing unto thy word.” I feel thaokfU tiiat dear - 

is permitted to linger so long upon the banks of 
Jordan; I do 11*081 she will be enabled to see the 
precious ark standing for Art- in tlie midst of the 
waters, until she is “clean passed over.* Give her, 
with my kind regards, 1 Tim. i. 15; may the Lord 
give her the hand of faith, with which to take fast 
hold of it, and I am sure she will say, I hare 
enough,” for life and for death, for time and for 
eternity. 

1 am very glad my plants serve as remembrancers, 

and 1 am lery sure that if you and dear - love 

them, and water them, and watch over them, because 
they come from a poor vile wonn, God, even oui* own 
God, will well keep and well water the precious plants 
of his beloved Sun’s right hand ploBtiug, purchased 
with groans, and tears, and bloo<L May you, beloved 

friend, your dear boy, your fsther, and-, richly 

enjoy Isaiah xxvii. 3. 
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LETTEll VI. 

To vue Same. 

C——U, November. 1830. 

Yovk accuiiut of your suflcrings has, 1 trust, been 
a nieatis of stirring n»e up to charge my sluggish soul 
afresh, to arouse itself, and not to forget hundreds of 
Ihousuids of bentdits and tender mercies. You have 
been called sweetly to realise Mai. iii. 3; you have 
found a skilful, a tender, a {wtient Refiner, sitting 
continually over against the iurnace, not to destroy, 
but to purify; not to burn a hair of your head, but 
only to consume another and another band, that you 
might walk more at large with the Son of God, and 
enjoy more free intercourse with liim. My precious 
Master gave me a particularly prosjierons jtiumoy ; it 
was begun in prayer, and ended in praise. I never 
hod tlirce more busy, days with ptmr souls, for we 
changed iitside travellers very frequently, and several 
tiroes I had but one with me, and we therefore came 
to very dose work; and, of two, I*believe it might 
he truly said, “whose hearts the Loiin opened, to 
attend to the things -spoken” by his unwortfaiest .seb- 
vniit, and they blessed him again <uid again. for 
having brought ns together in the coach. One dd 
gentleman, who beg^ by telling me Ke “had al¬ 
ways done AU. his duty,” at length wtM brought to 
tesns—the rock was smitten, and the waters Wfiukt 
flow. 
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^\j>d here, my dear friend, laboun multiply upou- 
me. I am aomctimea gently reminded that my pre- 
cioue Master am do without me. Oht the wicked-- 
.nets of blinking he cannot; but I feel the Cross of 
occasional weakness more than I ought, and iancy 
things arc left undone which ought to be done. . . . .' 


Our hearts arc much with you all, -though to tell you 
the truth, I nao|^ily shrink even from the pleasure 
of seeing you all, knowing that the pain which is- to 
follow will be proimrtionably great. But this a 
morrow which may never come, and I ohly hope that 
the drying up of cisterns may lead'us all, more grate¬ 
fully and simply, to tlie fountain of joy—enable us to 
get our joys more into their one eternal focus, and 
understand better 'what it means to rejoice in the 

Loan ahoat/it. .. 

May you increasingly realize and e;^y Cant. vL 3, 
and may Jehovah Jii^ be very legibly inscribed upon 
floor dear S-n.' 


, LETTER m 
. To THE SaME. 

C -M, ilfaiy, 1831. 

i i MtisT justtril you srbat tt'blessed 
Ailfiispn at (he dediciftion of ow- schoois ^^s- 

x4 ' . ' 
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terday. We collected all the chSdKn of God, who 
are as yet manifested to be his; my brother read 
1 Clhron. xxix., and then seemed to throw hiiBself, 
his schools, and his all at the feet of his beloved 
Master;' he then read part of 2 Chron. viL, that 
blessed and speedy answer to prayer in the 15th 
and 16th Verses; then his diief tenant poured out 

prayer and praise; Mr. R-then read the Ixviiith 

Psalm, and then dear — prayed and ^ised sweetly. 
The little band then stmck “ Praise God from 
whom all blesnngs flow,” and the new wal^s r«- 
soimded to Ah sweet notes, and I believe many sen¬ 
sibly felt that die ic^ory of the Lord flUed the house, 
even Jesus, the brightness of the Father’s glory. 1 
b^eve also many of you were ' with us, helping 
. together by .prayer to God fear iis. Oh! I am so 
glad Thursday is over, never to return; our formerly 
hi^y hall has left the impression of a vault upon 
my mind, from the moumfed stillness of that parting 
moment. Ahl it was indeed a moment calculated 
to endear unspeakably him who hath made us all one, 
and prepared for us a home, from which we shadl no 
more go out, ' ^ 
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LETTER VIII. 

To THE SahK. 

C ' n, Jtme 183L 

Mt ia>veu Fhiekds —Wi<}i a trembling band bat a 
glotring heart, I would use my little portion of strength 
to thank you4or what ? For haring prayed me out 
of heaven into a bleak howling wilderness; from the 
immediate presence of the precious Lamb, to darkness, . 
and veils, and shadows. Strange that I should thank . 
you for this, and tlut you should thus tosdfy you* 
love to me! But no, my dear friends, you did not 
pray thus; you have not so learned Christ; you have 
not so been tuuf^ of (rod to love me. \^hile I feel 
every bit of my reviving clay as clay prayed out of 
the grave, I do not feel that it is prayed out; to keep 
it from rest, but to bring it to the enjoyment oS . 
sweeter rest—the rest of heaven—the service if Im- 
manuel, ' I triumph in iny riches, even aU those riches 
of grace, and mercy, and love in Christ Jesus, which 
the Lubd has put it into your hearts to lay hold of 
on my behalf. Blessed he ye of the Lm'd, ye who. 
have remembered d.sister nigh indeed unto death. 
May the Lobd show that be hath had mercy on you 
iu having mercy on me; and may my resurrection 
i,from die gates of the grave be for your joy and 
furtherance iu &ith. I would bless you all in the 
mme of the Loed; and especially bless ths^ Chi^ 
Intercessor, whd* prayed such a spirit of prayer into so 



nHffijr There iirM, I betWvie »wrestling 

here also, whiles I eould only gt'oan*''ont, as I heard 
the (fistant 'sounds of it) '< roalu me sometbiug 

wo^ pitying foTt" and I got tumghtily unhappy, 
thinking if I did get better, (which was a thouglit 
t1iat addom found a plane in my heart,) how little 
shall I live and act; as one oi^ht, for whom such 
prayers have been pat np. But this, as you will per- 
cwvo, was a vile shoot from that apcursod root, self- 
righteousness and self-sufficiency, sown in Eden; a 
seed brought fifom heU, dropi>ed in the soil of human 
nature, never to be eradicated. Ye shall be as 
Ipods.” From this seed springs, ** How shall I answer 
to -all these great things that are asked (or me t” 
Whereas 1 ought to have said, “ And now. Loan, 
Imhold I am the elajf, end thou the Potter, and I urn 
the work of thine hand, and all this is come of thee ; 
and thou art engaged to answer this, ‘from thee is 
my fruit found.’” Oh! when, w'hcn shall I learn to 
live out of myself and grow op into Christ in alt 
things ? 

Your last letter' was a particular. emnf<irt to me, 
niy dear Mrs. —; quite a word from God. Sluill 1 
own j)t was a comfewi te me to bear that you had felt 
the desh pressing down die spirit;,that yon had known 
the eruol harassings of an enemy in the day of dark¬ 
ness and'gloominess! Oh! -it was sometimes dark 
indeed; not, I tiiink, that I for two.minutes quite gave 
np the all-supporting **tny Loan and my Goii;” not 
th£t I ever quite ceased to feel the left arm under 
luy head; hut I could not always Teel- tlie right 




471 


iuTO embracing nw. One da;, SatoH would ./bin hav^;; 
ibown me my God; but it wm* in such coloius, thki 
it w-as truly pain and grief to me. He told me that 
I was dying a Ccrintfirau d^h} and, truly, he eoiiid 
easily show me tide and the other vileuess, am) eay, 
"For tki» cause you are weak and sicklyi for 
thb cause you are about to sleep the deep of death.” 
And oh 1 to be put to sleep under a Father’s ^vn 
was more than I> knew how to bear. The total. 
absence of sleep for th^teen days dnd lughts;' the 
])eciiliarly de{)rcs8iug and loathsome nature of the 
complaint, which nuiie me a torment and a honor 
to myself; having my acquaintance and my friends 
put fur from me, and never seeing «uy one but a 
maid and a doctor, who knew not my Lord; the feel* 
ings of my wickedly affectionate heart towards aU my 
friends and relutioiiV without the power of sending 
even messages to them; these things and many more, 
eumkined with fightings without and fears within, led 
me quite through the second of .Jonah, and brought 
me out where he was brought out, “ Salvatkm is nf 
the Loro sweet truth and easy to rejieat; but oh 1 
how hard to learn. Ab! never, never should I have 
taken up such a book as the small pox to lear^ it 
fi-om; but I hope I can bless my Teacher for every 
page, and word, and letter of the book $ though I can¬ 
not look at it now that it is, as it were, laid upon the 
shelf again without horror, trembling, and tears. I 
had been led to read much of Bridge on Faith, and 
almost to look out. for the sentence of death to be 
passed on our enjoyments here; and, truly, X soon 



i^izeil it; 

.Ab, m/ deiir friendi not one bath failed 

all the good things, whidh the Lord batJi spoken 
ooneerning us, in that ninet^'-firrt Psalni, “a\o evil 
has hafallen os, neitbcr has om^ plague come nigh our 
dwelling:” it has been all good, all love, all merej'; 
every twig of the rod 8|)oke, wmI not a word eould have 
been spared; it was a Fath^s voice, and oh, that not 
one of his words may (all to the grucmd .... And now 
the voices of joy and health is^heard in our tabernuclc: 
all are well, and I am quite as eonvaleseent us could 
be reasonably expected after sucIiFb five weeks. I can" 
walk a little alone during the last week, and now get 
some refreshing sleep; but niy 'sheaves are greatly 
shattered, and niy doctor insists upon it that my niiiul 
lies fallow: happily he is not coining to-day, or 1 could 
not have ventured upon this exertion; but my chief 
Physician seemed to give me leave and even to invite 
me to commune with you, though I must confess any 

excitement, at present, brings on fovor.. 

. . .'.Well! life is sweet 

when it is CiiKisT, and sickness and the gates of death 
are precious, when they let us into Canaan, and arc 
tha||neans of oar bringing back rich clusters into tlie 

wudemess for our fellow-julgrihiB. Mr. R-heard 

from - yesterday, who S{>eaks thus of illness and 

of the ehetring elFecte of having been at the gates of 

heaven. Oh! that it may be thus with me!. 

..I very often think of dear ■ ■ , 

I know he has thought of me.... It is a cord of union 
of the Lobii’s nudeing, and shall never be broken. 
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i, ............ !Dak^mttcb in the tM- 

tiace, bat she knows who sits over against the proof' 
luiic. Your dear father, I ihooght much of him, when 
i was nearly blind, and, I hope, ^ayed tiiat he might 
sec glorious things. My school ohddren lay heavily 
upon iuy heart, when I was at t^ worst.- I kept lookr 
tng at one and anotlier, and thinking, "Ah 1 what will 
j/ou do, if you lie thus and cannot say iCT God ? How 
is dear ? I often think of her prayerful counte- 
tuntce, when she parted from me..'.. 1 have frequently 
tliought she drew down the small pox upon me, though 
she meant not so, neither did her heart thipk so; but 
it has been a shower of blessitgs out of a dark cloud. 


LETTER IX. 
To TUE Same. 


C -a, July 1831. 

.... I MUST thank you, my very dear friend, for your 
truly kind and interesting letter, and above all for your 
freijucnt drawings upon tlie best treasury in my bejmlf^ 
Ob! it is sweet to be poor and needy, when w*au 
add, “The Lord thinkok upon me,” and when we 
know something of the loving thoughts of his most 
loving heart. I do feel myself just the sinner suited 
to ttch a Saviour. Empty to be filled with lus fulness ; 
poor to possess hia riches; needy for the use of hisr- 
boundless sujiplies; most deformed that 1 may be 
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comely ill Ins coiudiness^ naked that I may Trear hia 
l>cautiful garments i just nothing and less than nothing, 
that Christ may hi all, aU, all / I do please myself 
with the thought of how j/teeuliarly all his attrihutes 
will lie glorified in this piece of clay, how tills diiM 
shall praise him and declare his truth. Ohl how Jesus 
shall be glorifiiHl in his saints, and admired in all them 

that luflieve.I know not whether most to envy or 

to pity dear Miss ——. I almost think the hmume- 
rable streams of joy and sorrow, of meetings and 
partings, would quite deluge me; but I am a poor 
creature at such work, and find how little I have of 
the requisite for cmiicly and fleet going, as exhibited in 
the greyhound, “girt in the loins,” I’rov. xxx. 31. No 
more need of girding up when we arrive at home, 
nothing to defile, nothing that we need hurry away 

from, long white robes..May your soul 

be ever satisfied with favour, my beloved friend, and 
full with the blessing of tlie Lonn. 1 cannot ask more, 
you cannot hold more. '' 


LETTER X. 

To THE 8aMK. 

Tiiaxk you, my loved friend, fur your kind tetter, 
but it made me sadly hungry for some more, thditgh 
if it had only contained those few words about dear 
Mrs.-, it lias furnished me with a feast for ofer- 
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nit/. and b«r dear hiiidmnd have ioag lain very 
Jiear oi^ heart, and I felt os if I mttH have them with 
IIS in OUT long Jiome; and he who has enabled her 
to i»y •‘My lA>rd,” would be asbained to be tailed 
her (iod, if he had not “ {wepared for her a cit;.” 
What wondrous words ore these, ileniember me with 
the sincm^t love to them both; angels shall not be 
the onl^' creatures to rejoice over them; my heart 
dances for joy, and tluit is only one ih’op out of our 
Jesus’s full heart; “ Ae is Kttisfmi” he now “ rests in 
his love.” Ob the height, oh the depth! 1 hardly 
thought my pr^ious brother would be able to get 
to you, though I knew it was his hcart’it desire. Oh, 
what hath Got) wrought for the fox-hunting, ball- 
going Egyptian, now one of the foremost in the armies 
of the living God; “ one icho can ketj> rank no 
eoimnon grace in the present day of wavering, trifling, 

and desertion. He was greatly honoured at -; 

above two thousand five hundred hung u])ou his im¬ 
pressive words in tluit immense church. 1 could add 
much more, but 1 desire to know no man after the 
flesh, and must uut indulge the fleshly gratification 
which mixes with the spiritual, when I talk bf my tp) 
much loved brotliors, and this one whom I have so 
often taught his a, b, c, watched over with a ao^iil^'of 
^natural mother’s love, now to see him taught such > 
Wondrous tbiugs, and loved with such an everlasting 
love by a heavenly Father; it almost crushes me! 

I neglected to answer your question about fasting, 
ray dear friend. .... Yes, I greatly approve of it, 
when it is a means of drawing us nearer to God, and 
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enablitig^ ns to lay out these vQe but much honoured 
bodies in his dear, dear service; I greatly approve of 
it, when I see you putting your crust i^ your pocket 
and setting off lor the day to distribute the “ bread of 
life” to perishing sinners. Thus fast and thus feast, 
my loved feUow-labourer, and yonr soul shall be satis* 
fed witli goodness, and-full with the blessing of the 

Loan... . Wo fear A- wants a little more 

of the self-denying missionary spirit, if be cannot re¬ 
linquish iSabbath luxuries for the starving little ones 

at — . We consider him but half a shepherd who 

can leave his dock on the Sabbath, and but half a 
missionary who cannot trust the chief Shepherd to 
supply all his need, while he is evidently doing his 
Master’s work. .... The Sabbath-school must not be 


led; we would take no school-master or mi.stress who 
would not give himself up as much for his flock on the 

Sunday, as on the Monday. A-will think us hard 

ta-sk-masters, but yet I would hope and pray tliat he 
may feel the force of what we urge, and not suffer that 
day, which should must forward the Loan’s cause at 
to be left a blank, or filled up by teachers from 
tl4^botton^ess pit; for assuredly, when we desert our 
pos^ or sleep at it, the enemy will kot he idle. 

A . might join the loved church in the dear church 

walls at —— for the lecture, and he would' liave the 
privilege of hearing Mr. F—— on the Sunday evening, 
as well as two other .evenings in tlie week, and surely 
he has known his Gon long enough to know that we 
are sure gainers in whatever we sacrifice for the ad¬ 
vancement of his blessed cause. At the same time, let 
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him not outran his faith. If it would not be the 
kbour of love, and joy, and peace, the mite hud down 
with the fall aasurancu of reccivli^ a hnndced>feldt 

let him not put his band to the plough at N- 

.T have said mOre than I ought, and 

. while exhorting to self-deiual, have heard a whis{ier, 
“ Thou that tearliest another, teachest thou not thy¬ 
self P* May the Great Head of tlie C%urch pour out 
upon us all mure of a spii'it of self-denial and fiiitb, and 
inahe us more certain of the great gain of sacrificing 
our all to him. 

We have hod some sweet sermons he^e. (hi Sunday 

evening, ]Vlr. - was most impressive upon the 

parable of the ten virgins; on the line of sepiwation, 
his words were awfiil; so near, and yet so far apart i 
so alike, and yet so dilFerent; virgins, tamps, slum¬ 
bering. going forth, all alike, only the want of oil! 
though but a hair’s breadth between ns. and the line of 
separation, yet, if on the wrong side, it would make ns 
effbetual a sepHruticni, us though the difference were 
ever so wide. Tliere was a sort of breathless atteution 

among the poor people. ..I ha’ro' ' 

been much better lately. Oh! it is an tmspeakdble ' 
privilege to go idmut a little and speak for Jesi^ I 
knew something of it before, hut I knew nothing, nay, . 
1 know nnthliig of it now; hut I know enough to keep' 
me front envying any angel. We hope to open « night 
Oehool n«t week; it is much upon nff heart. ......' 

'Accept and distribute ogr love. .... The 

.. Lord enable yon to pray and praiw for your attached 
friend. 
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LETTER XI. 

To THE Same. 

I OWE you ninch, my dear fHend, for your truly in¬ 
teresting’ letter, findt 1 ffas going to add, I do not mru 
you.any love, for indeed I dearly love you in the Loko 
and for your work’s sake ; but my proud boasting »a.s 
instantly chcckwl by the overwhelming description of 
true love, summed up by the Holy Ghost; “ Hereby jm'c- 
ceivewe TUE love, (our translators nue«l not have added 
whose, for thmw is but one such sperinien,! because he 
laid down his life for us.” Ah! if this be /Ae love, 
■die sample, the evidence, I o'we you much, my dear 
finend: yea, I seem to know little or nothing of it. To 
love against hatre<l—-to love where all was deftinnity— 
to love even to the laying down of life for tlie Hcloved! 
Truly, herein ir love : ” hut, my heart, is there such 
love in thee ? Ah! what a dew-drop, compared with 
the ocean; yet, from the ocean that precious dew-drop 
comes, and to it shall it return; then shall W'e be 
swallowed up in love, and bless him who hath taught, 
as to love one another with any thing of the same love 
wherewith he hath loved us.. 
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LETTER XII. 

To THE-Same. ' 

C -«, June 11/A, lesST. 

Ocit hearts are hnit together in love, m; beloved 
friend, bj a wunder-wurking hand, or, I could alioi>st 
fear, a atiteh might be itmjjped, and an awkward place 
luude from niT remissness in not having writt«a to ^ou 
ere this, while yon hare lK>en passing through the fire 
and through the rivers. I might write pages of ex¬ 
cuses, but whu.su coveretli his suis«shall not prosper. 

I would rather pleatl guilty, and pray that what you 
have met with of neglect from your earthly friend may 
be a means of pfrcatly endearing your heavenly Friend, 
vvho has written to you, talked to yom'visitcd yon. 
Watched Itcside you, carried all your burdens, mixed all > 
ymir hitters, prepared all your swetjts, lighted your 
candle, made all your bed, wiped away yoiir tears, 
healed your wouuds, soothed your sorrows, borne your 
sicknesses, been afflicted in your affiiotittps, never left 
you, never forsaken you. I am not quite sure, but I 
almost think I should be wUlin^ that you should dis- 
covtn' more and motm of the cracks in this poor broken, 
cistern, so that it may tend to endear to you the pre-' 
cioiis Fountain. I would desire to be only the channel 
through which hearts may flow clean pp to the Foun¬ 
tain. I am sure i| is^e only thing worth getting love 
for, and the only 'mify of enjoying it, to take and.lay it 
at the Redeemer’s Ainr feet. Thus, imiy we lons 'each -.' 
other in jflie .Lomni and the Lpim in eai^ and 



diBt blinful ctau^ma^o, when ■we shidi 
>a^lixe wiwt w« now profess, that " Christ i* all, and 
iaall.” 


So the Lord gare you your heart’s desire, and did 
liik withhold the request of your lips, even to Uie lifting 
up of ftofA hands of your dyii^ fother, and the lifting 
up of his heart in the unespeeted ** Anton.” Ah, my 
dear friend, our God is an indulffent Panmt: if he 
were not wise as he is loving, I could almost think, 
aomethnes, ho would spoil mo, he is so very gniitle, so 
loving over me, and he does suffer ns so to " command 
hhn couceniing the work of his hands.” Tiiii^ which 
1 have been ashamed to frame into a prayer, he has 
heard the suppressed hresttbing after, and has homoured 
ate, till T have not known whether to weep or smile be> 
forc.him. Oh ! 1 love to observe tliese things, and to 
try to understand the toning kindness of the Louit. 

Ami now, my (Hend, that which was a clog to earth, 
is a magnet towards the skies. Your mansion above is 
fillii^ and your cottage on earth emptying. And what 
is the language cff this dispensation, “ Upwards, up* 
wards—onwards, onwartls.” You now seem to have 
no clog but your dear self;, and I know you will fell 
me that is the heaviest of all. So-&.is truly; its httle 
finger would break your loins, hot happily, you have 
not got to carry, even a little ftnger of your poor body. 
Hemember him, who hath wd, .** I have made and I 
will bear ; eue» I mitt aa^ and .wifi deliver,” The 
beloved of tlie Lord shall dwell ia'ia&ty by !uin{ and 
the ehall cavqe.:.him all ilto 4i^ mtd he 

. eheH^ dveell ybetwo^ his Aouldei^ 
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brpathe out, " Oh wrotclied roan that I am, who «hlU 
deliver me from the body of this death?” ere we are 
compelled to burst forth with " 1 thauk God, throi^ 
.Tesus Christ our Lord.” Truly the Lord tea* rtady to • 
save 118 ; be can scarcely, as it were, bear to hoar his 
poor child cry out under a sense of its danger and 
weakness ere he flies to its help, and he fills its mouth 

with laughter, and its tongue with joy. 

.. Well, my dear. 

fellow labourer, it is rich grace tliat pours this heaven 
into our souls, of loving to serve such a Master. If 1 
do know any thing of a heart, of which 1 know very, 
very little, 1 do' wish to be unreservedly his, and to be 
quite laiii out by him for his glory. But 1 am often a 
mill-horse at my work, and often a Jehu; and have 
been trying to devise plans which may assist me in 
steering between this *< sharp rock on the one side, and 
this sharp rock ou the other side”—untempered, self- 
seeking zeal, and formal, heavy slodi. I have now 
stated engagements for every day in the week, and I 
think, upon the whole, 1 find it more profitable for the 

poor people, os well as for myself. . .. 

.By knowing the day and time, several 

can meet together, and many are the tears that are 
shed in our littla circle. I do intreat your very earnest 
prayers that God may come with show«a of blessmgs 
into the midst of os. I feel ashamed sometimes . .to 
think kato interesting and how delightful the .days of 
my exile are made^. ty these varioiM calls upp^ my 
time.' I sould almost fear, there would agun be 
a hositatioB about going homo, were my Falhmr to call 







tor W wi^ {tment clrcunuttaTior* $ bttf h« will tnake 
m rewt^t wining, yt», right glad when the »et time ia 
come t indeed, his work be the joy of onr live*, we 
may change worlds, but we sliuii not greatly change 
employments, only leaving all tiwt hinders, o{>pre8ses, 
and distresses here. 


LETTER XIIL 
To TBE Sake. 

€ - H, Feb. 2W/|, 1833. 

1 TRCST you hare not misconstrued my silence, my 
beloved friend; but no—I know you have not, for 
love thinkoth no evil. Yet yon expected me to say 
something upon that important change in your mode of 
travelling which you are anticipating. 


.... Your former partner did not, I Imlieve, suffer 
yon to lean upon him, but only encouraged and ex¬ 
horted you to lean ioith him on the bosom of a heavenly 
Httfband; and tf you were careful to {deose him, you 
knew the readbest way was in coring for the things of 
the Lobs, that you might be b<dy in boify and S|urit. 
Sudi a Mow traveller, I do, i n de ed, consider a peculiar 

blessing from the Ixmn .. 

.. , . Such yon may enjoy, my dear 

friend, is your new Mow taveller^ . . Iby yod naoh.be 
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as iron to iron, provoking eodi otiber to love and gooi^^ 
works, alraunding in the same with thanksgiving. ,1., 
felt so distressed at first for dear S—, 1 knew not' 
what to say; but I am now fully reconciled to iM them 
part with tjieir luxuries, tor the sake of precions souls, 
fismishing fur necessaries. 1 llsel assured that there are 
works afore prepared for you in Christ Jesus at—, 
and it appears of little consequence, under what name 
or ill what character the honoured instrument is sent 
there, so as the work is done, God glorified, heaven 
gladdened, and brands plucked out of the burning .... 

..Your letter filled our hearts full of 

our beloved friends in afiiiction, with deep calling unto 
deep. Oh! the*blcssedness of knowing that the Lori> 
jntteth upon tlw flood, giving bounds to every great 
and little wave by a per],etual decree, that it cannot 
pass: yea, thongh they toss themselves, yet shall they 
not prevail, nor cast even their furious spray over the 
“hitherto;" a hitherto which forces them to work for 
the everlasting good of the Bride of their Maker. Ah, 
surely they see our loved friends one wifih this glorious 
Creator, tliough in tiieir own eyes perhaps less than 
nothing, a crushed worm. v.'. The waters saw in Israel, 
what tear>blinded Israel could scarcely see for himsrif; ' 
the watOTS saw thee, oh God, the waters saw thee jad’ 
were afraid) «the deep in amazement uttered his 
voice,*’ aad in eilritt admiration and obeisance “ lifted 
up hia hands on h^b.” ‘ v - " 

What a nmrey that the " hoar hair* has eqwrieneed . 
flo ridh 4,. fulfilment of promise, and bean earned over 
gdjIKnd W wfairii the strong man wwdd have bowed, 

'r: '. '. ■'/ ■’ V . »a 




yea, utterly fallen. We shall long to hear of that pee- 
cioas old ynlg^im, who has been spared to follow so 
many of his fellow-traTellers to their long home, and 
been so dieered with a full hope of thmr glorious re* 
surrectlon. '1 cannot attempt to express the joy wo 

have felt over dear Mrs. B-; bat no wonder that 

tliat which causes a fresh buriit of nnntterablo joy in 
that presence where is fnlnegs of joy, shoidd be mon* 
than our little narrowed hearts can hold or express 

For oar dear C-, we feel much and shall want 

to hear every particular. She is very dear to us, 
(and win b® for ever,) but not dear enough for us to 
be willing to let her go home yet. 

I could fill sheets with telling yoi* of idl my dear 
people here. Oh! they are tof> dear to me, they mak^ 
life so dear, that, I fear, I sinfully cling to it, and 
am in danger of loving my work better than ray 
Master; or, loving it for the work’s sake instead of for 
his sake. But there is so much of vile self in it all, 
that I often have to mingle my bitterest groans, with 
wy liveliest joys. There is such a deeply interesting 
shaking and moving among the bones, which a short 
time since, -were so very dry^ The word is working in 
many a oonscience, and with some it proves itself to be 
ihe mighty power, of God. There are those, of course, 
who are taking advantage of this appearance of life, 
luid actual life in the open valley, and have crept 
: into some houses and led captive silly sromen, and parts 
. of the xyitii of Esddel have been strikingly exhihited; 
so that those who were lying in their blood, a few 
weeks sinice, are now trusting in their own beaat;^hnd ■ 
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pUyhig the heriot, I. fear, in spiritoal ddngsj di*;.' 
pla^ingf their ornaments and poUnting’ their gifts, fiat'' 
Our God can and irill manage his froward children, and ' 
rule his servants well. The wrath, the follies, the 
infirmities of man sbaU all praise him, as far as he, 
allows them to break out, and the rest he oan and will 
restrain. 

I have been enabled to resume my cottage readings. 

again, and find not a few Lydias and Bcreans. 

..' . A work is going on now, 

against which priucijMdities and powers shall fight in 
vain; a work which shall esteem all earth-wrought 
iron as straw, and brass us rotten wood. Meantime .. 
sin not against tlie L«>bu by ceasing to pray for us. 
Israel is coming up from Egypt, but they dial] soon 
find Pliaraoh hotly pursuing them, and crying ont in 
fury and astonisluneut, " Why have we let the people 

go. . . I ask you to pray, 

1 trust I need hardly ask you to praise; and you will 
get many a dear one around you to pray and praise 
with 3 -ou. 





LETTERS TO MRS. B-N, 

SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 


- . LETTER I. 

26(A> 1825. 

Mr sxA]f TBIBRO—Could TDj heart make itaelf nuble 
to you and'my Moved children every time it « whh 
you, yon would not often have to complain of an 
abiient Mias P——. I seem still to he popping about 
ftom one school to another, and from one child to 
another, and I may trulythat separation has 
only served to increase my interest in aU. And if one 
little drop of that mind whidi was in Christ Jesus, has 
made me thus to yearn over these |necious souls, what 
must that ocean of love lud pity be, from which 
this drop is Communicated! How incessantly does 
Jesus walk in the midst of these sdioolsl widi what 
buwda of mercies does he look upon his blood-bought 
diildrep! with what tendcmieis does he fold his little 
ones' in the bosotn everlastitig.kral May you be' 
enabled to see him who is; inv^Ue, ay dm friend; 
'oo sludl your labours be swesl^-y^ ndnd free firnd 
^'eaxe, your beifft twei^wing' wi$ 

Wben in £ffiodty and perpletdtyv you ah 



infallible CorniselloF; when in trouble, the tenderefit of; 

' Comforters; when in jor, one who ricfalv shares yoia* 
joy, in that he u seeing of the travail of his soul, and ' 
is satisfied; when weqiing over the hardened and 
careless, you may even find a kindred spirit in Jesus; 
when encouraging the &int'heartcd, you have asm 
with you, who knows how to speak a word to the 
weary; when succouring the tempted, you have'one to 
appeal to, who luwws what it is to be tempted, yea, to 
go through the peculiar temptations cd diildhood; 
having been liimself the cMM Jesus. When even 
coutemplatmg the awful sight of one hardened in sin,. 
under instruction, you have one ^ go to who can' 
teach you to say, “ Even so. Father,, if so it seem good 
in thy sight.” Great, blessed, and glorious indeed, the ' 
honour of being employed for such a Master 1 Had 
our commission been like that of the prophet of old;: 
only to make the heart of the children fa^ and their" 
cars heavy, and to close their eyes; appalling and 
tremendous as the errand had been, yet the glory of 
the Master would have consecrated. the awful task, 
and any command from that lip should have made 
us ready to say, "Here am I, send me<” But eu** 
couraged, as we now are, to set about our work with 
the mtfailing promise, that it shall mo^ be u run in the 
Lord; that we diall.opme again.rejoieiBg^ bringing 
our sieavtt witit ns; howevur great the heat and 
burden of the hdvevem long the period;, ore the. 
l^utdpW'Of the ensnii^chea the weary labourer}. yM.. 
Imw tharkfuUy should we. go Mi 

iiiA. a Maker, in such an em|doyment, and ' 
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with such a p^speet! And when, added to this, 
we hear him say, « Lo, I am with you ulmtys;" when 
we see the Master not ashamed to eome and work 
with his unworthy labourers; yea, when we see liim 
taking all the roughest work, bearing all the heaviest 
burdens, standing between us and the scorching snn; 
when we look back uixiu the time, when by day the 
drought consumed him, and the frost by night; when 
sleep departed from his eyes, that he might finish the 
work that was given him to do; when we look forward 
to the time, when those among whom we have laboured, 
slutll be the pay and the rejoicing of the beloved 
Rodeemcr’s soul, and shall grace his triumphs through 
eternity; well may we count the hardest labours ease, 
and the longest years hut a few days, for the love 
wherewith we should love him. 

Oh that he may shod abroad his love in our hearts 
by the Holy Ghost! Oh that this precious breath may 
breathe upon our gardens, that the spices may flow 
forth! Then let our Beloved come into his garden, 
and eat bb pleasant fruit; and may the fruit abound 
more and more to the glory of the riches of grace! 

I will not indulge myself by askipg ijuestions about 
each and all, because, if tlie Lord I trust it 
will be but a little while how ere I see you again, 
and hear every particular. Tell my dear girls, if 
they wish to give me a great treat on my retttm, . 
it will be to let you have a favourable report to make ; 

1 have no greater joy than to ^ear this. 

Do not be prodipil of yew h«dta and strei^^ 
my dear follow labourer; it is reqohred in stewards 
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that a inan be found faidifid—he is as unfaithfol who 
is wasteful, as he ,who hides his talent, and is too 
often set to work by sdf-pleasing and self-will: 
this is my case Tcry frequently, and this leads me 
to worn others. 


LETTEll 11. 

To THE Same. 

Auffutt Hud, 18:2(!. 

I FEATTEB myself, iny dear fellow-labonrer, that some 

iuteliigcuce respecting your S- party of friends 

will nut be imwelcome or uninteresting to you; and 
as we may generally find a large bit of self at the 
bottom of most of our actions, 1 mast acknowledge 
that in now writiug to you, 1 do feel very desirous 
to levy a heavy tax iqion your prayers and praises 
on my behalf. Say not, “ Wherewith sludl 1 pay it ?” 
but look to him who can prepare the iribirte moiier, 
even in a fish's mouth, and who can so enrich you out 
of his unsearchable ridies, that you shall be able to 
bfler willuigly and largely of that which he has first 
given to you. 

~ Vfbat a mercy it is,' my dear M., ^diat the field is 
the world—that we cannot say of one comer, “ I'hei'e 
is notlung to be done here for the Lord.” Wfai^ a 
mercy, thirt pur promous Master does not confine his 
cfaeetiiig, life-giving presence to any particular spot, hut 

T 3 
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is very near to each his unworth; labonrers ^erays, 
eren to the remotest part of ^e •arth—ever ready to 
fan the jeddeat spark of desire to promote his glory 
into.sfiahw; toUft up the hands that hang down; to 
confirm the feeble knees; ond to say to them who ore 
of a fearfhl heart, '* Be strong.”' And oh, what a 
crovrrimg mercy, to have that heaven of heavens 
poured, or even dropped, into our souls—a desire to 
do l^is will and to glorify his name. Did he bestow 
no other blessing upon us, surely the joy, the privilc^ 
of servii^ such a Master, during the days of our pil¬ 
grimage- in this dreary, uninteresting, waste howling 
wildemeiM, would call for loudest and sweetest notes of 
praise. Thanks, thanks onto our covenant God, for 
the willing mind; thanks unto him who has afur«! pre¬ 
pared the woric in Christ Jesus for us; thanks unto 
him who has wrought all our works in us. Truly, 
praise is comely for us; may it be increasingly pleasant 
to us! • 

Bui while I would praise for this drop of heaven in 
my soul, I cannot, I must not forget that it is dropped 
into a most poisonous, leaky vessel. I -would remember 
that in me dwelleth no good thiry, but every thii^^ 
that defileth; while an enemy fonia -without is ever 
busy to stir up all the filUtinesa, even the very dreg^ at' 
the cup, and pollute and ptasoa all that is holy and. 
h^venly. Then let me urge you to unite pn^rer. whii'. 
praise for your sinfal sistrn.. Ydt. « little vdhUe, and 
he who is now surrounded-w^ Ihepun^'erB df his poor - 
needy ohilciren, dudl soon have oa^ the {sraises of his. 
people to inhabit. 
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You beariit I think, of the mercies which encom* 
passed our going out and our coming in; and every, 
day and hour since have we been loaded with benefits. 
A great door and cfiectual has been opened unto, us 
for visiting the poor, speaking to dear chfidren,. and 
. forming a female Bible Association. My adorable 
Master has indulged me in my fiivourite work of 
spesdeiug to children. A nice school lias been opened 
finr me on the Wediimiday of abont tiiirty children, am 
' so large a one on the Sunday, that my fies]|i.'and 
heart have almost failed me; but I trust 
the means of driving me to a nearer acqoaul^i)^ witi 
him who is the strength of my heart, and of whom i 
IS my unspeakable privilege to add, “ My portion fo 
erer." It is a Sunday school of above a hundred chil 
dren; Ind so attentive a company of' children am 
teachers 1 never before addressed. But he only 'whi 
has graciously prepared Uie work for me, knows hov 
much my naturally very nervous constitution shrinks 
from any thing so public ; and it is my mercy to tel 
him all. my troublo, as my c<mpat$i<mate High Priest 
touched witii the feeling of my infinpity, and io be madt 
willing in some happy moments even to glory in them 
that the powm* of. Christ may rest upon me, and that 
.'he alone may be glwbSed. Oh, in our right minds 
how should we rejmoe in the exchange of our o'wr 
foor, powerless pow^for the power of Christ! ho« 

' should wo ^ory in- being iiotiiiag and-less than nothing 
that CMd^may.bonH in ' 

1 need' scarcely ask yon to remember me in s 

Y 4 
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mor6 peculiar manner on the Sunday morning, and 
on the Wednesday afWuoon; nay, 1 know not that 
I desire to specify uiy particular time> I am poor 
and needy every hour of the day, but the Lord careth 
fur me. 


LETTER III. 

To THE Samt;. 

t 

Nottmbff ‘IBth, 1829 . 

1 BUSTLED on niy thmgs this afternoon, andout 
of Uie door, with the foil hqte of imyifig yon a little 
visit, iny dear friend and sister, and closing your thirty- 
ninth year with you. But my gracious Guardian and 
Keefier gently but stcadiiy said to me, nay; for 1 
turned so faint, 1 was -obliged to get back to iqy 
sufa a.s soon as I could. My God had another*knd a 
more useful lesson to teach. his brioved child—not 
so agreeable to tbe flesh, bmt more {uofitabla to the*' 
spirit—that she can do without a broken cistern, see- 
' ing she has an overflowing Fountain. He wiB midee 
her quite perfect in that hard wring; saying which 
our dull souls are years in leailmig, and id d;e want 
of which arises all our cravii^ voids disa^iut- 
raents, " There is none upon earth 1 desire -beside 
thee.” Ah, what a shame it seems, that he who 
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fills ail heaven with gladness shoida ^ot ne snoligh 
to fill oiir poor little sottls> but that there-mast be a 
large comer left for a worm to fill. No wonder that 
that is an aching comer i no wonder that its unceasing 
cry is “ Give, give^ wonder that he whose name 
is Jealous will not suffer the worm to fill the place 
which is his by right aud by purchase, and which will 
never be easy till it be possessed by him. Dearly as I 
love you in the Lord, and much as I prise your love 
to me, 1 would gladly say, os 1 retire from my ill- 
deserved comer of yOur heart, “ He must increase, but 
1 must (decrease.'’ 

I trust he will put streng^i in me to plead for you, 
my dear “ fellow-labourer,” and to pull down many a 
blessing for you on your opening year.' He has just 
told me, in language which 1 could uot mistake, that 
his eye and his heart are upon you for good, from the 
beginning of the year even unto the end of it; and 
wliile I look at that heart retting in its love towards 
you, that*wakeful eye, beaming with care and tender¬ 
ness, what may I not oak ? what may 1 not expect ? 
iVhgood srill he withhold. If your fellow-labourer is 
a good, you shall have her-j if a shaking among tlie 
dry buuos around you is a good, you shall have it; 
If blussom aud firait are a good, you shall have them. 
'*Ask what 1 ahnU give thee,” is at the head of a 
measurelew blank, wiUi no limit as to withholding, 
but tins merdfiil on^ « No good will he withhold.” 
“ What else we won^ or think we do, *ti8 better still 
to want.” On the seal is engraved, ** My God thall 
supply aU your need, according to his riches in glory. 
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by Cbriit . Jesus.” In filling up part uf the blank, I 
would fain put in, " Lord, let her have a wi'estling spirit 
for her needy sister; and surely. Lord, in asking this, 
I ask accordiug to thy will, for though I am poor and 
needy, yet t/iou carest for me.” * 

I hare no little token of my lore beside me to send 
you, but a little book, whieh has proved as a golden 
spade to me, in assisting me to dig into the golden 
mine. May it be made such to you, my dear sister, 
and enable you to dig deeper and deeper into the un¬ 
searchable riches of Christ. I like it the better, be¬ 
cause it is, chiefly formed out of that mine. Praying 
that you may richly cxjMjrienoe -what it is to be Jiffed 
with all the fulness of God, 1 remain, &c. 


LETTER IV. 

To THE Same. 

23rd| 1833. 

How often has my heart talked widi you, my Sear 
fellow-labourer, and 1 trust I may say talked fi>r yim, 
to our one own Father, Brother, Husband Coun¬ 
sellor^ and unchangeable, imnmveahle Friend It is so 
, sweet to realize " One is y<mr Marter,” when I go to 
r'Um for his dear directions for the day. Morning by' 
'‘^morning 1 seem to meet around his door-posts many 
dear in’the flesh, but dearer fisr in the Spirit. I have 
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walked over the consecrated spot of ground at —i 

and trod the little private path up to the house, with 
the hope that it would be better marked out one day, 
and strewed thick with mercies, and that it may form 
one of the increasingly flowery meadows you have yet 
to pass through on this side the grave. 

The liord seems to have strung two jewels on the 
link of idle chain, whidi confined us to this place, a 

Bchool'Uiastcr and an infants’ school'Hoistress. 

The Lord grant you to be quite filled with all this 
fulness, and never to an empty craving corner. 


LETTER V. 
To xoiE SAsni. 


Sq^. 8M, 1830. 

I FEAK, my dear fellow-labourer, you will have thought 
mo long iu complying with your request for a few^ 
momeide of my time, mid in acknowledging the re¬ 
ceipt of your welcome letter; but while my heart has 
frequently talked of you and for you, my hands, and 
head, and tongue seem to have been trebly engaged, 
and my sdacable Master has honoured me with such 
a press of ocnupation, that many times, I might trnTjv'; 
say, I had no leisure, so much as to eat. ..... ‘■’ttff 
brother and I started from home about tenda]^ ibce, 
to endeavour to crowd into a week the weak which 
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lie had laid out for a month ; God* even our own 
God, hath blessed us, and prospered us, and so carried 
us through, that we were enabled to return yesterday. 
A great door and effectual Is opened to us; and you 
know what our God has Inseparably connected with 
tins—“there are ninny adversaries.” But you know 
also, that it is the same hand that o[icns the door that 
has created the waster to destroy; “ that hath made 
leviathan, that piercing serpentthat hath said, “ The 
deceiver and the deceived are hisall so far created 
by him and for him, for whom all things were made, 
that they shidl just do his work, and promote his 
glory, though their hearts mean not so, neither do 
they think so. If the waster destroy, he shall but 
destroy the spirit of slumber—the deathly calm of 
the chUdren of men—^for the Spirit immediately adds, 
“ No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper; 
and every tongue that shall rise against thee in judg¬ 
ment thou sfaalt condemn. Thit is the heritage of 
the servants of the Lord.” Hath he made leviathan ? 
he that made him can make his sword to approach 
unto him, tliough “ he laughetli at the shaking of our 
sjiearand can put his hook in his nose, and his 
bridle in his jaws, and turn him whithersoever he 
pleaseth. Are the deceiver and the deceived his? 
Then, if a Pharaoh and all Egypt stand up against 
the Israelites, it shall bo but for a manifestation of the 
mighty power of God, and tliat his name may be de- 
-dared throughout all the earth. 

...... My stock of strength has not been such as 

to lead me to glory in the flesh; indeed 1 am seldom 
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witfaout tlwt difficult lesson in my hand, “ Leirn to 
glory in thine infimiities, that the power of Christ 
may rest upon thee.** if is often exceedingly die* . 
tressing, but 1 am quite 8are« as soon as tlm lesson 
is thoroughly in my heart, my kind Teacher will de¬ 
stroy the lesson book. do hope I would not ^ish 
a grain more strength than will be laid out for his . 
glory; yet, if 1 were nncere in this, I sbonld be - 
quite as happy, when laid by on a 8(da, as when most 
actively engaged in his work; hut then old heart 
starts up, and taking up the language of new heart, 
says, “ Oh that I might have but strength to speak 
to these perisliiiig souls night and day, and invite 
them to Jesus!" But my Father quiets all with, 

“ My child, thou shalt do all my pleasure; &0u art 
my servant, in whom I will be glorified.” And my 
patient elder Brother says, “ All that the Father giveth 
me sAaO come to me. I know my sheep, and 'tiieni I 
must bring,^ and they s/taU hoar my voice." And the 
Comfortej^ys, “ Thy people siaff be willing, in the 
day of tb'j^wer.” 
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LETTER VI. 

To Tire Samis. 

i!i_e, Ort. 30<&, 1830. 

I CAMKOT p*ss SO near yoo, my dear fellow-labourer, 
without dropping a word by the way, and what wore 
so sweet as the salutation of the Spirit, " Grace anc 
peace be multiplied unto you through the knowledge 
of God, and of Jesus our Lord,” according as hit 
diriue power hath given unto us all things that pertsii 
.to li^ ami godliness, through the knowledge of bin 
thatTmth called us to glory and virtue. Yes, my deoj 
friend, grace and peace are multiplied unto us in pro¬ 
portion as we acquaint ourselves with God, and witt 
our Lord Jesus. Through this channel flow's unto ui 
the enjoyment of all things that pertain to life anc 
godliness. To know him Imtter and better, as having 
dll power in heaven and earth, as loviqg ns with ai 
everlasting love, as making over all he is, liad h«^ tc 
us for ever; this is life, this is ^e enjoyment of life 
this is to have all and abound. If to this life, and ' tc 
this godliness, 7 am to be the honoured means of con¬ 
tributing, remember, 1 am among, the " all tbings,” aac 
my God hath given me to you. If I am g^ven 'U 
yon, rest assured I am not amon^ 'the aQ things, am 

should rather be a source of death than of life. 

..... Give iny love to all the dear tdiildreu t 
. then I sometimes read 2 Cor. xii. 20, 2), with e> 
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eye to them, widi a tremUiog heart. For joa^ 
my dear sister, I look at Rom. L 10—12. I loi^* to 
take in the 9th verse, hot it is too hig^ for'me. 


LETTER VII. 

Tp THC Sahe. 

5:97a 13^11, 1837. 

^wBAT think you c£ home, my dear sister? Perhaps 
this is the neat question to, what think ye of Christ ? 
and either will ascertain Uie spiritual pulse pretty vclL 
But where is tiie believer truly at home, save in . 
Christ, and what is Christ to the believer hnt home 
with aU its comforts, all its security, ^ its quietness 
and charms? Our ttnmff habitation, whereunto we 
nmy coutinuolly resort; no form, no £sar, am open- 
door, a feeling of welcome that yon can hsVe«o where 
else. I know not what place yon call home on earth, 
my dear Mary, but the question I was gmngto put to 
you, “when do you think of coming.home?” led me 
just to inquire, ■ “ what diink you of home ?” “ He i 
builds too low, wbo builds beneath the Skiea.* I would 
not have you call even your snug little comer your 
.jtome, but as you find Christ in it. 
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LETTER VIII. 

To thb Saxe. 

SqU. 19«A> 1838. 

Yod will begin to think it long, mj dear Mary, ere 
yon hear any tidings of us, though I hope you have 
heard second hand from home; I cannot tell yon 
how greatly your letter rejoiced us, and how mnch^ 
it cheered and interested mo; truly our God is very 
pitiihl and of tender mercy. ' Sometimes 1 tiiink he 
has shamed me out of all fear and cares for ever; 
yet, let but one little cloud come over my sky, and 
the crop of these noxious weeds is as raiiii>ant and as 
abundant as ever. In reading the xcvth Psalm to-day, 

I might well cry, “we have sinned, with our fore¬ 
fathers, tee have done amiss, and dealt foolishly, tee 
have tempted him and proved him forty years long” 
Ah, those are long years, long days, long hours, when 
we arc limiting and tempting the Holy One of Israd, 
harbouring hard thoughts of him, and sinfully asking, . 
“Can God do this for me?” The good Lord keep us 
out of these depths; or, if we fall into them, may he 
enable us to realixe that the deep places of the earth . 
are in his hand; or, if we ore enabled to walk upon 
our high places, and feel our mountain stand stro^ 
may we as deeply realise that the strength of'the hills"- 
is his abo; surdy, if ever children.shoidd come into. 
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their fatber’s "p^eaeoce wi^ thanksg^ivii^g', w« are thoae 
children; bow great is your blessedness, to see your 
beloved mother alive for evermore, and to hear her 
happy soul magnify''the Lord, and her spirit rejoice in, 
God her Saviour.... 

.... I do not likeT^ say any thing about your 
movements, as they will depend very much upon yonr 
beloved mother’s state of body and mind. The Lord, 

I know, will prepare her heart and yours, for all that 
he has pre]iared for you in the way of providence. The 
chariot in which he couveys his dear people home, is- 
pared with love, and in this they can safely and cop-‘ 
fortably travel over the roughest ports of their ap¬ 
pointed journey. You wUl, perhaps, write to me again, 
and tell me how she is, and whether it appears likely 
that she is to leave you, or yon to leave her. If her 
chariot and servants come for her, it will be a glorious 
equipage, and I trust you will all be enabled to rejoice, 
when you see her step into it, and just feel, that he 
hath dealt well with you, and with her, according to 
his word. 
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LETTER IX. 

To THE Same. 

C-M-n, Sept, 'iith, 1839- 

Have ym had an,v hard tbongbta of me, my dear 
fellow-labourer? Well, 1 muet not complain if you 
hare; for I should have had many hard ones of an 
umdiangeable friend, bad 1 been as long' without 
hearing from him. But bo assured, my <lear friendi 
it was love whirh dictated silence, lore to you, and 
especially hive to your dear father, irho, I fear, will 
miss his prop the more, now' that ho is deprived of 
one, on which he had been accustomed for so many 
years to lean. But whatever props are Icnocked from 
under the believer, everlasting arms are still under¬ 
neath, and when the prop is gone, we do hoi mwe 
sensibly realize the softness and the strength of those 
precious arms. Ob, that it may be thus with him! 
He is sure also of getting good interest upon you, for 
the li^e while he lends you to the Lord here below, 
nothing loss tlian a hundre<l-fold; and if he does not 
seem to receive it in full tale now, he will, when he. 
sees his diild before the throne, with the hundred chil-! 
dren whom the l^ird haUi given her; and when he 
swells her notes of eternal praise, and feels that she is 
to go no more out.. ., 



LEtTER X. 


To TB£ Same. 

Januarif V&th, 

i. 

It is 'ffiibi deep sjmpatbj, iny dear fellow-labourer, 
that 1 hear of your indispoutioii, and 1 fear it mokes 
me naughtily long to resume my share of labour, and 
to relieve a Uttie your head, and hands, and heart. But 
all that I feel is only a drop nut of the full heart of 
your Jesus, who is as able, os he is willing, to be head, 
hands, feet, heart, yea. the strength of your heart; all 
ill all to you. I was engaged in my waking hours, last 
nig^it, in pleading for you, and probably we met at 
the same time, and at the same place, to put in onr 
petition each for the other. I hope yon have not 
worried yourself about the Sunday-school. Let us 
remember, my dear friend, there is no chance in die 
coming and leuvii^ of our dear children; no difficulty 
with the Lord, to bring or to keep, and no mistake in 
removing. May we lie quiet in his precious band^' 
with a single eye to his glory: and be enabled to say, 
with our beloved elder Brother, imdra' discouragements 
and wintry seasons, " Surely my judgment is with the 
Lord, and my work with my God.”.... 

.... 1 would roll you up in I Thess. r. 33, 34, and 
remain your very faithful friend. 
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LETTEB XL 
To THE Same. 

I SAVE Ecarcclj lutlf a minute my dear si«tcr, but le«t 
you should take it hard if you have not one word, I 
must write throe, if no more, and aj^iu say, “ I love 
you.” Blessed be our eoTonant God and Father! *< .Ask 
what you will” See. Wondrous to put such a blank into 
our hands; we give him eausc to fill it with, “ O ftuils, 
and slow of heart,” 

The same |>ost that brought your letter, brought one 
^hich (piite set aside the other wo had any idea of. 
Our kind Imrd thiu mmle it doubly plain. Be very 
' much in prayer for me ; much lies before me; both for 
the ilesh and for the spirit. Oh, I talk like one of the 
foolish women, and the next moment ! may be in my 
long home,'and have <l<mc with fightingfs without, and 
fears within. But quite as safe here, uid as happy, 
when my will is one with my Father’s. 

.Oh, how my poor old heart is torn about 1 

But new heart rests sweetly in the ark, and rides over 
the troubled waters.... 




LETTERS TO MRS. B-, INFANT 

SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 


LETTER I. 

August 29t/i, 1825. 

I CAX»oT tell you Aoie often my 'tboughts are wit^ 
you, iny dear fellow-labourer, and with wbat alFectieu 
I bear you and your precious charge upon my heart, 
when I go to my God to entreat the richest blessiog)) 
for those whose welfare is very dear to me. I feel 
that it is now all that I eon do for you; and this, per¬ 
haps, niahes me more earnest in prayer than when I 
could be with y<m daily: iu this way, if in no other, 
shall we find that my absence is assuredly among the . 
ATJ. things that work together for your good. It is 
one of our hardest lessons, to learn to cease from man; 
and one, over which we, perhaps, show the most Rl 
temper, stupidity, and stubbornness. I can but adm^ 
the patience and meekness of our heavenly Instructw, 
iiir bearing vrith the provocations of his sous and his 
daughters on this point. I can but wonder that he 
does not blow down, in a whirlwind of jealousy aitd 
displeasure, the many props which mir idolatrous hearts: 
have been so buskin rearing, ai^ on.winch they 



tak« «ii«b ia lautiag. wfaila ihej «re mo prone 

to de{iarl from the Urin); God. fimteod of that, kow 
oarrlunyi bow teiubrlr dooM hr ileal with ut>! With 
what a gt'Dtlo touch iloc^ hr ebakr the |>ro{«, wamhti;- 
us not to lean too much u]>on it; auil. if wo fore*' him 
to remote it ntterlt, with wh.it nductance lioc' he do 
it t hoe plainK doiti hr ntaiiil<'«t that he dia-s not iiniiet 
willhig'ly. and that in all ow aflUctlmis he i- iillhcti il. 
Kemeinbi'r, my ilear friend, that nlioii jirujts are rc- 
iiuived, it i' nut that you Oiuuld fitlh Init titat you 
may rest more Hiinply uimih those eterlaktinij; iinns 
nhieh are underneath you; and may n-iili/e nion ol 
the tendernei>!i, lose, and failhliihiesa with which tliey 
eiieiri'le yim. Tlion^b you cannot non auy, ” I am a 
worker together with Miss P——you are priii- 
Icf^ed to iiNp far, far hij^her lanpruaftfc, and to say, 
*• I am n labourer tojfetber with tiwl.” I Cor. tii. {<• 
And, surely, tbew' is no part of our aduralde lainfs 
l.ihoiir that he takes iiion* dvli);ht in than aiuon^ his 
inucli-loted infants. M.iy liis presence cheer you, his 
(siiin,el guide yon, his niMlom leiu'b you, his tore warm 
you, and liis aj^robation encourage you. Tell my dear 

little ones bow much Miss P -f. . tines tbcm, iiiiii lum 

aiie longs to see them again. 



LETTERS. 

To THE Same. 

September 0th, 18^. 

Mt »kar Fellow-lahouree— 1 cannot let a pair;^ 
go witlimit a few words to you; and 1 should inde^ 
have written to you before, but that I know my dear 
friemls, to whom I have wTitten, let you share the 
sjioil with them; and that yon have all things in 
(■'•Diitiuii. This thought is often very sweet to mo, 
when 1 read niy best letter, to know that all whom I 
love are enjoying the same. Did you enjoy the sweet 
little note sent us to-day? “ Fear not, O land: be 
glad and rejoiee: for the Loud will do great things.” 

Could you slip the word S-n in, instead of land ? 

May the Lonn speak this word to you again and again, 
my tlear friend, “ Peace be unto you : fear not.® And 
when he giveth quietness, who can nuike trouble ? 

We are but just returnetl from B——n Q-; and 

I am sure you will lie very thankful to hear that we 
were greatly delighted with all we heard and saw .... 

..inquired much after you ^1, and told 

me to tell you, “ that the Loan was feeding them by ' 
means of poverty.” The unriddling of this riddle itr, 
that they ore driven, through the poverty of public 
means, to liye upon the Scriptures and to cease i^m 
man. There is not any they can hear with Mea¬ 
sure or profit: aod I assured them theirs was no nn- 
oontmon case; indeed, I do think the Loi^ is thus' 




rfriTu^ nwny of hit dear cliitdren to m;, “ 1 will hear 
what OoB the Lonn will epeak unto nio;” and thr;r 
niv ta»|^t to alt nl his feet, and wait at the {aKa of 
Ilia gate, instead of lyinj' down, half aslei|>. to have 
tnitha, which have !i«*n dujf out of the niiui> by others, 
poured into their enra. 

I send you Ileb. xiii. 2<), 21, and iny tors liiu'ere 
and lK‘st wUhiK. 


LKTTEIt III. 

To -I nr StMn. 

•Vorewier I2t#, |K,32, 

Ml »riR r'nM.ow-i,AB<iiRKK—I uni aabauied to find 
my heart lowing after you as it does; for our preeioua 
Master can lutve made no mistake in aasigninif us our 
difi’eivnt placsw in hia siiu'yard. Oil that our eye may 
Ih- single, simply filed ujMin him; and our lieuit guile¬ 
less, iiitimt uiam finishing the wuik he iioa giseii us to 
ilo' And, then, it will iw>t much matter who niuks 
nearest to ua, or farthest off. If our Doas is with ns, 
it is enough. How hi^ipy you all made dear B — -! 
I trust it was a season of refreshing to you nil; not 
from the presence of a wonn; but from the presence of 
the Loan. 

.... My dear Loan 4'iecs me daily strength for 
daily labour, just enough, and none to sjiaro; and Uuit 
is just niee to be kept hanging upon him. llie 0/d 
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max ^vets intle|)enilence. The New man hn>ea to 
dependent. In the fornwr k anxiety, danger, ruin; in" 
the latter, peace, safety, aeration. I long to taSt to iso 
many, if it is only on paper; but I dare not leave my 
Master's work for such self-gratification. We'shall 
have eternity for talking of all his wondrous works i 
only an inch of Uine fur inviting poor sinuers to come 
into the ark. May we all be up and doing. Yours U 
an honourable, a blessed post: the Loan make you as 

showers of blessings to hi; little flock.Grace, 

meny, and peace be multiplied unto you. 


LETTER IV. 

To TBB Same. 

C - n, August let, 183.'1. 

My deab Friesd —I fear you have often tbought 
me shabby, if not unkind, in not writing to you more- 
ircquently; but truly, it was not from want of in¬ 
clination, but from being pressed witli various occupa¬ 
tions, I may say, almost daily, above strength; not 
though, so as to despair of lifs, but in the blessed, 
assurance, that he who loseth his life for Christ’s sal^; 
shall keep it unto life eternid. Ob, the misery' w.. 
huggfing up one’s life within self: like a corn of wheaii' 
kept above ground, it is but a com still—“ it abideth,. 
alcw; but if it di^ it bringetk forth much fruit.” 
mast have been an act of faith which first committed 




«t>ed to the grotusd; and ob, what bleascd iaitb, daily 
and hourly to “ hate onr life in tiiis world.* Have 
you obaerred the boaotiM cooformHy of head and 
members ? John xii. 23—26. Have yfiu hoard the 
sermon in every full ear of oom ? See how our Jesus 
has obtained a harvest which has felly satisfied his 
Soul. See the MCCB fnut of his giving his life a 
ransom for many. See the Christian who is most 
conformed to his image. There is the hundred-fold 
Christian; it matters not whether it be iu the pulpit., or 
the cottage; the abundant crop is there. Do not, 
however, imagine, that because I fosout these things, 
I therefore rfo them. Oh no! I scarcely know the 
feel of a cross ; mine is much of self-pleasing, show, 
field-day work, tinkling cymbal, and such like. Your 
little corner is a more favourable place for such a 
dying, living life. The huckling-to to the same thiug 
day after day, with little or no excitement from fellow- 
creatures’ gaze; the wear and tear of rniwl and Ixwly { 
tljg conAant tax upon faith and patience; these furnish 
a glorious means for coufemity to your glorious Head, 
and doubtless shall be found unto praise, and honour, 
and glory at his ap^Hiaring. May he impart to you 
much of HIS mind, fer truly it wants better materials 
. '.than yintr own can furnish, for such a life as this: and 
' oh, the mercy to know that Ae it your life, and thM 
becanso he lives you tkall live also; live a life of faith 
here, and of glory hereafter. Surely, my dear friend, 

, we wrho have been taught of God, that it b not 
ft ‘wi who live, hut Christ who liveth in us, have a 
double heaven to thank for. If we had to trust to 
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spark* of our own kindling, we might toil eari; and 
late, and use poor nature’* bellows till ^cjr were con* 
suraed,. and after aih He down in sorrow, and in. 
darkneM. 

. . . . t visii yon very often in spirit; I open the eye 
of faith, and sec you honoured above millioi||. I see 
you labouring, not for the meat which perisfakh; but 
for that which endureth to everlasting life,.. I see you 
labouring, uot for a crumbling wwld; hut to famish 
lively stones for'the temple of the living God, which is 
to stand for ever. 


LETTER V, 

To IKE Same. 

C-—», October, 1S33. ' 
Mf i»KAH FBtLDW-nABOL'BEH —How oftmi do my ejeB 
and my heart rest uiwn you! Yes, rest—there ate' 
not many things under the sun upon which they can’ 
rest; for the earth reels to and fro like a drunkard^ 
and is tossed as a thing fouufled upon the stos, and. 
established upon the floods. But upon the dear, iakfa^ - 
ful labourer, in the unspeakably happy vineyard, my 
very heart and soul can and do rest. "Sweet tbrir 
portion is and sure.” Much of their work, to be sal¬ 
lies under the tdodsi but none the worse .&r that|- J|^ '; 
sludl come up in his season. " 1 the Loan will, haat^ 
it in Ut season.” Light is sowitt'’ stemge se^ ! 
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■ glorious crop! The poor old labourer sees some who 
have borue the heat and burden of the day with him, 
dropping off around him; but what of that? they 
enter into rest, and fresh ones are coining into the 
field. At times the sun beats hot upon his bead; but 
his Mas^ has provided a grand shadow from the 
heat; no less than his own precious Self. “ The Lok]> 
is thy shade u]x>n thy right hand.” Sometimes clouds 
arise, and sky is overcast; but he has a Sun tliat 
shall not go down, on everlasting light, fur the Loiiu 
Uod is his Sun. Sometimes his fellow-labourers vex, 
or distress him; but he has One to work with him, 
who never tires, never m^lects, nei'er worries—“ Cer¬ 
tainly / will be with theeV’ is company enough. Happy, 
happy the people that are in such a case!. 


LETTER VI. 

To THE Same. 

C a. — n, Ntmentber 2(iM, 1831. 

Mv »EAB FbieHD—W e long to hear how you are 
getting, and whether another olive-branch has made 
its appearance at your table. They are precious 
branches, coming, as they do, in connection with 
“ The Branch,” full of the rich sap of exceeding 
{peat and precious promises, to which the amen has 
been set in Christ Jesus. Look at that sweet one to 
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tliK point, Isaiah lix. 21 ; how graciously the ‘‘ seed's 
seed” are provided for! what a goodly portion! The 
multiplied little faces, with their compound inultipli-' 
caticm of wants, need not fill your hearts with the 
anxious inquiry, " What shall they eat ? or, what sliall 
they drink ? or, wherewithal shall they be clothed ?” 
Your heavenly Father knowcth that they have nee<l 
of all these things, and having g^ven them the best 
treasures of his kingdom, will he withhold the needful 
triilos of earth ? These are, os Gurnall says, but the 
pa{ier and pack-tlircad thrown into the bargain. Whcu 
you see them all around yon in glory, you will not 
.think y'oii have had one heart-ache too many; only, 
niy dear friends, see to it that you have the pledge of 
the fulfilment of the covenant, in that you have grace- 
to cmcify old' nature, and not honour your children's 
will instead of the will of God. I see no covenant- 
breaking, but a corenant-keepittg God in the many 
weeping Elis, silent Aarons, and miserable Davids 
of the present day. I see he is very &ithfui who 
Iwth said, “ Those who honour me I will honour, 
and they that despise me shall be lightly esteemed.” 
The unmeaning “ Nay, my sons,” or the self-pleast^ 
abstaining from. displeasing a child, wiU» a “ Why 
hast thou done so ?” 1 Kings L 6, may produce the 
Hophni, the Phinehas, and the Adouijah ; but not the 
Israelite circumcised in heart from'the eighth day 
forward. I know welt that the first step in deicing' a. 
child, is to deny self; in this, as every dling else, the 
road to the crown is marked out by the daily cross, 
planted in each dear footstep of that gloi^oas Fore-. 

. *3 
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srumier, who " pleased not himselfand we tom aside 
from tJie footsteps of the chief Shepherd and tlie little 
flock at onr peril. 

TIm Lord (sive thee anderstanding in all things, 
and, knowing these tilings, giro thee grace also to do 
them. I have no reason to think ;oii are wanting on 
this point; 'but as I see a gciieral deflcienrjr, I long to 
know tliat every twig of your dear, growing family 
is decidedly, devotedly, unreservedly trained for, and 
dedicated to your Cod; then’ shall each one prove an 
added comfort, and you shall surely find that “ He 
is faithful who hath promised.” ... ■ > 


LETTER VH. 

To THE Same. 

C -«, Junmry 29<A, IMb. 

.I HUFE you will never scruple to tell me 

all that is in your heart. Oh wliat have I asked' 
No, die true Sulomon alone could bear with such 
disclosure. The sins of one day in the best ke])t 
heart, would bo enough to frighten every fellow sinner 
far away, and leave its possessor, like the poor de¬ 
serted leper, uttering, through a dreary waste, the 
dismal sound, " Unclean, unclean I” 

Happy for thee, poor leper, that , thou hast a ludmg- 
place, whereunto thou mayest continually resort; a 
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hiding-place of one pearl, so precious, so brilliant, that 
even thou art brilliant in his brilliauey, lovely in Ub 
loveliness, perfect in his comeliness. Oh, “let the 

children of Zion be joyful in their King.”. 

I do not wish to slip out of harness; he who lias given 
the work, has undertaken also to work all our works in 
us. One is our blaster, great is Our reward. 


LETTEI^ TO MRS. S-H., 

sc noOI.>.MlSTR ESS. 


LETTER I. 

a - n, July Tith, 1831. 

1 MUST not let you go without a lino, my dear Mrs. 

S . - h , if it is only to thank you for your nice long 

letter, though my head aches very much, and tells me 
1 have done too much to-day. Ah, niy dear fellow- 
labourer, “ work while it is daydo not have to learn 
the value ei your privilege, us I have, by being de¬ 
prived of it; and “ take heed to your spirit.” 

I verily believe I should not so often be-laid on the 
shelf, if there were less of wretched “/” in my doings. 
Oh that I could hut-lei^ while in labours more abun¬ 
dant, to speak plainly, and from my very, veiy heart, 

■ z 4 ^ 
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“Nut J!” Well, 1 sluli, 1 must leant it, ere I get 
to. that bleued land, wbeM every crown is oast at 
tbe Redeemer’s feet, and every glmy strewed under 
hk throne. 

1 hope you have sent us every particular. 1 should 
just like to hear of each child as if yon had but 
one. Have you nuhtaged to shut prejudice and par* 
tiality out ? th^ are unwearied and perscvericg, and 
most injiUious iniioiers..... I su^iose you are be> 
ginning to think of harvest and home; there is sweet 
and nati^ connection in the words, certwnly. The 
Lord fix our hearts upon the last harvest and tiie Utvg 
home! 

.... Tdl my dear chiidrmi how often I am with them 
ill spirit; may I add, “Jcying and beholding their 
order ?” Give my very kinil regards to them, fee. 


LETTER 11. 

To TBS Same. 

, CW—«, Sqa. 2'ird, IB.'ll. 

.... When you have an opportunity of writing, pray 
tell me every particular of. the schools, and whether 
you are enjoying muidi coikimanion pith the Father of 
spirits, and are enabled to he much in prayer for 
the souls commijited to yow. charge. Your work is 
but bigun when jionr ehildrUn leave you for the day; at 
least, if your heart lilike my heart. 1 find the easiest 
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tiine is while t em with them. The fight ^ feith, 
aqd the lebonr of Inve, end the " great eonfiicti” ife 
in the secrel ehamber, and form the most importas^ 
part of our work. Whet is done m public is, # .it, 
were, but th» refiecHott of whet takes place in priyaite ; 
the one eennm flemdsh or decay, but the other w31 
make it manifest. The Low give you much of a 
wrestling spirit; may he put streng^ is you, enabling 
you to lay hold of his strength, and as a pttnoe to have 
power with God. . 

.... I begin to be deeply interested in some of our 
children here, and I think I can see the &giar o{ God 

upon the consciences of some.Therii are seme 

cheering blossoms, but there arc some blossoms, we 
know, which drop oS^ and ore succeeded by no fruit. 
Still “ our labour is with the Lono, and our work with 
our God.” And I often look at a sayii^ of our be¬ 
loved Pastor’s, “ It is reward enough for the hardest 
service to hare Christ for our Master.” .... 

.... Say to my dear girls all that a most affec¬ 
tionate teacher and faithful friend ,c^d say: nay, I 
have imposed too heavy a task upon you, hut do assure 
them of my continued love and earnest dewres for their 
real happiness, and hcB^ the same, my dear friend, 
for yourself, &c. 
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l-ETTEU 111. 

To THE S4Vtl’. 

MareA iith, 

Mt bclovetl siator has, I find, srritten to vou, doar 
>Irs. S - - h , and left me many to write to; but 
still I dn not Uke to ap{>ear to pass you by. 1 know 1 
need gKe no charges about tlic work. I am pleased to 
think that it is sure to be nicely done t if I tj^e any 
charge about it, it wotdd be “ Don’t let H oeeupy to<t 
large a place in your or y<»ar children’s tboughti aud 
auxlotios.” It k well with Martha to pro\i«k> u dinner, 
with .Vnn to get work nicely done; but when it is <r// 
preparing dinner, and arranging work, aud no lel^ule 
or inclination for sitting at the Maytcr’i, leet, and 
hearing his word, bo wUl soon moke us hear, in a voice 
which will nearly break the heart of a bning child, 
“ Martha, Martha, one thing is needful.*’ Try, my 
dear fr'tend, to realise that each day may In‘ the hist 
you may spend with your scholars, either as it regards 
your own life, or that of one or mure among them. 
Often think yon hear tJie voice of the Chief fthep- 
herd, as lie tarns in to look at the flock user which 
be has nuuie you overseer, iuquiriig of the little* ones, 
“Oiildren, have you eaj sneati" Oh let *it not lio 
that they should ever be able to answer " no T I,et him 
not find mistress aud children ^ligent in business, but 
cold in spirit, llemember that the school is dedi¬ 
cated to him in no common manner; that he has boen 
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repealwlljf betouglii to dvcQ there; to eet }u» eyea aietd 
his heart upon it perpetually $ and that we engaged 
train up those with whom he.entrusted notfor. ettidli.’ 
only, but for heaven. Your responsibility, myr dw’>. 
feiioW'laboiuvr, is almost crushing; but I wish you ^ 
feel it, that yon may live with the ^ngiug cry, “ Wlio 
is suibcjeiit for these dmiga ?” and realise, moment by 
moment, that your sufBcieucy is of God. .... What 
I have said springs from my own obsmwtions, and 
from kuowii^ the plague of my own heart. ' 

Ace^t my very best wishes &r the so^ prosperity 
of you and your loved flock, and believe . % 


LETTER IV. 

To tUb Same. 

C - fh Noe. 1835. 

Dear Ff.i.i.uw*i.aboitbeb— ils it'wieS: sii^. thee ? Is 
it well with thy children? How. 1 do;,le^g to peep 
at yon all! I snppoee my forindl* infimtaraw now your 
great girls;, and I trust I dhovdd find-th^. out only 
grown in stature, Jbut as theSr Elder Brotlmrgrew. Is 
your work your wages, roy dear friend ? -.and A) you 
put the Lord in remembrance , of-that good', word, upoh 
which, I trust, he hM ynuiaed yph 'to hope*—" He that 
watereth others shall he watered also hisMelf ?” And, 
indeed, she that .}BlK>arieib, 'auiat;|bej$rsrpmiiinker of die 
iniits, or she will be bnt'tff wadRytynuMn^le lahouiW. 
Go straight to your ad(mbIe*Mtot^ -and hhn 
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to blc«8 and break erory bit of bread before you »t» 
tempt to fet it before your children; then, and then 
bmy) lAall the)}’ be wdl filled, while you will find for 
■^.'yourself that you have more at the end of the foart 
than at the beginuing. 

Komeinber me Mnderly to any, old or young, who 
still keep a comer in their hearts for mo, &c. 


LETTER V. 

To TH« Satis. 

C—~n, Jan, 31*/, 


Mt dear Mss. S——h—Y our letter was very in¬ 
teresting to me, as every thing connected with dear 
. S—n win ever be; I am sorry to hear of your 
dinumsl^,ttamhers, and should it continue so, I trust 
yon w^’hare ho^ health and strength to shepherd 
tbena.uy/ sopW and seek that which is lost, and Imiiig 
i^^ain that %luoh is*drition away; onr eueniics are 
Kveljg. Sbd stroi^ and may well keeji us on 

the- alert: ’bub i&f ''S often slumbering, while 
they are ploftli^'; we are sleeping, while they are 

’ sowii^ tares. l am truly thankful to hear that you 
:oprtMd the.year with prayer; ^is is the best security 
for clortBg'it with praise. 

' I long to sec ^ Again, but I am 

■ftnj glo^I have,iicit,^<ji^ but ^ pwn path, or to 
ordM a^wn st^; if ii safe trsln^g to come up 
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from the wilderness leaning npun our Uelored. He is, 
indeed, eyes to us in the wilderness; his eonouand it, 
** Let all thy wants lie upon me.” He will de&aiy 
our expenses, and never leave us till he hath done thtd 
which he Imth spoken to us of, and that is, to set us 
before his presence for ever. Hap]>y are the people 
that are in such a case 1 ... . 

.... 1 used to think 1 had pleutif to do before the 
Lord was pleased to add to my labonr, but “ tis thy, 
day,” &c. has net broken down yet. 


LETTERS TO THE MISSES B—-GV 


LETTER I.. 

■ c — 

How truly kind of you, my dear, friends, 
selves so much trouble for one so unworthy of.'it» ., Cft 
how you do all shame me with your loye and khad- 
ness, and make me think I must have the 
critc among yon. I look withiit, -and Raid all w. dif¬ 
ferent from what you seem to think .of n^. so Ii^/of 
my Master, so much of myself; and as to whirt I was^'; 
any of you, while going in and <nit among ^ou, .1, W ‘ 
only overwhelmed msoUoetion of wtot w Iot 

undone, or d(^ in a.‘,d^;«|t^.:l)alf“keaj^^ maip^t 
But you seaj% b^te roy'W«^;«ttA.>do^le Md^, 
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t<i foTfrot md forgive alt tliat vraa wrong, and to nten* 
tioD only what waa lovely and of good rviiort. Ah! 
to him )>o all the praise for that, and now, in the ibu»> 
tain, may you seek what you have lost in the orackivl 
Astern. 

How often, my dear kind friends, have I thought <if 
what I said to yim, I believe in iny last visit, of the 
healdbIn«M of this placet how has every gale, as h has 
Mown npon my diattered frame, said <■ It is not in «Me 
to give health and atrengtb/* The rooms are imlee(l 
sparions, and the lawns are very lovely; all luiture 
smiles around; but I luive been uh a fu<k‘d dower 
amidst the luaurianue <if health and beauty. And is 
there any miatake in tiiis? could not he who make' the 
Mttle flower flonriah nH»h*v my feet, put life and tigour 
into my feeble frame ? 1 eoulil Hlniuht tliink iii\ |ia|H‘r 
binshed at the (|ue)>li«i). Ali! were it for lii' glort, 
how soon conld he give ine the w ings of an e.igle, and 
the strength of a lion; lion sliould I run up and down 
and nevw be weary in his work. Hut it is for IiIh 
glory that I am weak and crumbling; luy inner man 
•ayt wnuwf gladly, therefore, will I rather gloi’j in my 
infirimiies, that the power of Christ may rest ujain 
me.** “ Even so, Father, for so it scemetb giwxl in thy 
highU” Oh that tweet, quieting wokI “ FaUter,” so 
full of habn fijr every wound, of relief for every eare. 
For the most afllicted of his eluldren to elioiige estates 
with the highest angel, were surely an um.]H‘akable 
loM. 'Oh the held tlmt nurd, ‘‘Fuikur,'’ has a|xin the 
heart of our God; whilst I can plead that nith him, 
through our Lord Cbriit, need T fear that a 



Falibvr, and 8u^ a Father, will for bread, giro me a 
atone? or for s fiah, a aerpentP No, if he g^ve me 
afokneaa and pain, tbcae are die bread, thu ia die £di 
if be wldihold health and ease, Uiese are the atone and ' 
the serpent. May lie keep me from ever questionings 
die love, the power, the wisdom of his fotherly heart i;i 
that heart which has aboonded towards me in all 
tenderness, wisdom, prudence, jnstice, judgment, and 
mercy. 


LETTER IL 
To TH« Same. 

C—n, October, 1833. 

And ‘do you think, my dear friends, that ytra have lost ' 
your comfortable niches in my heart? No, I trust yott^i 
know better. You know that we ore taagbt 'df ©dd 
love one another; and that his lessons are not f^j^j 
day, but fur eternity. Real christum love, as 
from the throne of God and the Lamb, jpiwever brol^n 
and interrupted in its course, by the ups and downs df 
our luarretl ciwth, stiR presses on throc^ each^chosen 
vessel, and must'and will return to its hig^ and giio-. 
rious level. Yes, when mere creature love has sunk fo' 
its low original, we shaU ^be refreshed with rivers oi.; 
that love, of vddch it was our hig^ privilege to ha-to i 
sip by the wayi-/Oh, {Hreciuus Jesus! what do we 
owe him for the-luxuries of bu banquering b"*"" ' 
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below, end for the wondrous proparaUons made for us 
above 1 Had4>e dragg;ed us through a thousiuid heUs 
to his bosoni and his throne, how could we suScie^j 
praise him? But, us tliough it bad been'a ligdd. ^ing 
to feast us through ctermtj, he spreads a tabic for ns 
ia the wilderness, ini the prescucc of our enemies, and 
knows no limits to the {xniring forth of his bounty, 
except in the smaBness of the cup we present to him. 
For, lo! he keeps it running over, testifying that we 
are, not ^eitened in him, but in our own bowels. 
Wbat a Inxnrious dish, what a dainty, is Christian 
love and communion, and how gracioii.s]y does he 
.^^our his children with it! 1 rejoice tq bear tliat 
Vjrou have so much of it in year palace, and that the 
good and pleasant sight is exhibited there of brethren 
and sisters dwelling together in unity. 

My heart-often visits you, and my body eoiild like to 
sh down with you again; and it shall, if there be any 
]i;ood in such an event, for any of us; so it may make 

;.i(kelf easy.Are you sowing in faith ? or are you 

S.'ill’;.nature’s bustle sometimes?. She is a. strange bu.sy- 
j$^y, and sadly impatient. The Lord increase unto us 
that precious h^tb which docs not moke haste! 

Accept the re-assurance of my very faithful love, 
and do not fotget to love your friend, &e. 
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LETTER III. 

To TRE Same. 

February 4th, 1836. ■ 

1 MCST not let a parcel go withoot a word to you, my, 
dear friends; for well do 1 know, that if a friend do not 
speak, an enemy will; affd will let drop a stitch, w£ich 
will run a strange, long way, in the eurions, cunning' 
work of the knitting tog^dier of hearts. Yet you seem 
tt» he pretty well a.’surcd of the love I l)ear towards 
you, and that from a few poor, paltry acts, or a fM(.' 
half alive expressions. Oh, uiy dear friends, this is. 
ealenkted deeply to humble me. What could have been 
done more, that iny God hath not done for me, and jret 
it is t<io often with stauiirieriug lips and‘a fluttering 
heart, that I can say, “ I have known and believed the 
love that God hath to me?” How unkind our snspi*’ 
cions ! how ungrateful our misgivings! how unreasoQ' 
able our cxjaH-tatious! seeking some sign from heaven,., 
when wc hare his own word by us, in which language; 
is beggared to express the exceeding greatness of h|a 
love towards us; every letter warmed with his very 
heart’s Wood ; evciy truth glowing with the charaetm- 
of its wondrous Author, bcaniiug love. 

And can we find a page or a letter in the book of 
Providunce wliich does uot bear the same stamp, and 
show the print of the same dear hand ? I canuot. 

Nay, 1 can see him must kind when he seemed most 
severe; and yet a erack in a creature comfort makes 
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' inie tremble, oe diough tome strai^, ankiud thing 
were about to be&l me. How wounded we ihould 
' he with such returns from a fellow creature! and 
how thoughtlessly do wo wound the only bosom on 
iwhich we cap erer rest! 

. The Lord keep you from making your loved Mary 
jour tpAole stay and your whole staff; he will delight 
to indulge you, but will not spoil you. 


LETTER IV. 

To THIS Same. 

f’—n, jlugvMt Ct/j, 1836. 

Deepet indeed do I sympathize with you, my be- 
lovwl friends, in your present heavy trial, and much do 
I long to hear that our God has, in some mcosurt!, 
lightened his heavy hand. But how foolish am I, 
and ignorant, oven as it were a henst hetbre him. It is 
heavy only with love, guided by a Head that cannot 
err, and a heart keenly alive to your every woe, 
afflicted in your every affliction, shnjily finding r«‘st in 
the joy of doing you good. .4ih! how different from 
our ignorant, short-siglited love, our blind desires, our 
sonl-injnrhtg wishes; yet I may weep with you while 
you weep, my loved sister, even as my adorable Lord 
;wept with weeping sisters, though well assured that 
their present woes must issue in the glory of God, and 
tW the Son of God would be glorified thereby. It is 
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dangerous and painful work to have the affection*': 
too much comientrated in one. Dear Newton used to 
saj, there was but one point which he could not quietl^- 
I ^ive up to God, •and that was his wife’s health, ai^ 
on that p<»int lie was incessantly tormented. Nay, he, 
added, fire years after her dcsith, that he had knotm' 
more of true liapjtiness in those five years, than in all'^ 
years of their sojourning' together, when he w'o* Bd-.. 
rassed with an unsubdued will,rand an anxiety-tossed 
heart. The Lord eiialile us to {tossisis as though we 
|iosscs.sed not! then shall we enjoy in peace, and resig^H 
with n connwrutively sliglit .struggle. 

How mysterious is the ajijMirent closing of the, door 
with regard to your dear nephew—ye ditf well, in that 
it was in your heart. God often crosses the thoughts 
of imr hearts, that he may perform the thoughts of hi*,- 
heart; 1 need not say the exchange is always for the 
bettor, and will tune up some of our sweetest songs 
hereafter, if not here. He graciously tells us the 
thoughts that he thinks towanis us; thoughts of peace, 
and ni>t of evil, to give us an expected end. 

May, every wish Im- hushed into a great calm, and 
sweetly die awiiv with, “ It is enough.”.. 


Denurtts Primer^ Ills Pl<«t 







